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The same cold damp emanated from the stone, and.
she felt the same terribls feelings of moving toward
unknown danger, exhausted and afraid of screwing.
up - of not being able to provent a disaster

The divaster ha already happened, she thought.
helplessly, watching Karen struggle to kecp walking.
We're losing her. In another ho, probably less, she'll
be too far gone to ever come back

As it was, John and Steve shouldn't be touching her.
Tn a single, casy movernent she could get at.either one:
of them, biting before they had & chance to let go.
Even thet concept made her sick with samow and an
nching, heavy feeling of los
The tunnel veered to the left, and Rebeoca realized
they had to be incredibly close to the ocean: the walls
secimed o tremble and shake from a muted thunder
beyond, and the tunnel was thick with & darmp and.
fahy pmell. Parts of the floor seemed 100 smooth 1o
have been creatod by human hands, and Rebeoca
‘wondered vaguely if the tunnel opened up shead
somewhere, perhape had once been flooded by the
sea...

“Bloody kell,* David whispered angrily. "Shit."
Rebeooa looked up. When she saw what was shead,
she felt her Lust licker of hope for Karen die.

Well never find it in time.

The tunnel did open up, a few hundred meters
ahead of where David had stopped. It widensd con-
siderably, in fact and ws connected by five smaller
tunnels, cach branching off in a slightly differeat
direction.

“Which way s southwes:t?” John asked unxiously.
‘Karen leaned against him, her head rolling forward.
David's voice was still angry, frustration reising his
‘words to an echo that bounced through the five stons
‘corridors, circling back to fill the cavern.

“I don't knaw, I thought we were already headed
southwest and yet none of these i in direct align-
ment, and none head directly east, either.”

“They moved into the rough-hewn cave, staring
helplessly at the smooth tannels, each of them strung
‘with lights that disappearcd around turns and bends.
They had obviously hoen carved by water, perhaps
had onoe been connected 1o the sea cave that David
had originally meant for them to find. The tunnels
‘weren't aa wide us the one they stood in, but were
‘witke enough to sccommodate human passage com-
fortably encagh, and st least three meters high. Thero
‘was 10 way to guess which one was used 1o get o the
Iab - or if any of them lead to the lab, we don't even
know for certain that it's down here. ..
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“If none of them goes east, then we have to pick the
ame that looks the mast likely 1o go southwess,” Steve
said qictly. "Besides, east of here is water.”

Karen mumbled sorething unintelligible, and
Rebeoca stepped forward worriedly to see how she
‘was. Though Jobn and Stove still steadied her, she
secmed 1o have 1o trouble standing on her own.
Rebeoca touched her clammy, sweating forchead
‘and Karen's rolling eye fixed on her, glasty and red,
the pupils dilated.

“Karen, how are you doing?" she asked voftly.
Karen blinked slowly. “Thirsty,” she whispered,
hex voice bubbling and liquid sounding.

Still responsive, thank God. ..

Rebeoca touched her throat lightly, feeling the
rapid, thready pulse beneath her fingers. Tt wa defi-
nitely quicker than bafore, up in the lighthouse.
‘Whatover the virus was doing to her, it wouldn't be
‘much longer before Karen's body gave out.
Rebeoca turned, fecling dosperate and angry, want-
ing to scream for somebody to do something

‘and heard the pounding footsteps, ecboing up
through one of the tunnels. She grabbed for her
Berctta, saw John and David do the same as Steve
held onto Karea.

Which one, where's it coming from? Griffich? Is it
Griffitk?

The sound seema to circle, coming from every-
‘where at once and then Rebecca saw him, appearing
from around a comer in the passage second from the
right. A stumbling figure, a flapping, dusty lab coat
‘and then he saw them, and even from fifteen
‘meters away, Rebecoa could see the stunned and
almost hysterical joy that swept across his fece. The
‘man run for them, his short brown hair wild and
disheveled, his cyes bright and lips trembling. He:
‘wasn't holding any kind of weapan, though Rebeoca
kept hers raived.

“Oh, thank God, thank God) You have to help me!
Dr. Thurman, he's gone mad, we have to get out of
herel”

He staggered out of the tunnel and nearly ran into
David, apparently oblivious to the pistols trained on
him as he babbiled on.

“We have to go, there's a boat we can use, we have
0 get out before he kills us al..”

David shot a glance back, saw that Rebecca and
John still had him covere. He tucked the Beretts into
his side holster and stepped forward, taking the man's

“Easy, catm down. Who are you, do you work
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Pastall o that, there was still the sunrise, waiting.
Dr. Griffith sniled dreamily.

Karen oould still walk, still seemed to understand
atlast part of what they were saying 1o her, but the
fiw wonds she could mansge didn't seem 1o relate to
nything. As they'd gone down the stairs from the.
Tighthouse, she'd said "hot" twice. As they'd walked
into the wide, dank tunnel at the base of the weps,
she'd said, "7 don't wans,” an expression of fear on
her deathly pale, scarching face. Rebocoa was terified
that evea if they found a way to revezse the viral load,
it would be 100 late.

Tthad all happened »o suddenly, 5o fast that she
‘coald still handly comprebend it. There'd been a man
‘waiting for them in the darkness of the lighthouse, &
trap just as David hd intaited. As soon as they'd
gone in, he'd opened fire with an sutomatic rifle,
strafing the, door from the shadows bencath the wind-
ing metal stairs. Thanks 10 David's plan, it had been
over in seconds and ar Stove had discovered the
‘coess door and punched in the code, Rebecca and
John had looked over their waiting attacker, had scen
in the narrow beam of John's flashlight that the man
had been infected his paper-white siin was flaking
‘and creased with strange, pecling ciched lines. He'd
Tooked somehow different than the Trisquad victims
she'd seen, lews decnyed, his open, staring cyes some-
how more human ... but then David had gons o get
Karen and Rebeooa's intezest had been suddealy and
crelly diverted.

It had been the walk up the hill, she'd decided.

Even though it shouldn' have made a differcnce, she
‘couldn't imagine what clse might have brought on the
‘amplification so quickly. Somehow, the T-Virus must
have responded to the physiological changes of Ka-
ren's increased heart rate and ciroulation, but as
they'd led the confused and stumbling womn into
the lighthoue, Rebecca had found that she'd stopped.
‘caring about how; all she wantod was to get to the lab,
o try and salvage what was left of Karen Driver's
saity.

The tunnel beneath the lighthouse scemed to lead
back toward the compound in a curving, twisting
trail, and was carved from the heavy limestone of the
‘GHIT. Mining lights were strung along the walls, casting
strange shadows s they moved forwand, slent and
grimly afraid, Jobn and Steve balf-pulling Karen
between them. Rebeoca was last, again fecling a
hasible sense of deja v as they stumbled along.
remembering the tunnels beneath the Spencer cstate.
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dragging againat the dank limestone floor.
David, John, Rebecca, please hurry, please dow'tlet
Karen get any worse..
He palled her along us quickly ns he could, con-
‘cemed about catching up to Kinneson, worried about
the others patting themuclves in danger, afraid for the
desperately sick woman who clung 1o his side. Except
or meeting Rebeccs, it had to be the warst day of his
life. He'd only been with the S.T.A R S. for a year and
a half, and while he'd been in threatening dtuations
befare, they didn't come close to what he'd experi-
enced in the few short hours since they'd been
kmocked out of the raft

Sea monsters, zombics with guns and now Karen.
‘Smart, serious Karen, losing her mind, maybe tuming
into one of thowe things. We're so close to getting out of
here and it may still be too lats...

As they reache the turn in the tungel, Steve

realized that he couldnt hear Kinneson's footsteps
anymore. He staggered around the comer, thinking
that he should call for him o wait up, not to get to
far ahead and he stopped cold, his gut plummeting to
somewhere around bis knees. Kinneson stood two
meters away, holding a .25 semi-utomatic, his face
and cyes ax srangely blank and ffeless us a manne-
quin's. He stepped forward and pressed the small
bore into Steve's stomach, hard, jerking the Beretta.
‘out of his holster and then stepping back. The flat-
eyed doctor moved to one side, now holding both
‘weapons on then as he motioned for Steve to move in
front of him.

“Watch him carefully, Steve...”

Steve held on to Karen's side, furbling through his
thoughts for ways to stall to reason with Kinneson,
his body tensing o spring even as his brain screamed
st him to go along, not to get shot -

- what would happen to Karen?

“Youwill come 1o the lab," Kinneson ssid tons-

lesaly, "or Il killyou.™

It was the inflectionless voice of & computer, com-
ing from the blankly merciless face.of & man who
suddenly didn't scem human, pot at all.

“We know what you did here," Steve spat. "We

know all about your goddans Trisquads, we know
‘abou the T-Virus, and if you want o get owt of this
without...”

“You will come to the lab or Il ill you.”

Steve fet n helpless shudder run through his body.
Kinneson's tone heda't atered at al, his gaze as fixed
and emotioness as his voice. Steve noticed the lines

then, the,decp, spidering lines that swept away from






images/page116.jpg
his cold brown eyes, sat at the comers of his slack and
expressionle lips.

OhmyGod...

“Youwill come to the lab or I'l kill you," he
repeated, and this ime, he raived both weapons
holding them inches away from Karca's segging head.
Steve knew she was dying, knew that there was &
good chance she'd lose against the virus and becoms
a violent, insane creaturo before the night was
through - but 1 kave to protect her for as long as I can. If |
sacrificed her to save myself and there was even a
chance that she could've been cured. ...

Steve wouldn't, couldn't do it. Even if it meant his
ownlife.

Holding Karen tightly, he stepped ahead of the

thing and started to walk.

Enough time had passed. If the intruders had done
what they were supposed to do, they would have split
p, some of them heading mistakenly for the pen,
same accompanying the good doctor back to the lab.
1f Alm had failed, he'd at least have stalled the
intruders long enough 10 keep them out in the open.
Either way, it was time.

Griffith tapped the control panel for the Ma? endlo-
sure, thinking wistfully how much fun it would be to
see the Iooks on their faces. The red light flashed to
green, signifying that the gate was fully open.

No matter, he supposed. So long as they died.

FIFTEEN

THE WINDING TUNNEL SEEMED TO GO ON
forover. Every time they rounded s turn, Rebeocs
expected to see a sealed door, a slot set next 10 it for
the key card that David carried. As the comers
‘continue, the hanging lights going on for anotber
stretch of tunnel, each as cmpty and featurcless s the
stretch before, she stopped wishing for the door. A
sign would suffice, an arrow painted on the wall, a
‘chalk mark - anything that would put 10 Yeat her
growing suspicion that they'd been misled.

Lied to by an Umbrella scientist? Perish the
thoughs....

Tired sarcasm aride, Kinneson had been weird, but
had definitely seemed frightened to the point of
hysteria. Could he have been confued in his panic,
pointed o the wrong passage? Or was the Iab just
better hidden than they thought?

Or did he send us off on a snipe hunt, some dead-end
cave - or even a trap, something dangerous, meant 1o
keep us out of the way while he...
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here?”
“Alan Kinneson,” the man guspecd. “Thurman kept
me locked up in the lab but he heard you coming and I
managed to get away. But he's crazy. You have to help
me get 1o the boat! There's a radio, we can call for
helpl”

The lab!

“Which way is the laboratory?" David atked
quickly.

Kinneson didu't seem to hear him, 100 penicked by
‘whatever he thought Thurman might do to them.
“The radio's on the boat, we can call o help and
then ges away!”

“The laboratory,” David repeated. “Listen fo me
did you just come from there?"

Kinneson turned and pointed 1o the tunmel that was
next o the one he'd come from, the one in the middle.
“The lab is that way...”

He pointed back the way he'd come. *...and the
boat's down there. These caves are like a maze.”
“Though he seemed to have calmed slightly ss he
pointed 1o the tunnels, whea be turned back to fice.
them, he looked as hysterical as he had before. He
scemed 10 be in his mid-thirtics at fist glance, but
David noticed he had deep Lines etched st the comers
of his eyes and mouth and realized he hed to be much
older. Whoever he was and however old he was, he
‘was caught in the grip of an almost mindless panic.
“The radio’s on the boat, we can call for help and
then get away!”

David's thoughts raced in time with his pounding
heart. This was i, this was their chance -

- we get o the lab, make this Thurman give us the
‘cure and then get out of this place, before anyome else
pets hurt.

He turned to look st the others and saw the same
hopeful looks that be knew he wore, John and Stove
both nodding sharply. Rebecca didn' look s en-
thused. She jerked her head back, motioning for
‘David to move out of Kinneson's carshot.

“Excuse us a moment,” David said, forcing &
politznees that he didu feel. Kinneson was one of the
rescarchers from Trent's list.

“We have to furry!" The man babbled, but he
dida® follow as David epped back toward the.
others, the four of thern leaning together to talk,
Karen resting against Steve's arm.

Rebecca's voioe was hushed and worried. "David,
we can't take Karen 1o the lab if Griffisk - if Thurman
is there; what if we have to fight?”

‘John nodded, shooting & glance at the wild-cyed
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rescarcher. “And I don't think we should leave this
puy alone, he's likely 10 take off with our ride home.*
David frowned, thinking. Steve was a beter shot,
‘but John was stronger. If they had 1o force Thurman
t give them the T-Virus cure, John could probably
intimidat him more easily.

“We split up. Steve, you take Karen to the boat,
keep an eye on Kinneson. We'll go to the lab, get what
we need and then meet you there. Agreed?

Tight nods, and then David tumed, addressing
Kimneson.

“We need to get o the laboratory, but our friend
Karen isn't well. We'd like for you to take her and an
escort o the boat, and wail for us.”

Kinneron's eyes seemed to blank out for just &
secand, the strange, vacant look there and gon 8o
quickly that David wasn't even sure he'd scen it
“We have to hurry,” he said quickly, then tamed
‘and started back down the paseage he'd appeared.
from, walking at a brisk pace.

David felt a sudden worry, waring at Kimneson's
rapidly receding back, his dirty lab coat floating out
behind him.

He didn't even ask who we are,...
As Steve and Karea started to entar the tunael,
David touched Steve's arm, speaking softly. "Waick.
i carefully, Steve. We'll be there as soom as we.
b

Steve nodded and moved off afte the strunge Dr.
Kinneson, Karen stumbling along next to him.

John and Rebeoca were already standing in front of
the middle passagewny, weapons still in hand. The
‘charber shook as outside, & muffled thunder roared.
‘Without speaking, the three of them staried down
the gloomy tunnel in a tired but determined jog, ready
t face the human monster behind the many tragedics
of Caliban Cove.

“They turned the first comer, Karen hanging onto
his shoulder with n cold and sweating hand and the,
researcher was just rounding & bead farther abead, &
‘good hundrod meters away. Steve caught u glimpss of
flattering white and the heel of a black loafer, and
then he was out of sight, clattering footsteps moving
away.

Great. Lost in a goddamn sea cave labyrinth because
Dr. Strangelove has a schedue to keep...

Karen let out a low moan of soft distress and Steve
felt the cold, hard knot in his stomach clench tighter,
his fear of getting lost nothing next o fear he felt for
Karen. She was leaning on him mors heavily, her foet
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Teast two more around the coner. Their wailing cries
‘continued to wax and wane through the tunnel, but
they sayed back, out of sight - us f they knew what
had happened to their siblings, and were 100 smart to
‘charge into waiting death.

“Fall back, " David said boarsely, and still aiming at
the blind corner, they started to edge backward, the
shricks of the hybrid creatures rolling over them in
Tonely, terrible waves.
Gaiifith moved quickly away from the door when he
heard the key in the lock, not wanting 1o be too close:
to whommever Alan bad brought slong. Fie had Thur-
man already standing ready, just in case there were.
‘any sudden moves, but when he saw the young man
‘and his passive partner step into the lab, be doubted
he'd have any wouble.

‘What's tis? A few t0o many drinks, perhaps? An
wunseen mortal wound?

Griffith amiled, waiting for him 10 speak or for the
‘woman o move, his heart full and warm with good
bumor. It had boen so long since he'd talked to
someone who could respond without prompting, and
the fact that his fine plan had worked made him all
the merrier. Behind him, Alan scaled the door and
stood blankly, holding two weapons on the unlikely

e ‘young man gazed wids-cyed around the labora-
tory, his dark gaze setiling on the wide airlock win-
dow in something like swe. The woman's head was
down, rolling ncross her chest.

He had the deep, natural tan of a Hispanic, or
perhaps somzone from India. Not 100 tall, but sturdy
enough. Yes, he'd do quite nicely. .. and since this
‘might even have been the ons to destroy Athens, there
‘was & certain poetic justice being served.

The youth's darting gaz finally rested on Griffith,
‘curious and not altogether us frightened us Griffith
‘would have liked.

Well see about that....

“Where are we?” the young man asked quictly.

“You are in a chemical research laboratory, approx-
imately rwenty meters below the surfuce of Caliban
Cove," Griffith said. “Interesting, yes? Thase clever
designers even built it inside of a shipwreck, or they
built the shipwreck arownd the lab, 1 forget ex...
“Are you Thurman?”

Such manners!

Griffith smiled again, shaking his head. "No. That
Jat, hapeless creature standing to your lefis Dr.
‘Thurman. I am Nicolas Griffith. And you might
be.?"
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.while ke did something to Steve and Karen. The
thought frightened her even more than the concept of
‘walking into a trap. Karen was despernely ill, she
‘wouldn' be able to defend berself, and Steve...

.o, Steve's okay. He'd be able to take Kinneson in
heartheat...

Except that Karen was with him. A very sick Karen,
struggling just 0 stay upright.

Their jog had tlowed to  shag, David and John
both breathing heavily, frowns deepening across their
exhansted faces. David held up a hand, stopping
them.

“I dom't shink it's this way, " he panted. “We should
have scen something by naw. And the piece of paper
with the key card said southwest, east - I'm nof sure,
but I hink after that last turn, we're heading west.
John bobbed his head, his short,tight hair glisten-
ing with sweat. "7 do't know which way we're going,
but 1 know 1 think Kinneson's fullof skit. The guy
works for Umbrella, for chrissake.”

“I agree,” Rebeccn waid, breathing deeply. "1 think
we should go back. We have 1o get to the lab, soon. I
don't hink..."

Clank!

They froze, waring at each other. From somewhere:
farther down the endless tunnel, something made of
heavy metal had just been moved.

“The lab?" Relecca seid hopefully. "Could it...”
Alow, strange sound cut her off, the words dying in
hex throat as the noisc picked up strength. It was like:
‘mothing she'd ever heard befors - « dog howling,
‘combined with an off key whistling whine and the
‘sound of & newborn baby's desperate cry. Tt wa
Tonely, terribl sound, rising and falling through the
tnnel, finally building © a warbling, mournful
shrick - then it was joined by several others.

‘She was suddenly absolutely certain that she didn't
‘want 10 sce what was making that sound, evea at
David started backing up, his face pale and eyea wid.
“Rum,” he sad, training his Beretta on the cmpty

paniage ahead of thern, waiting untilthey had stum-
bled past before trning 10 follow.

Rebeooa felt a burst of incredililc cncrgy as adrena-
line gushed into her body, vent her sprinting through
the shadowy tunnel 10 escape the ising shricks of
‘whatever was behind them. Jobn was justin front of
her, his muscled arms and logs pumping madly, and
she could hear the clattering steps of David on her
hecls.

The howls were getting louder, and Rebecos could
foel the stone vibrate beneath her flying feet, the
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heavy, galloping steps of the shricking beasts thunder-
ing after them.

- not gonna make is -

‘Even as she realized that they'd be overtaken, she
heand David gasp oat, “Next turm...”

.and as they reached the end of the empty strtch
‘where the tunmel curved again, Rebecca whirled
around, raising the Berctta in her sweating, shaking
hand, training it back on the last turn they'd takea.
John and David flanked her, gasping, nine-milli-
meters aimed alongride hers. Twenty meters of blank
paage, flled with the now deafening cries of their
unseen pursuers.

As the first o them tore into view, all three of them
fired, sluga ripping into the creature that at first
Rebeoca thought was a oness - then a giant lizand -
- then n dog. She caught only & mad, patchwork vision
of the mposible thing, sceing parts of it that her
mind fit into a whole - the sltted, cat-like pupils. The
giant make head, a gaping, slavering jaw filled with
bladed teeth. The squat and powerful barrel.chested
body, sand-colored, thick legs bowing in front, mus-
cular, springing haunches propelling it toward them
a1 an incresibe spee...

..and even s the bullets found its strange, reptili
an fleah, there was another behind it...

..and the first explorive rounds that smacked into
the thick body of the closest creature knocked it off of
st clawe feet, staggered it backward as blooms of
watery blood spattered the tunnel walls...

..and, shaking ita head, screaming in ferocious
sorrow, i Iaunched itself at thern again.

o ahit-

Rebecca squeezed the trigger again, four, five, six,
hex mind screaming as Joudly as the two monstrous
‘unimals that ran at them, cight, nine, ten...

..and the first went down, stayed down, but there
‘was il the second and now u third, tearing down the
tunnel, and the Beretta only beld fiftcen rounds.
We're gonna die...

David jumped back, behind the line of thundering
fire. An empty clip skittered across the floor, and then
e was next to her again, aiming and squeezing, the
Beretta jerking smootbly in his practiced hand.
Rebeock counted hez last round and stumbled back-
ward, praying that she could do it as fast as David
and saw that the third animal was stumbling

back, ita wide chest gushing thin streamers of rod. It
collapred into the pudle of watery flud it ereated
and stayed there.

Nothing in the tannel moved, but there were at
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slipping back around s comer and when the big
lizands bad skulked through the tannel after themn,
they'd jumped back around and started blasting. John
g0t a single round into one of them, and they'd seen
that there were only two of the beastsleft, but both
had gotten 1o cover before any erious damage had.
been done, and hadn't fallen for the ploy again.

“Sly bastards," John snarled for about the twenti-
eth time, backing up as quickly as he could. "What
the hell are they waiting for?
Neither Rebeoca nor David answered, since they'd
niready discussed it, talking over the creeping shrieks
of the stalking monsters. They wers waiting for the
three of them to turn around.

After what felt ke an etenity of slow motion, of
backing through the empty tunnel one sliding viep st a
e, they heard the distan, familiar sound of the.
‘cavernous chamber they'd left- mutfled waves and
thundering vibrations as background to the echoing
howls.

Thank God, thank God, how long? Fifieen, tweniy
minutes?

“When we get into the open, flank the tunel,”

David said tightly. T'm going fo turn and run, draw
them ous.
Rebeoca shock her head, ber young features
pinched with worry. "You're a better shot than I am,
and 1 can run faster. T should do it

‘They had almost reachesd the chamber. John shot a
glance at David, could sec him struggling with the
decision and finally he nodded, sighing.

“Right. Run as fast as you can, back for the siairs 10
the lighthouse. We'll pick them offas soon as they're
100 far alang to furm around.
Rebecca blew out sharply. “Got it Just say when.”
John could feel the change in the sr just bebind
him, the drafts that swirled around the underground
‘chamber fluttering against the bick of his neck. An-
other step and they were surrounded by open space.
‘John quickly side-stepped, standing between the
tnnel they d just backed out of and the one next to it
He saw David get into position, Rebecca standing
pestectly atill in the mouth of the passage...

“Gol”

Rebeoca rpun and ran, sprinting away, and John
tensed, Beretia held close 1o his face, listening for the
riving shricks, the pound of feet.
“Now/" David shouted, and they both swang into
the passage, firing.

Crack-crack-crack.crack!

The howling monsters wers less than six meters
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sy and the heavy rounds smashed into them, great,
bloody holes exploding through their rubbery skin,
bone and watery red splatering wildly.

The shricks died beneath the thundering bullets,
neither of the reptilian things making it s far as the
opening. Two strange bodies fell il crumpling to
the stone floor in regged heaps.

As soon as they stopped iring, Rebeoca came
jogging back into the chamber, her cheeks flushed, her
e flashing with urgency.

“Le's go,” David said, and then the three of them
‘were running into the pasage that Kinneson bad
diseppeared into, the lost time lending « desperation
o their light

John finally let the fear sl inside, giving up the
angry frustration he'd suffered through their back-
ward crawl.

Karen, be okay. Please, don'tlet anything have
happened to her, Lopez...

“The tunnel turned, angled down, the three of them
‘urving with it,terror for their friends and tzammates
driving them faster. John swore 1o himsedf that if they
were all right,if there was still time for Karen, 3f they
‘could all make it out of this alive, he'd give anything.
My car, my house, my maney, I won't screw anyone
else 1ll 1 et marvied, Il clean up my act and walk the
straight and narrow...

It wasu't enough, and he didu't know why snyone
‘would want it, but he'd sacrifice anything, do what-
ever it took.

The passage swerved again, still sliding down and
they tore around the comer...

..and there war a wide open set of doors, 1 tiny

passage between the outer and inner, a giant and
dimly lit room behind it. Seve leaned against the.
frume, holding bis Beretta, his face pale and blank.
“Steve! What happened, what..” David started,

bt the loak on Steve's face a he turmed to waich
them approach, the terrible emptiness there, made
them all stop in their tracks. Even as his mind
searched to deny it, Joba's heart filled with a horrible,
aching lon
“Karen's dead,” Steve said sofly, then tumed and
‘walked ioto the room.

SIXTEEN

OH,NO...
Rebeoca felt a welling rush of saciness inside as she
stared aftex Steve, John and David both grim and
silent beside her. The blank shock on Steve's face:






images/page120.jpg
Before the young man could speak, the womn
rolled her head up, a wobbling white face looking
around in fixed, helpless hunger.

An infected one!

“Thurman, take the woman and hold her,” Gritfith
said quickly. He couldn't have her damaging the fine.
specimen Alan had managed to catch

but as Thurman grabbed for the female, the

‘young man resisted, pushing st Louis with fast, angry
hands, a sneer of bravado on his face.

Griffith felt  pulse of distress. "Alan, kit him! ™

Dr. Kinneson brought his hand up quickly, crack-

ing the struggling youth a smart blow across the back
of his skull; he stopped fighting just long cnough for
Thurman 10 pull the woman sway.

“She's gone, " Griffith said forcefully, wondezing
‘why on carth anyone would want 10 hang on 1o one af
those. "Look at her, can't you see she’s not human
anymore? She's one of Birkin's puppets, one of the
pathetically altered hungry. A zombie. A Trisquad
wnit without training.”

Even as Griffith spoks, a fascinating turn of events
took place. The woman squirmed around in Thur-
‘man's grasp and with one quick movement, darted
forward and bit into Louivs face. She palled back.
‘with n thick, bloody mouthful of his cheek and started.
to chow enthusiastically.

“Karen, oh my God, no.
For us upsct a8 ho sounded, the young man didnt
move 1o do anything sbout it. For that mater, ncither
did Louis. The doctar stood calmly, blood pouring
down his face, watching the T-Virus drons lustly
wallow the picce of tender flesh. Griffith was trans-
fixed.

“Look at that,” be said softly. "Not a grimace ot
pain, not a flutter of emotion.... smile, Louis!”
Thurman grinned even ar the woman hunged for-
‘ward again, managing o snag his protruding lower
Tip. With n wet, tearing sound, the lip xipped away,
exposing an oven wider grin. Blood gushed. The
‘woman ot

Amazing. Absolutely breathtaking.

The young man was quivering, his decp tan under-
shot with a sickly pallor. He didn't soem to appreciate
‘what he, was secing, and Griffith realized that he
probably wouldn; the women must have been &
friend.

Too bad. Pearls before swine . ..

“Alan, take hold of our young man, and hold kim
tightly.”

‘The youth didn't sruggle, too sbsorbed in the
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apparent horror that he was experiencing. The female
g0t another piece of cheek, and Louir's smils wa-
ered, probably from muscle traum.

‘As muich as Griffith wanted to continue watching,
there was work to be done. The young man's other
Jriends might manage o put down the Ma7s and if
they succeeded with that, they might come looking for
their bright young man.

But by then, he'll be my bright young man...

Geiffith walked to & counter and picked up
‘measared syringe, tapping the side of it with one
finger. He tamed 1o the silent guet, wondering if he
should reveal his briliant scheme for catching his
friends. Wasn't that what "villains” slways did in
‘moviea? He conridered it only briefly, then decided
against t; he'd always considered it & foolish plot
point. And he was fr from villsinous. It was they who
had invade his sanctuary, threatened his plans for
reating worldwide peace. There was no question who.
the evildoers were in this story.

‘The young Hispanic was still walching the bizarre
luncheon, his mouth lterally hanging open in dismay;
Karen was swallowing Thurman's nose, and making
quite a meas. He'd have to dispose of her before
Louis's arms gave out, though that gave him plenty of
tme.

Stepping forward quickly, Griffith jabbed the nee-
dle into the youth's burly arm and depreased the
plunger.

‘Only then di he struggle, hia shocked gaze turning
t Griffith, his body twisting and flailing. One of
Alan's arms sceme to give  little, but he had a good,
tight hold on the fighting Hispanic.

Griffith smiled into hin face, shaking his bead.
“Relaz,” he waid soothingly. *In just a few moments,
you won't feel a thing.”

Slowly, too slowly, they backed towand the chamber
theyd started in, the lizand creaturea following, carc-
ful not to step into view, screaming their terrible song.
John kept thinking of Karen and Steve, led off to God
knew where by the Umbrella doc, and wished desper-
ately that the monsters would just charge. He felt the
‘moments lipping by, moments that may have already
‘cost Karen her only chance, moments in which Steve.
‘might be fighting for bis life...

Come on, you stupid shits! We're right here, free
lunch! Come on!

They'd ried yelling, tried firing and stamping their
feet, but the creatures woulda't take the bait. Once,
David had tried to fake them out, the three of them
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makes any sudden moves, shoot them. ™
Rebeoca knew who he was immediately, knew that
she hadnt been wrong fter all.

“Dr. Griffith," she suid quictly.
Griffith arched an eyebrow, seeming smused. "My
reputation precedes me! How did you know?"

“I've heard about you," she said coldly. "Or Nic-
His smill froze, then widened again. "AL in the
past,” he sid dismissively, waving one hand in the
sir. "And youll never have a chance to tell anyone
‘abou the pleasure of our acquaintance, I'm afraid.”
Geiffith's snile faded, his dark blue gaze tuming
icy. "You people have held me up long enough. I'm
tired of this game, 50 believe that I'm going 10 have
your nice young ma Kll you. .
Ho brightened suddenly, and Rebecoa saw the mad-
nes flashing in thove eyes, the complete break from
saity.

N ha 1 hink of i, why create even more of a
mess? Steve, tell our friends to get into the airlock,
you would be 50 Kind.”

Steve kept his weapon trained on her heart

“Get into the airlock, " he said calmly.

Before David could take a step, Rebeccs started
talking, fust and deadly serious.

“Was ifthe T-Virus? Did you use that as a plafform
Jor whatever this is? I know you were responsible for
the increase in amplification. time, but ths is some-
thing new, this is something that Unbrella doesn't
even know about. Its a mutagen with an insiantane-
‘ous membrane fusion, isn't it?"

Geiffith's eyes widened. "Steve, wait.... what do

you know about membrane fusian, litle girl?”

“I kiow that you've perfected it.  know that you've
managed to create a rapid fuse virion that apparently
infects the brain tissue in under an howr...”

“In under ten minues, " Griffith ssid, his whole.
demeanor changing from that of a smiling old man to
that of a fanatic, his gaze narrowing with x danger-
ously brilliant inteasity, his lips drawing tight over
clenched teeth.

“These stupid, stupid animals with their ridiculous
T-Virus! Birkin may have a mind, but she rest of them
&K fools, playing with war games while I've created a
miracle!"

He tumed, gesturing st  row of shining oxygen
tanks next to the lab's entrance. "Do you know what
that is, do you know what I've managed to synthesize?
Peace! Peace and the freedom from choice for all of
mankind!"
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David felt his hear staxt 10 pound viciously, his
entire body breaking out in a cold sweat. Griffth was
pacing in frant of them now, his cyes buming with
mad geniua.

“There's enough of my strain, of my creation in

those tanks to infect o billion people i less than
twenty.four hours! T've managed to find the answer,
the answer to the pitifid, selfish, and self imporant
breed that the human race has become - whe I give
my gift 10 the wind, the world will become free again,
it will be reborn, a simple and beautiful place for
every creature, great and small, surviving on instinct
alonet”

“You're insane," David breathed, knowing that
Griffith could kill them, wa going to kill them, but
unable 10 stop himaelf from raying it "You're out of
your bioody mindi”™

This is why my tea s dead, why all those people
are dead. He wants t0 turn the world into things like
Kinneson. Like Steve.

Griffith anarled at bim, flocks of spitle flying from
his lips. "And you're dead. You're not going to be here
when my miracle graces this earth 1, 1 deprive you
of ey gif, both of you! When the sun comes up
tomarrow, there will be peace, and neither of you will
ever know a second of it!™

‘Hs whirled around, pointing st Steve. "Put them in
the airlock, now!”

Steve ruised the Beretta again, motioning toward

the opened hach, where Karcn's lifeless body lay
slumped and bloody on the floar.

He's out of reach, can' grab the weapon in time...
“Steve, now! Kill them: if they won't go
David and Rebeces stepped into the Jock, David's
body cold, tensed, be bad to do something or the
‘world would be infected by this maniac's psychotic
drcam..

Steve slammed the lock closed.

‘They wers trappod.
SEVENTEEN

GRIFFITH WAS FURIOUS, SHAKING WITH AN-
gex an the ainlock door slammed closed. Didn't they
see, didn's they understand anything but their own
petty, stupid lives?

Hie stared at the young Stove, the rage spilling out,
threatening to drive him insane, to make him vomit,
kil

“Put that gun in your uply face and pull the trigger,
die, die, just diel™
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‘before he'd tumed away told them what must have
happened.

Poor Karen. And Steve, what must it have been
lie...

They'd found the lab too late. She glanced down at
the key card slot next o the door as she stepped into
the double scal, fecling a harrible ense of futility at
the pointlessness of it all. They'd come to find infor-
‘mation, only to find tests, only for Karen to get
infected and then to turn against Steve cven as
theyd reached the one chance they might have had 1o
e her ...

.. but Kinneson. Thurman ...

She stepped through the second door, frowning.
The laborstory was huge, countzrs lined with equip-
‘ment, deaks piled incrodibly high with stacks of
paper, but it was the open hatch across from them
that first commanded her attention, her gaze immest-
ately drawn to the thick sheet of plexi or reinforoed
glase set into the thick door.

Tt was an sirlock, the inner door standing open.
‘And behind the second sealed dosr, past a mesh grate,
the dari watexs of the occan swirlod pust, bubbles
spinning by. The laboratory was underwatzr.

The second thing she noticed was the blood, a thick.
il of crimson leding across the concrets floor in
splaticrs and pools, but ending in » sliding smear.
Steve must have moved.a body -

- 30 much! God, not Karen's
Steve had walked 10 the airlock and turned, seemed
t be waiting for themm to crows the room. Rebeoca.
started towand him, her thront tight with sympathy
‘and swelling tears. John and David were right behind
he, quiet, looking around the vast room -

- when behind them, the door back into the pas-
sage slammed shut.

They spun around, saw Kinnson standing there,
holding a tiny scmi-automatic, a .25, pointing it st
them with 0o expression on his face.

The low, quiet voice was Steve's.

Rebecca turned again, confused and saw Steve,
pointing his Bereita at them, his face as blank as
Kinnevon's. Now that she was close enough o the
nirlock, she saw the body on the grated floor. Tt was
Karen, her white fuce streaked with blood, a gaping
biackness where her lef eye had been.

Oh, my God, what's going on...

David stepped towand him, holding his Bereta
Toosely, confurion and disbelicf in his voice. "Steve,
what are you doing? What's happened?”
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“Drop your weapons,” Steve said again. His voice
had 1o emotion at all.

“What did you do to him?!*

John screarned, turmed and fired at Kinneson, the.
‘round punching neatly through his left temple. Kin-
neson crumpled, sagging...

Boom!

The second shot came from Steve's Berctta, hitting.
John in the Lower back. Blood gushed from the bole.
nd us he staggered halfway around, Rebeoca saw the
dark fluid trickling from his mouth, the dazed disbe-
Tiefin his eyes..

..and John crashed to the cement, spasming once.
befare he lay motionless. Tt had all happencd in the
space of a few veconds.

“Drop your weapons," Steve said calmly. He.
pointed his semi at Rebooca.

For s moment, Rebeccs could do nothing st all. She
stared at Steve in horror, fel tears slipping down ber
frozen cheeke, unable 1o comprehend what had hap-

“Disarm, " David said quietl, letting his slip from
his fingers and clatter 1o the floor.

Rebecca dropped the Beretia, the heavy weapon
falling from her equally heavy fingers.
“Back up,” Stove said, still aiming at ber ches
“Do as he says,” David seid, hin voice trembling
justaighly.

They sepped back slowly, Rebeoca unabile to take
e eyes from Steve's face, the handsome, boyish face.
she'd grown to care aboat. Now it was only a mask,
womby a.
. by a zombie.

‘They backed into & desk and stopped, watching
dully as Steve moved to pick up their weapons,
Rebeoca's mind whirling with more than just harror
and loss. A zombrie that could walk and talk like a
man. Like Kinneson. Liks Steve.

FHow? When did this happen?

As Steve stepped away, a pleasant mals voice came
out of the comer of the room, from behind & desk.
“All finished, then? My God, what a Greek

tragedy.
The voice was followed by an appearance. A slen-
dex, gray-haired man stood up and walked around the
ek, moving almost casually 10 stand by Steve. He
‘was in his mid-fitics, his hair long enough o brush at
the collar of his lab coat, his lined face sporting &
beaming smile.

“I'll repeat my instructions for the benefit of our
puests,” the man said happily. "If either of them
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Steve ruised the weapon.
Robeoca screamed, beating her fists helplewly
against the thick metal door.

Nono no no no

BOOMI

The thunder of the shot cut hex screams off. Steve
fell ngainst the base of the hatch, mercifully out of
sight

Already dead, he was already dead, it wasn't Steve,
anymore.

“Jesus...” David whispered, and Rebecca looked
up, looked straight into Griffith's wildly petulant gaze
through the window and Griffith smiled suddenly,

& beaming, trumphant grin of sccomplishment

‘and malicious spite. The mging loss

and terror she felt were transformed by the

sight of that smile. Rebecca stared into those raving blue
eyes and realized that she'd never trly felt hate before.
Oh you miserable bastar...

He'd told them of his plan, but at that second, the
thought was oo big for her to fathorn, 100 vast and
insanc u tragedy for her to £t her mind around. Al she
oould think of was that he'd killed Karen and Tohn,
he'd killed Steve and she wanted nothing mor than

t destroy him, to se him love, 10 see him suffer and.
feel pain and...

.and if we don't do something his madness will be
Jily realized and we have o stop i, 0 stop im from
‘dancing on the grave of the world.

Geiffith moved 15 a control panel next to the door and
started 10 press buttons, st smiling, There was & heavy
clanking from the grated floor and water started to
gl in, drawn from the icy black waters of the cove
that pressed against the outer hatch. The airlock was
just big encugh for her and David not 10 have to stand
‘on Karea's bloody, twisted body, and ahrcady the water
‘was turning red, foaming up from an unseen vent and
lapping at their feet, covering Karen's whits fingers.

A minute, maybe less...

Tn the lab, Griffith was leaning against a desk across
from thern, arms folded smugly, watching. Behind him,
backddrop of death - Kinneson, John, and the gleam-
ing sl cylinders flled with Grifis cvil genius.

We have to do something!

Rebeoca tured desperately 1o David, peaying that

he had some brilliant plan and saw only resignation
and sorrow in his eyes as he stared down at Karen's
‘corpse, hin shoulders shumped with defeat.

He looked up at her bleakly, hopelessly. "T'm
s0rry,” be whinpered. "All my fault..”
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Karen's hands were already floating, tendril of
short blond hair haloing around her pitiful face.
Rebeoca grabbed at the Iaich of the doar uselessly, felt
ta unmoving strength, sealed by Grifith's controls.
Cold water secped through the canvas of her shoer,
over her ankles, the rising smells of salt and darkness
and biood frightening her as badly as David's hope-
less whispering drone.

“If L hadn't been 5o selfish .. Rebecca, I'm so

s0rry, you have 1 believe that I never meant...”
Terrified, on the edge of hysteria, she grabbed his
shoulders roughly, shouting. “Okay, fine, you're an
asshole, but if Griffth releases that virus, millions of
people are gonna diel”

For n vecond, she didn't think he'd heand her and

she felt the water rising, inching up her calves, hex
heart pounding wildly and then his dark eyes sharp-
ened, losing their glassy sheen. He Looked quickly
around the tight compartment, and she could rec his
mind working, see the sharp gaze taking in ll of the
details. Steel, watertight haiches; a mesh enclosure
aver the outer door, Like a thin shark cage, two feet
deep; cold water bubbling, over her knees now, Ka-
ren's arms and hea lifting, floating...

“Doors are sieel, the window's two inches of

plexi, once the outer hatch pops, there's the cage...”
‘i Yk 1 e ey, i ol with sl
anger, with shock and spology and shook his head.
‘She dropped her hands, her body starting to shiver
from the cold, her thoughts delving into black despair.
David sloshed closer and pu his arms around her.
“Just your luck 0 meet me,” he said sofly, rubbing
her upper arm as her tecth started to chatter, as the
‘water swirled up around her hips, as Karen's lifeless
hand brushed he leg...

Luck Karen.

Rebeoca's heart seemed o stop in mid-beat.

David held her tightly, wishing a million things,
knowing that it wras 100 late for any of them. He glanced
into the lab and saw that Grifith was still watching
them, till smiling. He ooked away, filled with & useless,
dismal hatred s the icy water slopped against his hips.
"Murdering bloody bastard.

Rebeoca tensed aguinst hin chest suddenly. She
pushed away from him and grabbed st Karca's body,
her fingers searching frantically through the dead wom-
an's vest. She lnghed, » bright, hyserical snap of joy -
- she's gone mad -

- and jerked » dark, round object from one of
Karen's pockets. David ssw what it was and felt pure
amazement sweep through him.
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“Do you know what that means, ‘revved up the
amp time 7"

Rebecca nodded slowly, warry creasing her brow.
“Iim preity sure he means that Griffth sped up the
amplification process. Amplification is the term for a
virus's spread through a host."

“That didn' sound like something he wanted to

think about cither. By some unspoken agroement,
they han' talked about the powsibility of John or
Karen being infected since David had lef.

“Great. You find amything else in there?"

‘She shook her head. “Not really. He mentions the
Ma7s a couple of fimes, bus nothing more specific
than that they're a T-Virus experiment that didn't
work And he's definitely kind of an asshole.”

“Kind of?

Rebeoca smiled briefly. "Okay, that's @ under-
statement. He's a money-hungry, amoral bastard.”
Steve nodded, thinking about the partial report
theyd found on the Trisquads and for that matier,
the very existence of the facility. Calling the T-Virus
ictims “unita,” sedting up operating rooms and apti-
tude teats to run them through ike rata in & maze -

- it like they can't acknawledge that they're per-
Sorming their experiments on human beings, on real

7° he asked softly, as much
 himuelf us to Rebecsa. "How did they steep at

answer bt wasn't sure how to say it. Finally, she
sighed. "When you specialize in one field, particularty
when its a field that demands linear thinking and a
very defined focus o anly one tiny element of some-
thing - it’s kind of hard to explain, but it's frighten-
ingly easy to get lost in that single element, 1o forget
there's aworld outside of that element. When you
spend your days looking into a microscope, sur-
rounded by numbers and letters and processes...
some people get lost. And if they were unsiable to
begin with, the ambition to pursue that element can
take over, making everything else unimportar.”
Steve saw what she was getting at and was im-
presved anew with how thoughtful she was, how
clearly she communicated herself...

.. all that and a smile that lights up a room; if -
~when we get out of this, I'm maving to Raccoon City.
Or ll at least find out i she's seeing anyone...
There was & sound from somewhere in the bullding,
footsteps. Steve pushed himself off the table and
walked quickly to the door.
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abusive rampages, the belief in a bigger picture had
sometimes been the only thing that seved him from
total derpuir. This time, though ... this ime, it felt
ke a tervible thing, a dark and whirling carnival ride
that they had boarded by mistake, not realizing the:
truth until it was t0o 1at, that they couldn’ go back,
and there was no avoiding whatever lay ahead.

‘We hang on, then. We do what we can.

David stepped to the door, ficking the Beretta's
safety off. Whether or not they had any control over
‘what was to come, Rebeccs and Steve were waiting.

The test room was quiet except for the soft hum
from the machines marked with biue numbers, nine
through twelve, and the occasional rustle of a turning
pege a1 Rebecca went through Athens's journal. Steve.
sat on the edge of a table and watched ber read, bis
thoughts restlens and uncesy as they wited for the
others t show up. His cheat ached mildly, both from

the amall ealiber round he'd tsken carler snd the

‘anxious build of worry for Jobn and Karen.

Afer n quick look at the other rooms in the

building, they'd both agrees that the teat room was

the place to wait. It seemed that block B of the

Urnbrella facility wan mostly devoted o surgical

aspects of the bio-weapons rescarch, the rooms all

white and steel, ominously sark and unpleasant.
Although the building was s staffy and warm usthe
others they'd ben in, Steve had felt a physical chill us
they'l passed the empty aperating rooms - a if the
‘chambers themaelves had taken o the characteristicn

of the T-Virus crestures. Cold and lieless and some-
‘how mindleasly black with purpose. .

Rebeoca looked up, her cyca flashing with excite-

ment. *Listen fo his:

"They're still waiting for our feedback on expansion
ever since Griffth revved up ihe amp time. We've got the
space for up to twenty units, but I'm going to hold strong on
‘ama of swelve; we wouldn't e able to concentrate on
training more than four squads at a time. Amomon said he'll
backme up if there's any hassle.”

Steve nodded, half dismayed and balf rlicved by

the information. They'd already knocked one of the
Trisquads out af the running, plus seriously wounded

or killed n couple of the individuala on another tzam;
that was good. On the other hand, it meant that there
were nill a couple of the aquads roaming around out
there - unlens they re currently "engaged” with David
and the otbers. .

He scowled inwardly, grasping for something else
o think shout
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Jfound the room, but didn't touck anything. Did you
Jind anything else usefid?”

‘She nodded, relievod by the news and glad for the
‘change of subject. "It loaks like there are only four
Trisquads, though the eniry that mentioned it is six
months old.*

David looked relieved. "That's excellent. Jokn and
Karen had another encounter outside of D, managed
4 get five of them - thas means there may only be one
team Ief.”

They pulled chairs away from the small tables that
ined the walls, forming them n a loose semi-circle in
the middl of the room. David stayed standing, ad-
drearing them solemnly.

“Td like to do a quick recap, to make certain we're
all on the same page before we go any further. In
short, this facility was used for T-Virus experimenta-
tiom and has been taken over by one of the researchers
Jor reasons unknown. The other workers have been
kilted and the offices purged of incriminating evi-
dence. Rebecca believes that the biochemist Nicolas
Griffth is responsible, and the fact that the grounds
‘are still being patrolied suggests that he's alive, some-
‘where in the compound - thonugh 1 don'tfeel we.
should concern ourselves with trying to find him.
We've already completed two of the tests given to us
by Dr. Ammon, through Trent, and my hope is that
the ‘material’ he has hidden for us will be the evi-
dence we need to formally charge Umbrella with
criminal activity.”

He folded his arms and sarted to pece lowly as he
talke, glancing between them. “Obviously there’s
already plenty of proof that illegalities have occurred
ere; we could leave now and turn the matter ver to
Jederal authorities. My concern is that we still don't
‘have enough hard evidence on Umbrella's involve-
ment other than the computer system'’s software.

‘and the journal that Steve and Rebecca found, Urn-
brella's name isn't on anything, and both of those
‘could be explained away. My feeling is that we should
‘continue with the tests and find whaiever Dr. Ammon.
meant for ws 1 have before we evac, but I'wans to
hear from each of you about it first. This isn't an
authorized op, we're not following onders here, and if
you think we should go, we go.”

Rebeoca was surpriscd, could sce that the others felt
the same by their expressions. David had scered so
‘certain before, so enthusiantic about their chances.
The look on his face now told a different story. He
scemed almost apalogetic sbout wanting to continue,
‘and looked as though he wanted for one of them to
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He leaned out into the carridor and heard David's
‘voice calling through the empty block..

“In the back!" Steve shouted, then waited, anx-
iously watching the comer in the hall for David to
‘walk into view, John and Karen both healthy and
smiling beside him. Rebecca moved 1o stand next 1o
Steve, and he saw the same concern and hope written
‘across her delicate features.
Instinctively, he groped for ber hand, fecling a
tingling jolt as their fingers touched, half expecting
her to pull away, but she didn't, leaning sguinst him
instead us she held his hand gently, her skin soft and
‘warm on his.

John's booming voice preceded him down the cor-
ridor, load and full of bright good humor. "Gef your
clothes on, kids, you've pot compary!”

She dropped his band quickly, but the look that she
flashed him more than made up for it - a sweet and
‘wistful expression that made his heart skip  beat,
but there was a maturity thers, 100, & realization of
the circurnstances they were in, an scknowledgment.
of priarities.

No more until we're out of here.

He nodded slightly, and they turned to wait for the
others.

TWELVE

REBECCA COULD STILL FEEL THE LINGER-
ing warmth of Steve's hand in hers as David, John,
and Karen walked around the corner, John grinning
broadly.

“Sorry to crash, but we figured you guys could use a
listle chaperoning,” he said. "Nothing like young love,
though, am I right?*

As the three stepped into the room, Rebecca strug-
gled to quash the blush she felt creeping up on her,
suddenly feeling horribly unprofessional. All they'd
done was hold hands, and only for & second, but
they were in the middle of an operation, in hostile
territory where even a moment's lapse of concentrs-
tion could get them killed.

John must have picked up on her embarrassment.
“Ah, don't mind me, " he said, his grin fading. “T'm
Just giving Steve-0 a hard time, I didn't mean any-
thing by it."

David interrupted, shooting John & pointod glance.
“J think we have more important things 10 discuss, ™
he wid evenly. "We need to update, and I have a few
things I'd like to go over.”

‘He nodded toward the journal she still held. "They
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David stood up, smiling tiredly. "1 el the same
way with the other one. We should get maving, see
how Steve and Rebecca are making ou.”
“Interesting way of putting i, David," Iohn ssid,
‘chuckling. “Nice one.”

It took David a moment 10 get it, though Karea
rolled her eyes almost immediately, then scratched
at them. When she took her hand away, David saw
that her right eye was extremely bloodshot. The left
‘was also slightly discolored, though not as badly.
‘She noticed his scrutiny and smiled at him, shrug-
ging. " irvitated it somehow. It itches, but it’s fine.
“Don't rub it, you'll make it worse," David suid,
Teading them toward the door. "And have Rebecca
take a look when we get across.”

‘They walked back into a connecting corridor and
started for the back exit, David stecling himself for
‘anotber dash across the compound. By his count,
they'd managed to take down three of the Trisquads
in full throe men outside of the boathouse and
fourth on the run to the first building, then Tohn and
Karen's five between blocks C and D.

Useful information, if you happen to know how
many of the squads there were 1o begin with.

He ignored the inner sarcasn as they reached the
metal door, Karen leaning back to tum off the over-
head light. They palled out weapons and took decp
breaths, preparing and David felt a familiar seosa-
tion wash over him, one that he'd experienced before.
in tight situations but had never been abie to name. It
‘wasn'tu feeling 8o much as a state of existence and
although nota religious man, it was the clowest thing
he'd found to belief in fate, n sense that thers were.
patterns at play beyond the realm of hurman influence.
‘Whatover was going to happen, whatzver was al-
ready happening even as they readied themsclves to
step back outside - all of the deciding factors were
now firmly in place, interlocking like pieces of a
puzzle. He felt it with a certainty that denied reason.
Tt was as though a great wheel of chance that deter-
mined outcome, that would show them life or death,
success or failure, had been set into motion and was
now spinning toward itsinevitable conclusion - only
imstead of slowing down, the wheel would turn sicad-
sl fuster, speeing up ay it revealod o them what the
commos had

Tn the past, he'd often found comfort in the sudden
awareness of that spinning wheel,the undefinable:
sense that the outcome had been decided and all
anyone could do was watch it unfold. When he'd been
a child and his father had been on one of his drunken,
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John and Karen had shown bim to the small tble in
the big room, standing behind him as he'd uprighted
the colored tles and laid them out. Beneath the heap
of nine rainhow-shaded pieces was an clongated in-
dentation, perhaps a foot Long and two inches acrows;
it was clear that just seven of the tiles would fit
Seven colors in the rainbaw, seven tles. Simple. S0
why are there nine of them?

David ordered the picces by their colors, placing
them in 1 row beneath the indentation. Each bore a
different letier on the top, inked in black. Red, orange,
yellow, groen, biue, indigo and three violet tles
with three different leters.

“Is it supposed to spell something?* Iohn asked.
‘Going from lef 1o Tigh, the first ix tlles read, J F M.
AMIL

“Not in English,” Karen said mildly.

The tee viole picces were J, M and P.

David sighed. "¢'s one of those where you have to
Sfigure out the next in the series,"” he said. "Apparently
relating to time. Ay thoughts?”

John and Karen both stared down at the puzzle,
studying the etters; he wondered If they were as tired
s he was tarting 1o feel. John seemed distinctly less
‘chipper than usual, and Karen looked fairly wiped
out, her skin pale and gaze somewhat disant.

Of course they're tired, but at least they're making
an astempt....

David looked back at the colored picces and tried to
focus, bat couldnt secm 1o manage a single coberent
idea. It had been an swfully long day, periods of
intenne concentration interspersed with violeat rushes
of adrenaline. He'd run through fear, self-doubt, deter-
mination and then fear again, plus a handful of levs
clear-cut emotions. Now he just felt frazzled, waiting
0 see what would come net

John grinmed suddenly, a triumphant light in kis
cyes. "The letters stand for the months - January,
February, March, April, May, June - July. It J, the
lost letter is 1.

“Brilliant,” David said. He sarted 1o place the tle
in the indentation 1» John nudged Karen with his
elbow, till grinning. “And you thought all I was good
Jor was easy sex.”

‘As ususl, Karen didu' bother answering. Relieved
o be through the second test, David pushed the last
piece into place. There was a faint click and the
ruinbow lowered vexy alighly, perhaps & millimeter.
From above them, a gentle chime sounded from u
speaker, this one hidden by & fluorescent bar.
“That all I get?” John quipped. "No parade?
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by a black wire. She bent down to take a Iock,
frowning. The woman's right cye was extremely iri-
tated, the pale blue comea floating in s sca of red. Her
eyelid had u bruised, swollen look.

‘She turned 10 ask for David's flashlight and saw
that a8 he sat down in front of the scheduled test, the
screen flickered on, several lines of type appearing in
the center of the monitor.

“Some kind of motion sensor...” Steve started to

say, but David held up his hand suddenly, reading
aloud what had sppeared on the soreen in a rapid,
anxious voice.

*%As I was going to Sains Ives, I met a man with seven
‘wives, the seven wives had seven sacks, the seven sacks
held sever cats, the seven cats had seven kits; kits, cats,
sacks, wives, how mary were going o Sains Ives?
There was » digital readoat on the screen, showing
00:49 and counting down. In the time it had taken
David to read the question, eleven seconds had al-
ready ticked off the clock.

David stared at the screen, his thoughts racing
furiously s the tearn leansd in behind him. Tension
radisted from thern, and David et & sudden prickls
of sweat break out across his forchead.

Don't count, that was the clue. But what does it
mean?
“Twenty-eigh,” Tohn ssid quickly.
twenty-nine, including the ma...”
Steve cut him off, alking just as fast. "But f they
had seven kittens each, that would be forty-nine plus
twenty-ame, seventy, seveniy-one with the man."

“But the message said don't cours,” Karen waid. “If
you're not suppased to couns - does that mean don't
‘add, or ... wait, there's the man with the wives and the
speaker, that's another one..."

Thinty-two seconds had elapied. David's hand hov-
ered over the key pad.

Thinkl Don't cowns, don't count, don's..

“One," Rebeooa said quickly. * 'As I was going to
Saint Ioes' - it doesn't say where the man with the
‘wives was going. That's what it means, the clue -

- dor't count anyone except the one who was going 1o
Saint Ioes!”

Yes, it makes sense, a rick question...

They had tweaty scconds Ioft.

“Anyone disagree?" David asked sharply.

No answer. David hit the key, entered it...

.. and the countdown stopped, sixteen seconds to
spare. The screen tumed itself off. From somewhere.
overhead, the now familiar chirme: sounded.

David exhaled, leaning back in the chair.

“No, wait,
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suggest otherwise.
Why the change? What happened?

John spoke fire, glancing a the rest of them before
Tooking at David. "Wet, we've made i this far. And if
there's only one more group of wombies out there, I
say we finish 1.

Rebeooa nodded. “Yeak, and we still haven't found
the main lab, we don't know why Griffith did this -

- whether he suffered  psychotic break or is actually
hiding something. We may not ind out, but its worth
@ look Plus, what if ke destroys mare evidence after
we've gone?”

“I agree,” Steve suid. “If the S.TA.RS. are as

deeply involved with Umbrella as it looks, we're not
going 10 get another chance. This may be our only
opportunity o dig up a connection. And we're al-
ready so close, the third test is right here - we do that
ome, we're one step away from finishing."

“T'mt up for it,” Karen wid softly.

At the strained sound of her voice, Rebeoca tumed
0 look at her, noticing for the first time that Karen
didn* Iook 8o good. Her eyes were bloodshot, hex
‘complexion almost a pallor.

“Are you okay?" Rebecca asked.

Karen nodded, sighing. “Yeah. Headache.”

Must be a migraine, she looks like hell. .
“What is it, David?” John asked abruptly. “What's
eatin' you? You know something you're not telling
wsr

David stared a thern for 2 moment, then shook his
head. "No, nothing like that. 1 just - T have @ bad
Jeeling. Or rather, a feeling that something bad is
oing to happen.”

“Litle late, don'tcha think?” John said, grinming.
“Where were you when we got into the raft?*

David half-srniled in response, rubbing the back of
‘neck. *Thank you, John, Id abmost forgotten. So,
if's decided then. Let's solve our next puzzle, shall
‘we? Ok, Rebecca, take a look as Kaven's eye while
we've at it i's giving her some frouble.”

They wood up and moved toward the back of the.
room, for the table in the northwest corner marked
with & blue nine. Steve and Rebecce had alrcady
Tooked when they'd found the room, though there was
10 clue a5 to what te test was - small, blank
‘monitar screen with a ten-key booked to it sat on the
metal table, an enigma.

Rebecca motioned for Karen 1o st on the chair in
front of test tem, the purpose of which also eacaped
hes - it conisted of & circuit board wired to a plank
‘and what looked ke a pair of tweezes connected t it
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She loaked up at Rebecos, and David could see that
‘she was struggling 1o maintain her composure. “if 7
‘am infected, how long? How long before

Ihecome.. incapacitated?”

Rebecca shok her headl. "7 don't know,” she said.
softly.

David felt as though  raging blackness had envel-
oped him, 1 cloud of fear and worry and guilt so vast
that it threatened 1o overwheim his ability to move,
even o think.

My fault. My responsiblity.

“There's a vaccine, right?" John ssked, his dark
gaze darting between Karen and Rebecca. "There's a
cure, wouldn't they have a shot or something here if
someone got it by accident? They'd have to, wouldn't
they?*

David felt a sudden surge of dssperate hope. *Ts it
possible?” he nsked Rebecca quickly.

The young biochemist nodded, slowly at first but
"Yeah, it’s possible. It's probable, they

‘She looked st David seriously, urgently. "We have
t0 find the main lab, where they synthesied the virus,
‘and quickly. If they developed a cure, that's where the
information would be ..."

Rebeoca triled off, and David could see what she'd
left unspoken in ber troubled gaze; if there was a cure.
I Dr. Griffth hadt takea the information there, too.
I they could find it in time.

“Ammon's message,” Steve said. "In that note, he
said we should destray the lab, maybe he leftus a
map, or directions.

David stood up, his hope building. “Karen, are you
Jeeling well enough to.

Yes,” she said, cutting him off, standing up.
“Yes, let's go.”

Her red eyes were bright with fervent intensit
mix of despair and wild hope that made David's heart
ache to see.

God, Karen, I'm 50, 30 sorry!

“Double time, " be ssid, alrcady turning for the

doar. "Let's move.”

‘They quickly jogged for the front of the building,
Joba's jaw clznched, his thoughts & grimly determined
Toop of angry intention.

No way some goddamn bug is taking Karen down,

o chance, and if 1 find the bastard who set this
nightmare up he's Dead, capital D, Dead meat. Not
Karen, no way in hell.

They reached the front door and slently drew
‘weapous, checking them, tensely impatient for David
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Thank you, Rebecea!
He turned around 1o tell her as muck, but the way
already bending to examine Karen's eye, fixated on
her patient.

“I need a flashlight,” she waid, barely glancing
around as John handed his to her. She tarned it on,
shining it nto Karen's eye as the rest of them looked
on silently, watching them. Karen didnt look well;
there were dark circles under her eyes, and her skin
had gone from pale to almost sickly.

“It’s pretty inflamed ... look up. Dawn. Left and
right? Does it feel like there's something rubbing &, or
is it more like @ bum?"
“Actually, more like an itch,” Karen wid. "Like a
mosquito bite times ten. I've been scratching i,
though, that might be why it's so red.”

Robeoca turned off the torch, frowning. 7 don' see
anything. The other one looks irritated, 100 ... did it
Just startitching all of @ sudden, or did you touc it
firstr™

‘Karen shook her head. "1 don't remember. I just
started itching, I guess.”

Alook of sharp, almost vicleat inteasity flashod
ncrows Rebeoca's fuce. "Before o after you were in
room 1017"

David felt a cold hand clutch st bis heart

Karen suddenly looked warried. "After.”

“Did you touck amything while you were in there,
anything at all?"

“Tdont.."

Karen's red eyes widened in sudden horror, and
‘when she spoke, it was a breathless, quivering whis-
pex. "The gurney. There was a bloodsain on the
purney and I was thinking abou! ... touched it. Ok,
Jesus, 1 didn' even think about it it was dry and 1, my
hand wasn't cut and ok my God, I got a headache right
after my eye started itching.”
Rebeoca put her hands on Karen's shoulders,
squeezing them tightly. "Karen, take a deep breath.
Deep breath, okay? It may be that your eye just itches
and you have a headache, 5o don'tjump to conclu-
sions here, we don't know anything for sure.”

Her voice was low and soothing, hex manner direct.
Karen blew out n shaky breath and nodded.

“If her hand wasn't cut...” John started ner-

vously.

o AT RUTCL S——
but her voice trembling alightly. "Vinuses ca get into
the body through mucous membranes. Nose, ears ...
eyes. Tknew that. 1 knew that but I didn't think about
it, 1. wasn't hinking about t.*
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hum of power coming from the blu test arca. There
‘was & small computer on the table in number two, &
keyboard and headset in three. A¥ promired, the
serica was nctivated - though what they were con-
nected 1o, be couldnt imagine.

Can't imagine and don't care. Once we solve these
little puzzles, we'll find whatever's been hidden for us
and get ous, away from this cemetery. It can't happen
s00n enough.

David had scen all he wantod to sce of Caliban
Cove. The corpees in the front hall had been bad, but
it was the thoughts that they'd inspired that troubled
him, made him so suddenly cager 1o get his team out.
The Trisquads were dangerous and deadly, the mon-
ster i the cove's waters had been horrible, but
‘somewhere in the facility lurked & monster of &
different kind entirely, one that had murdered his
‘own people and then stacked thern like Kindling in &
dark place. That kind of insanity chilled him fax
‘worse than the immoral greed of Umbrella, and he:
was afraid of what such & man might do to the
handful of soldiers trying to stop him.

We'l find the "material, “probably notes on Ubrel-
la, perhaps on the virus itself and then break for the
Jence, get well away from this madness. Let the Feds
handle the rest. If they've smars, they'l blow wp the.
entire compound and gather the information from the
ashes...

He topped in front of the last cubicle, returning his
attention to the task at hand. He wasn't sure what he.
‘was expecting to see, but the set up of teat number
four surprised him nonetheless. A table and chair,
utiltarian gray metal. On the table was a pad of
‘paper, a pencil, and an insxpensive chess set, all of the
picces in place. A he stepped into the cubicle, he saw.
that there was a metal plague set into the surface of
the tabile, » string of numbers etched into the stecl.
David sat.in the chair, poering down at the num-
bers.

9.22.3/14.-26-9-16-8/7-19-22/8-1112.7

He frownsd, looking up at the cheas set and then
back at the numbers. There was nothing else t0 look
at; that wan it. He quickly sorted through the clues of
Ammon's message, wondering which way supposed to
be the answer. Was it “the letters and numbers
reverse,” or "don't count™? Since there didn't seem to
be anything relating to time or a rainbow, it had 1o be
one of the two...

If the lines are in the same order s the tests, this is
the letter and muember reversal. But what letters, there
arentany...
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* There was a minor scare in D on Wednesday, in 101.
Somebody left the refrigeratar open, and Kim swears that
there are some chemicals missing, though I'n starting 1o
think she miscounted again. Hard to believe she's in charge
of the infection process, the woman's a dite and she’s sloppy
as hell when it comes to maintaining the equipment. I'm
surprised she hasn't managed to infect the entire com-
pound. God knows there’s enough in there 1o do it."

* I should probably get over to D myself, make sure
everything's ready for tomarrow. Got a new baick shipping
in, and Griffith actually asked to waich the process; first
time he's come out of the lab in weeks, first ime he's ever
taken an interest in what the rest of us are doing. T know it's
stupid; but 1 tll want him o be impressed; he's as brilliant
as Birkin, in his own creepy way. { hink he even intimidates
Louts, and Louis is generally 100 stupid 1 scare.”

* More later.”™

The rest of the pages were blank. Rebeoca looked up

a1 Steve, Dot sure what 1o say, her mind working to
glean the relevant bits of information from the ram-

bling tirade. There was something in there tha both-

ered her, sometbing that she couldnt quite place.

Missing chemcals. Infection process. The brilliant,
creepy Dr. Griffith. ..

‘She 1o longer had any doubt that Griffith had killsd

the others, but that wasn't what sent ber intemal

alarms jangling. It was.

“Block D,” Steve said, & Logik of anxious fear

playing across his face. "If we're b A, Karen and Jokn
areinD.”

‘Where there's enough of the T-Virus to infect the entire
‘compoand. Where the infection process took place.

“We should tll David," Rebeoc said, and Steve,

nodded, both of them moving quickly for the door,
Rebecca hoping desperately that John and Karen
‘wouldn' find room 101 and that if they did, they

‘wouldn' touch anything that could hurt them.

The test room was big, three of the walls lined with
‘open-ended cubicles. Once he'd turned o the lights,
he saw that the tests were clearly numbered and color-
‘oodd, the symbols peinted on the cement floor in
front of each one.

All of the red verics was on his lef, closcst o the
door. He saw brightly colored blocks and simple:
shapes on the tables in cach cubicle as he walked past,
heading for the back of the room. The green scries
Tined the wall oppoite, though he ignored it entirely.
The back wall was marked with blue trinngles, the
‘mumber four testin the far right comer.

‘As he neared the back of the room, he heard  faint
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of them getting a cut and then touching something.
dangerous in a room that's bound io be marked as
some kind of a laboratory...

The reassuring facts did nothing 1o case his mind.
They hurried toward the exit, a deepening knot of
dread settling into the pit of David's stomach.

They stood in the bright corridor at the center of D
block, silently listening for & sound that would tell
them David had come. From their position, they
should be able to hear any one of the three extemal
doors being used. After securing the building and
finding the test room, she and John had chocked open
all of the passages that led to the block’s exits.
Karen checked hex watch and then rubbed her eyes,
focling a bit worn out from all of the nights eveats,
nd il sickened by what theyd found in room 101
Even John scemed unusaslly subdued, and definitely
quieter than normal. He hadu't cracked a single joke.
since theyd walked back to begin their wait.

Maybe he's thinking about the gurneys, fxed with
bloody restrainis. O the syringes. O the surgical
equipment heaped in the sink
They'd found the test room firs, a large chamber
filled with lttl tables, each marked with numbers
between five and cight; Karen had been somewhat
disappointed to see that the blue serica number scven
‘was just a handful of colored tilex with letters on
them, half of them upside down and unreadable. All
the colors corresponded 1o a rainbow's, though there.
‘were two extr. violet tiles in the heaped ple. Since
they couldntrisk messing with it untsl David had
‘completed the first teat, she'd reluctantly turned away,
‘uggesting that they check out the rest of the block.
They'd gone through & coupls of offices, empty, and
# cluttered coffee room, where they'd found s box of
incredibly moldy domuts and lttle else. Tt had been the
‘chemnical ab that had told them the most sbout what
Kkind of place Umbrella had created - and although
Karen didat beliove in ghost, the room had given her

of fear and the cold, nazi esque precision of scientists
‘commilting atrocities against their fellow man.

“You thinking abous that room?* Sohn asked softly.
Karen nodded, bat dida't sey anything. John scemed

o sense her unspoken desire not to talk about it for
‘which she was thankful. The weight of her good luck
‘charm was the only other comfort she felt at the
‘moment, and she longed to take it out, 1o feel reassared
by memories of her father and successful missions gone:
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David smiled suddenty, shaking his head. The
‘numbers on the plagus didn' go any higher than 26;
it was & code, and s fairly rimple one.

He picked up the pencil and quickly jotted down

the letters of the alphabet, then numbered them
backward; A was 26, B, 25, all the wy back t0 Zed, 1.
Glancing back and forth between the plaque and the
paper, he wrote down the narmbers end then started to
decipher the mesage.

R..B..X..M
The final ltter was 1 T, and he stared down at the
sentence, then at the chess board. I scemed that
somebody had a sense, of humar.

REX MARKS THE SPOT.

“Rex"” was Latin for "king."

White always goes firt, 50 ...

He reached out and touched the white king. As

s00m as his finger contacted the piece, it swivelad in
place, turning around to face the back of the board. At
the same time, there was & saft, musical tone from
overhead. He looked up and saw a timy speaker sct
into the ceiling.

Nothing else happened, no fashing lights ar secret
ageways opening up bekind the wall. Apparcatly,
he'd passed.

How ansi-climactic.

Tt scemed like an awfully complicated test for some-
thing as supposedly mindless as a Trisquad zombie,
though perhaps the rescarchers had boen making plans
for something clc, something intelligent. ..

It was an unsetling thought, and not ons he wanted
o ponder. He stood up and tumed toward the front of
the room ...

just s the door burst open, Rebecca and Steve
hurrying in, wearing matching expressions of fear.
“Whatis it?"

Rebeoca held up 1 book, talking fast. "We found a
Journal. It says that the strain of the virus used to
infect the Trisquads is in block D, in room 101.
Maybe everything's fine, but if John and Karen touch
anything that's been contaminated...”

He'd heard enough. “Let’s go.”

They tumed and he strode past them, leading them
back the wy they'd come, his thoughts racing. They
had passed an exit on the fur sde of the building, he
‘could send Steve and Rebecca 1o the next block over
while he went 1o D, just as originally planned, only
much farter, and now carrying the horrible, heavy
fear that two of his people might accidentally uncover.
the T-Virus.

Tt won't happen, they'l be carefu, the chances of one
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‘consider it, her mind smapped. Secure that shit, pronto.
The books were about what she might've expected,
‘considering what they knew about the Trisqusds and
Unnbrells. Chemistry, biology, a whole set of leather-
bound texts on behavior modification, several mesdi-

cal journals. As Stove rummaged through the desk
behind her, she run ber hand along the row, pushing

the books toward the back of the shelf as she glanced
over the titles. Maybe there wan something hickden
behind one of them.

.. aciology, Paviov, psych, psych, pathology ...

She stoppe, frowning ata leader black volume

tucked between two larger books. No ttle. She pulled it
‘out and felt her heart speed up as she opened the small
book, sceing the spidery handwriting on the linod pages.
‘She flipped o the front, saw “Tom Athens” writicn

in neat Jettexs on the inside cover.

One of the guys on the list, one of the rosearchers!

“Hey, I found a diary,” she weid. "It belongs 10 one

of the people from Trent's lst, Tom Athens.”

Steve Iooked up from the detk, his dark cycs flash-

ing. "No shit? Go 10 the back, what's the last date?™
‘Rebeocs ruffled through the pages to the end, scan-

ning us she went. “Says July I8, but i doesn't look like

e kept it regular. The one before that is July 9..."

“Just read the last entry,” Stove wid. "Maybe il

tell us what was going on.”

‘She walked 1o the desk and leansd aginst it,
cloaring hex throwt.

* ‘Juty I8, Saturday. It's heen a long and ridiculous day,
the end of a long and ridiculous week. 1 swear io God, I'm
going o beat the crap out of Louls if he calls one more stupid
‘meeting. Today it was whether or not we should add a new
scenario into the Trisquad program, as if we need another
ome. AlL he really wanted was 10 get it on paper, and the rest
of it was his usual bullshit - the importance of seamwork, the
need to share information 50 we can all *stay on the right
track.” I mean, Jesus, i’s ike he can't live with the concept
that a weekly might g0 ous without his name on it. And he.
hasm't dome dick since the Ma? disaster, except to try and
comvince everyone that it was Chin's fault; so much for not
speaking il of the dead. Sanctimonious prick.”

*"Alan and I alked over the implants yesterday, that's
going well. He's going to write up the proposal this week,
and we're NOT going to let Louis touch it. With any luck,
well geta green light by the end of the month. Alan figures
the Whilte boys are going fo want to run it past Birkin,
though God only knows why; B. doesw't give a shit what
‘we're doing out here, ke's off being brilliant again. 1 have o
admit, I'm looking forward to his next synthesis; maybe we
can work out some of the bugs i the Trisquads.”
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their coffe, walking out into the cool momning sir,
‘collapring o the ground, many of them not making it
out of the cafeteri befors they stumbled and fell & fow
crying out that they 'd been poisoned aa the words failed
them and the drugs seat them to slcep.

Griffith frowne, trying 10 remember what had
happened net. Hie'd selocted Thurmn, unable to
resist the petty plearure of showing the good doctor
‘what he'd created. Then Alan Kinneson, although be
hacin® given the gift 1o Alen until later, keeping him
sedated...

He knew the ficts: Thurman and Athens had dis-
posed of the warkers and piled them in block A. Lyle
Ammon had managed to keep himself hidden for a
time, but had been found by the Trisquads later that
evening. Griffith had caten a late supper and gone to
bed, waking up early to move papers and software to
the lab. Theve were facts, things that he knew, but
for some reason, the reality had blurred and be
‘coaldn't actually remernber what he had scen, what
had tranepired for him the rest of that day.

Geiffith searched through his thoughts, concentrat-
ing, but could only find the same hazy and uncertain
images: a blinding mid-day sun, bathing the slecping
bodies in red. The scream of a gull over the cove,
relentlzas and wild, calling 1o the hot wind. A coppery
smell of dirtand, and...

.blood on my hands, on the scalpel that glittered
wet and sharp and plunged into soft, yielding flesh of
Jaces and bellies and eyes and later, the thundering.
‘crash of waves in the dark and the spool of fishing line
and Amman, Amman, waving...

His cyes snapped open and the nightmare was over.
‘Shaken, Griffith looked around at the cool, soft light of
the laborutory. He must have dozed off for a momeat,
must have. Yes, that was it. He'd fallen nslocp and had
a terrible dream.

He looked at the clock, sew that only a few mo-
ments had passed since he'd sent the two doctors out.
Ho felt a rush of relief, realizing that he hada't been
asloep for very long, but as the relief ebbed, he felt
the nervousness slip back into his body, jituring and
pulsing anxicty about the intruders that had come 1o
his facility.

They won't stop me. Its mine.

Geiffith stood up and started to pace restiessly, back
and forth, waiting.

The "time rainbow” test, number seven, 1ok anly
 moment longer to completz than test nurmber four,
‘what David had started o think of a# the "chess test.”
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Tt was 2 bad place, n place of evil deeds. Theyd
both felt it, both been affected by the realization of
‘what had gone on there.

Karen's right eye itched, distracting her from the
teribile remembrance, drewing ber back to the pres-
eat. She rubbed at t, then looked at her waich again.
Tt had been only twenty minutes since the team had
split, though it felt Longer.

“There was & sound of a door opeaing, followed by
David's excited shout through the corridor. He'd
‘come in through the west entrance.

“Karen, John!"

John grinned at her, and she felt a wave of reief;
‘David was okay.

“Here! Keep walking!" John called back. “Take a
right at the tee!”

His footsleps pounded through the hall In a fow
secands, he appeared at the comer and jogged toward
them, his face tight with concern.

“Is everything. . .” Karen tarted 1o ask, but David
cut her off.

“Didyou find the laboratory room? Room 1017"
John frowned, his smils fading. *Yeah, its back the
SE0d e of i o g T D g

any cuts, any small wounds that might have come in
‘contact with anything 7™

Their confusion must have shown. David spoke.
quickly, looking back and forth between them. “We
found a journal, naming it as the room where they
‘were infecting the Trisquads.”

‘John smiled sgain. “Well, no shit. We figured that
much out in abous two seconds.”

Karen held out her hands, taning then over fax
David to see. "Not a scratch.”

David exhaled sharply, his shoulders sagging. "0k,
thank God. 1 had the worst feeling all the way over that
something had happened. We found the researchers i
block A; Amamon was righ, ke killed them and our
‘he" has a name now. Rebecca seems certain that it's
Nicolas Griffith. He was the one ske recognized from
Tren's list, and he has a rather sordid history, she can
Sill you in when we regroup. .." He shook his head,
‘wavering wmile on bis lips. 7 just .. | suppose 1 let my
imagination rur wild for a moment.*

John smiled wider. "Jeez, David, I had no idea you
cared. Or that you thought we'd be stupid enough o
stick ourselves with dirty ncedles in a place like

this.”

David laaghed, a soft, shaky sound. "Please accept
my sincerest apolagies.
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by. Anything 1o take her mind off the lab room...
The outer door to 101 was clearly marked with a
biohazard symbol and they'd bricfly discussed not going
in at all, John arguing ageinst entering a possibly
‘contaminated eavironment. Karen had pointed out that
neither of them had any cuts or sbrasions, and that they
might find something sbout the T-Virus 1o take with
them. The truth was, she couldn't stand to let such an
‘opportunity pas; she wanted 10 sec what was behind
the closed door, becanse it was there. Booause Leaving it
unopened would get under her skin.

John had finally agroed and they'd gone in, sicpping
into a sl entryway that was draped with sheets of
heavy plastic. There were shower nozzles overhead
‘andl & drwin set into the floor; a decon area. A smaller
secand door had opened up into the room tscif,
leading them into a mad scientist's droam.

Glass, crunching underfoot. A tired smel of anxious
sweat beneath the acrid odor of bloach.

John found the lights and cven before the large
room snapped into view, Karen felt her heart start to
pound. There was  dark tension that filled the air, &
sense of forcboding that radisted from the very walls.
Ttlooked like a dozen other lab facilitics she'd worked.
in; counters and shelves, & couple.of metal sinks, a
Targe, sainless steel refrigeration unit in one comer
with a lock on the handle. And somehow, that was the
‘worst, that the environment was 5o familiar, a place
she'd always felt. ut horoe.

The few differences were deamatic anes. The room
was dominated by a stainless sutopsy table, fited with
velcro restraints and there were two additional hos-
pital gumeys next to i, ikewise fitted. As she walked
over to look at one of them, she saw the dark, dried
stains at either end; the thin pad was soaked with
blood from where & man's ankles and wrists would be.
Tn the back of the room was & cage the size af u large:
wall-in closet, heavy bars surrounding an unpackled
bench. Next 10 the cage, several slender poles leaned
ngainst the wall, cach a meter or o in length and.
tipped with hypodermic needles. They were the kinds
of instruments used to drug wild animals, allowing
the person operating them not to get within reach.
Karen looked down at the gurey, lightly wuching
the long dried stain, wondering what kind of person
‘could have willingly participated in such an experi-
ment. The crust of blood was old, powdery, and filled
her with thoughts of what the victims must have
endured, waiting in tho cage, perhiaps watching as
some gloved madman injected & toxic, matating virus
into a helpless human being...
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schedules untl hie could have recited them backward.
He'd stared for hours at the sketobes he'd mad of
ach building, walking through them in his mind &
thousand times. After careful consideration, he chose
& date and severl days before, he'd slipped into the
Trisquad processing room and stolen scveral small
vials of extremely powerful medication.
Kylosynthesine, Marnesidine, Tralphenide - animal
tranquilizers and u synthesized narcotic, some of Um-
brelxs fineat work. ..

Tt had only taken him an aftemoon to get the mix
the way he'd wanted i, just as he'd hoped. Then he'd
‘waited, much 18 he was waiting now. ..

The day before kis plan was to unfold, he'd watched
 Triquad processing and then asked Tom Athens to
‘come to the lab after dinner to privately discuss some
thoughts he'd had on intensifying the suggestibility
factor. Athens had been only too happy 1o accept, had
listened eagerly to Griffith's description of the strain
he'd already areated - couched in hypothetical terms,
of course - and aflor a nice, hot cup of laced coffee,
‘Atbens had become the fist to experience Griffich's
‘miracle.

Griffith amiled, remernbering those initial glorious
‘moments, the very firt -and truly the most impar-
tant test of the strein's effectivencss. He'd told
Atbens that the only voice he could hear was that of
Nicolas Griffith, that all others would be meaningless
Babble and the suggestion had taken as easy us that.
Tn the carly hours of that fateful morning, he'd pleyed
& tape of one of Athens's own lectures for the compli-
‘ant doctor and the doctor had heard nothing but gibberish.
I3t had failed, Griffith would have sborted the,
takeaver, no one the wiser. He'd had an unfortunate
‘acoident in mind if the strain hadn't worked the way
it was supposed 1o; Athens's body would have been
found the neat day, washed up on the rocky beach.
But the incoodible success of his creation had proved.
beyond doubt that it was meant to be, that he really
‘had no chaice bat to continue. ..

. and 50, the kitchen. The drops of sedative in the
‘ooffe cups, on the pas ties, injected oh 80 carefully into
the fruit and dissolved into the milk, the juices . ..
Of the ninetoen men nd women who lived and
‘worked in Caliban Cove, only one regularly skipped
breakfist and didnt. drink caffee, Kim D'Santo, the
ridiculous young woman who worked with the
T-Viruy; Griffith had sent Athens to alit her throat as
she lay slocping, before the sun came up. . .

. andiit was « bright and sunny day, cloudless and
cloar as they gobble their breakfasts and swallowed.
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“Where are Steve and Rebecca?” Karen asked.
“Probably in the next test area by now. 1 saw them
safely off 10 block B before I came here .. did you
find test seven?”
“This way,” Tohn suid, and us they started down the
hall, he began to recount their ran-in with the Ti-
ads.
e g M g O
stoh in her right eye. She must have irritated it with all
of the rubbing, it secmex] o be getting worse. And 1o
top things off, she felt a headachs coming on.
‘She wiped st her cye, sighing inwardly ut the timing.
‘She never got headaches unless she, was coming down
with something. The swim in the ocean must have sct
her up nicely for a cold and from the building throb
in her head, it was going to be 1 nasty one.

ELEVEN

AFTER HED INSTRUCTED ATHENS AND SENT
him on his way, he'd prepared the syringes and
decided on a place t hide. There was nothing et for
him 10 do but wait. n spite, of hin carlier foelings of
‘confidence, he was nervous now, pacing through the.
Iab restleasly. What if Athens had forgotten how to
load a rifle? What if the enclosure release didn't work,
or the intruders had the firepower to stap the Ma7s?
He'd tred 1o propare for every possibility, cach plan
unfolding into a backup, but what if everything
Jailed, if all of them fell through?

Tt kill e myself, ' strangle them with my bare
hands! They will not stop me from doing what must be
done. They can't - not after all I've accomplished, not
after everything I've been through o get to where I
For the second tims that day, be flashed back to the
takeaver of the compound .. the strange, vivid im-
age of that bright and munny day less than & month
ago. Instead of blocking the thoughts as he'd done
befare, helot them come, inviting them n to o-
mind him of what he was capable of doing when the
need arose. He abruptly stopped pacing snd moved to
& chair, collapsing into 3¢ and closing his eyes.

A bright and sunny day...

Once he'd realized what had to be done, he'd
planned it for over two weeks, working over each
deta tireleasly until he'd been satisfied that overy
variable had been addressed. He'd rpent time reading
‘about the Trisquads and going through the master
Togs, memorizing the routine of the facility. Fie'd
waiche the habits of his colleagucs, leamed their
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o give the signal. Karen, always so cool and collected
in tioes of stress, had a shocked vaguensss about ber,
ke she'd just been kicked in the gut and hadn't yet.
‘managed 10 take a breath. It was the same look that
John had seen time and agin on the faces of disaster
‘Survivars - the haunted disbelief in the eyes, the slack
‘and tersible blankness of expressian that spoke of a
yawning emptiness decp inside. It hurt him to see ber
ke that, hurt him and made him even engrier. Karen
Driver wasnt supposed 10 look like that.

“I lead, John in back, straight fine,” David said
sofly.

John saw that he looked almost as freaked ns Karen,
though in a different way. It was guilt goawing at their
‘captain, he could see it in his reluctant. gaze, the tight
set of his mouth. John wished he could tell him that
blaming himself was wrong, but there wasn' time and.
he dida't have the xight words forit. David would
have to taks care of himself, just s they all would.
“Ready? Go."

David pushed the door open and then they were
slipping through, back into the gentle his of waves
‘and the pale bluc light of the moon. David, then
Karen, Steve, Rebecca, and finally John, crouched
‘and running across the packed dirt of the open
compound.

“There was darkness and the scent of pine, of salt,
but John's soldier mind wasn't telling him anything
he didn't already know 18 they pounded through the
shadows. Thers was only anger, and fear for Karen...
..making the sudden blast of M-16 fire a total surprise.
Shist

John dove for the ground as the thundering rattle:
‘opened up to their right, saw that they were just over
halfway t block E a# b rolled and started 1o fire.
“Then the air was fillod with the blast of nine- millime-
ter rounds, crashing over the stcady pulse of automat-
icrifles.

Can'tsee, can' target. ..

He found the mazzle flashes at three oclock and
jerked the Beretta around, squeezing the trigger six,
seve, eight times. The switer of orange- whits light
blocked the shooters from view but he saw ane of the
Hlashes disappear, beard the clatter decrease

‘and u rage overtock him, not the *soldicr mind"”

but a blinding, screaming fury a the diseased aitack-
s that far exceeded any he'd over known. They
‘wanted Karen to die, those mumb, brainlzss night-
‘mares wanted t stop them from saving her.

Not Karen. NOT KAREN.

A strunge, feral howl beat st his cars as be pushed
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away from the dusty carth and then he was standing,
running, firing. Only when be heand the shouts of the
others, the Berettas except for his holding fire, did he
realize that the howl was coming from him.

John ran forward, screaming as he fired again and.
agin at the things that meant to slow them up, o kill
them, o claim Karen as onc of their own. His
thoughts were 1o longer words, just an endless, form-
less negative -  deninl of their existence and what
had created them.

He charged shead, not sceing that they had stopped
firing, that they were fulling, that the shadows had
fallen ilent except for the thunder of his semi and the
scream that poured from his shaking body. Then he
‘was standing over them and the Beretta had stopped
anhingnnd]ummmmnuﬂahcml]plxubdlh:

Thves fthem, it whe thrs was o s,
decayeflch b coverng el it varied

Gk ek k.
‘One of them had & face that was n mass of puckered
scar tissue, twisting whits risers of gnarled skin except
for where a fresh, bloody hole had punched through
s forchead. Another, one eye spattered against ity
‘withered cheek, pooling viscous fluid in the rotting
cup of ita ar.

Click. Click.

The third was still alive. Half of its throat was gone,
tattered 1o pulp, and its mouth opened and closed
soundlessly, opened and cloved, its filmed dark eyes
blinking slowly up at bim.

Click.

He wan dry-firing, the scream dying away in his
agged throat. 1 was the sound of the hammer falling
useleasly ngainst hot metal that finally released bim
from the rage - that, and the slow, helpless blink of
the wretched thing at hin foet.

1t didn't know what it was. It didn't know who they
‘were. Once it had been a man, and now it was rotting
‘parbage with a gun and a missian it couldn't possibly
undersiand.

They took his soul....

“John?"

A warm hand on his back, Karen's voice low and
casy next to him. Steve and David stepped into view,
staring down at the gaping, blinking shell of humanity
in the shaded moonligh, the last remnant of an
experiment in madnes

“Yeah,” he whispered. "Veah, I'm here.”

David trained hi Beretta on the monster's skull
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good dog, here's your bane. .. and what was their
reward, for making it through the tests? A piece of
meat? Drugs, to ease their hunger? Maybe n brand new
‘weapon for them to train with? Jesus, cid they even
understund what they 'd been doing?

She saw the same curled sneers of horror and
disgust on the faces of the others and saw the same
growing dismay as they watched Devid pull u single
tiny item from the reoess, what looked like x credit
‘card with « slip of paper stuck o one side.

‘They gathered sround him as he heid the itemn up,
his dark gaze heavy with an almost manic dirappoint-
ment. Tt was  light green key card, the kind used to
‘open electranic doors, blank except for a magnetic
srip and the scrawled words on the small squar of
paper said only:

LIGHTHOUSE-ACCESS 135.SOUTHWEST/EAST.
“Handwriting's the same as on Amman's note,”
Steve said bopefully. "Maybe the Lab is in the light-
ey

“One way to find ows,” John said. “Let's go.”

He secmed angry, the sume Jook he wore since their
discovery of Karen's exposure 1o the virus. After
watching him charge the Trisquad outside, Rebecon
almost hoped that theyd come across Dr. Griffith;
John would tear him apart.

David nodded, lipping the card into his vest. The
fear and guilt that he felt were obvious, playing scross
his features in a constant, twitching mask. “Right.
Karen...7"

‘She nodded, and Rebecoa raw that her already pale:
skin had taken on a waxy tone, as if the top layers
‘were becoming translucent. Fven as she watched,
Karen started 10 scratch absently at her arms. "Yeah,
T'm good,” she seid quietly.

She has fo know. She deserves to know.

Rebeoca knew it could't wait any longer. Choosing
her words carcfully, aware of their limited time, she
tumed to Karen and spoke: us calmiy as she could.
“Look, I don' know what they ve done with the
T-Virus here, but there's a chance that you could start
1o experience more advanced symptoms in a relatively
short amount of time. It's imporiant that you tell me,
tel all of us how you're doing, physically and psycho-
logically. Any changes at al, we need 10 know, okay?”
Karen amiled weakly, sill scraiching at her arms.
“Im scared shitless, how's that? And I'm starting to
iwch all over...."

‘She tumed her red eyes to David, then to Steve and
John before looking back st Rebecca. ... i1 start &0
act... irnationally, youll do something, won't you?
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Youwon't et me ... hurt anyone?”
A single tear slid down one pale choek, but she.
didat Ioak away, her wet, crimson gaze as firm and
strong us it had ever been.

Rebeoca swallowed, siruggling to sound confident
‘and reassuring, awed by the bravery she saw in Karen's
eyes - and wondering how much longer that bravery
‘would hold up beneath the roar of the T-Virus running
through her veins.

“We're going to find the cure before it comes to
that,” she seid, and hoped that she wasn't telling
Karea a lie.

“Move ou,” David said tightly.

They moved out.

The grounds of the facility were on a definite geatls
slant, rising to the north, but as they left the E block
‘and startod for the towering black structure that.
perobed over the cove, the curving slope became
much steeper. The rocky soil angled up sharply,
‘maybe as much as a thirty-degree incline, making the
half kick walk into » hike. David ignored the strain in
his back and legs; he was too worried about Karen
‘and 100 busy tearing away at his own incompetence to
bother with physical discomfort.

They were closer to the shimmering waters of the
‘cove than they had been since climbing out of them,
‘and the cool, whispering breeze off the moonlit sur-
face would have been pleasant an some other night,
in soms ather place. The swaying ripples of soft ight
‘and the soothing murmur of waves wers almost &
‘mockery of their desperate situation, such & sharp
‘contrast to the chaow inside of him that he found
himelf almost wishing that there were still Trisquads
‘rowming around.

At least then this would feel like the nighimare i s.
And I could do something, I could fight back, defend
them against something tangible...

Abead of them, the rising land carled around to the
eant, dropping awey 1o a foaming sea far below. The.
‘Gove itactf was fairly calm, bat the sound of waves
‘smashing against the cliffs grew louder as they hurried
on, approsching wher the ocean met towering, cave-
rildled rock walls. John had taken the lead, Karen
‘mext and then the two younger team members. David
brought up the rear, dividing his stiention between
the compound to their left and behind and the dark
structures shead.

Directly in back of the lighthouse was what had to
be the dormitory, a Jong, flat building slmost twice.
the iz of the conarete blocks they'd left behind.
They hada't come across quarters for the Umbrella
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nd spoke softly. “Stand back.”
John turned away, started walking back for their
Tast deatination with Karen at his side, Reboccats
slight form in front of him. The shot wa incredibly
loud, & booming crack that seemed 1o shake the
ground beneath their foet.

Not Karen, ok please not one of us. That's no way to
30 out no way to die. ..

Then David and Steve were with them and withoot
speaking, they broke into  jog for block E, moving
quickly through the emptiness that had claimed the
night. The Trisquads were 1o more, but the disease.
that made them might even now be coursing through
Karen's body, tuming her into s creature with no
mind, 10 soul, doomed to & fate worse than death.
John picked up speed, slently swearing 10 himsclf
that ifthey found this Dr. Griffith, he was going to be
awfully goddamned sorry that they did.

THIRTEEN

THE E BLOCK WAS NO DIFFERENT THAN THE
firs four they'd encountered, as bland and industrial
‘nd stale as the rest of them, n study in concrete
efficiency. They moved quickly through the staffy
halls, turing on lights a8 they weat, searching for the
room that held the final clue to Dr. Ammon's secret.
Tt didn't take long; almost half of the structure was
taken up by an indoor shooting range, whers David
‘had found boxe of loaded M-16 mags, but no rifles
0 go with them. John had aked if he should retrieve
the Trisquad's weapons, which Rebecca promply
vetoed. The rifles wers hot, probably crawling with
Like Karea's blood by now, streams of replicating
virions bursting from cells, scarching for new cells to
aitach to and use and destroy...

“Here!” Steve callzd from farther down the wind-
ing corridor, and Rebecc hurried toward him, Karen
‘and John not fr behind. David was alrcady standing
with Steve by the closed door, the red, green, and blue
triangles a sign that they d hit on the right room.
Steve's gze scemed 10 seck her out, bat was blank of
all emotion except warry. She didn't mind, noted it
only sbeently. Karen's infection, John's inane run at
the Trisquad - there wasn't room in hex for anything
bt the need 10 find the Iab, 1o find help for Karen.
Steve opened the door and they filed inside,
Rebeoca continuing 1o watch Karen closely for signs
that the virus had progressed and wondering what
she should do with the information shed picked up so
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far about the amplification time. She dida't really
have any doubts that Karen had been exposed, and
knew that no ons else did, either, but what should
she say?
Do I tell her that it might only take hours? Do I pull
David aside? If there’s a cure, she has 10 get it before
the damage is 100 great, before it starts o fry her
brain - before it dumps so much dopamine into her
that she stops being Karen Driver and becomes. ..
else.
Rebeoca didn't know how to handie it They were
already doing all that they could, ss fart as they could,
‘and she dido't know enough about the T-Virus to
‘ssume anything. She also dida't want to sce Karen
‘any mare teified than she was already. The woman
‘was doing her best to control it but it was obvious
that she was an the edge of a breakdown, from the
desperation in her bloodred eyes 1o the growing
tremor of her hands. And the Trisquads had almost
‘certainly been injected with much larger amoants
than Karen had been exposed to; maybe she had
days. ..
. first symptoms i Less than an hour PDon't kid
yourself. You have to tell her, to wan her and everyone
‘else of what could hagpen. Soon.
‘She pushed the thought aide almost frantically,
Tooking around st the room they'd entered. It was
smalles than the test chambers they'd come across,
‘and emptier. There was u long mecting table pusbed
@ the back, & half dozen chairs behind it In the front
of the room was a small shelf coming off the wall, only
a fiew fect long and s foot deep. Thers were three large:
buttons on the flat surface, red, green, and blue. The
wall behind the shelf was tiled in large, smooth gray
tiles made from some kind of industrial plastic.
“That's it," Steve said. "Blue 1o access.
‘With barcly a second's hesitation, David walked to
the counter and pushe the blue button.
A woman's voice spoke coolly from u hidden
speaker above, starling thern. Tt was a recording, the
bland tone eerily reminding Rebeoca.of the final
moments at the Spencer estate, the triggering sysiem
tape.
“Blue series completed. Access reward.”
One of the tiles behind the shelf sid away, revealing
dark recess set into the concrete. As David reached
into the hidden space, Rebeoca felt a surge of frus-
trated anger and disgust for Umbrella, for what she.
realized they had done. Tt was des .
Al those teste, all that work - set up to dale out
reats to T-Virus victims. Get through the red series,
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relief, had conneoted. It was the anly way she could
think to deseribe the sensation. They had connected,
‘had become u thick blanket over her body that
‘crawled and squirmed, as if her skin had come o life
‘andl was scratching iteelf. It was weird, but not exactly

At the sound of David's voice, Karen focused an
the pudden action in front of her, the buzzing hum in
‘e head making it all scem strange, speeded up
somehow. The door 1o the lighthouse crashing open,
David and John leaping into the blacknews, bullets
flashing and booming. The high, whining rattle of an
M-16 inside. Steve and Rebeoca, ducking and firing,
‘out and in and out again, their bodics blurred by
speed, their Bereitar dancing like black metal birds.
Tt was happening so fast that it scerned to take &
long, long time for it o stop. Karen frowned, wonder-
ing bow that could be...

..and then saw David and John step back out into
the bluc light of the moon, and realized that she was
happy to sce them. Even with their srange and
distorted faces, their long bodics that moved too
quickly. ..

- what's happening to me. ..

‘Karen shook her head but the buzzing only secmed
0 get louder and she was afraid ngain, afraid that
David and John and Steve and Rebecca would leave.
hex behind. Theyd leave her behind and she wouldnt
have anyone to .. 10 ease her mind. That was bad.
David was in front. of her, staring st hex with cyes
ke wet, dark cherries. “Karer, are you okay?”

At the look on his round and pointed face and the
sound of softness in his voice, Karen felt happy agein,
‘and knew that she had 1o tell him the truth. With a
tremendous effort, she found the strength 1o say what
had 1o be ssid, her voice coming out of the crawling
body and the buzzing, sounding a» strange to her as
the wind.

“It's getting worse now, " she said. "1 don't think
right, David. Don't leave me."

John and Rebooca, their hot, hot hands touching
her, eading her away and to the darkness of the open
doar. Her body worked, but her mind was clouded by
the trembling buzzing ham. There were things the.
wanted to tll them, things that drifted through the
cloud like flashes of pretty pictures, but the building
they moved her to was dark and hot, and there was &
body on the floor holding u rifle. His face, she could
sce. Hin face wasn't strange; it was whit, white and
curling, textured Iike the buzzing and the crawling. It
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‘was a face that made sense.
“I got the door,” Steve said, looking up and grin-
ning, white, white teeth. "One-hree five.” There was
 keypad next to an open hole, sairs leading down,
and Steve's teoth disappearcd, his flat face wrinkling.
“Karen...”

“We have to hurry.”

“Hang on baby, hang on, we'll be there soon.”

Karen let them help her, wondering why their faces
Tooked so strunge, wondering why they smelled so hot
and good.

FOURTEEN

ATHENS HAD FAILED.
Dr. Griffith stared at the blinking white light by the
doar, cursing Athens, cursing Lyle Ammon, cursing
his fuck. He hadn't told Athens how to get back
inside, which could only mean that the intrucers had
‘made it past him. Ammon had leR them a message or
sent them one, it didn't matter - allthat matterod
‘was that they were coming and he had 10 assume that
they had the key. He'd torn down the markers weeks
g0, but perhaps they had dircotions, perhaps they'd
find bim and...

Don't panic, no need for panic. You prepared for this,
simply murve on, next plan. Division first, twofold
effect - less firepower, bait for later. .. and a chance
10 see how well Alan can perform.

Griffith turned to Dr. Kinneson and spoke quickly,
keeping the instructions clear and simple, the route as
cany us possible. Griffith had already worked out the
questions they d probably ask, though he knew there:
‘was a chance they'd ry for more information. He
gave Alan several random phrases to respond with,
then gave him the small semi-automatic pistol from
Dr. Chin's desk drawer, watching as Alan tucked it
beneath hin 1ab coat to make rure it was hidden. The
bullet carriex was empty, but he did'tthink it we
possible 1o tel, not i the hammer was pulied back.
He alo gave Alan his key; n risk, but then the entire
scenario was a isk. With the fate of the world reting
in his hands, he'd take any chance necesary.

Aftez Alan had gone, Griffith sat down in  chair 1o
‘wait for a reasonable amount of time, his gaze wan-
dering 10 the six stainless caniters in restless antici-
pation. His plans wouldn fail; the rightcousnsss of
his wark would see him through this invasion. If Alan
‘was caught out, there were still the Ma7s, there was
till Louis, there were still the syringes and his hiding
place, the airlock controls in casy reach.
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‘workers anywhere clse, and it had the look o &
bunkhouse - designed for sloeping and eating, no
thought given to aesthetic appeal. They probably
should check it out, but David didn't want o waste &
moment in their search for the lab.

The thought brought on another wave of guilt and
angst that he tried unsucceasfully to block out. He
needed to be cffective, to get them to the laboratory as
quickly as possible without floundering in his doubta
‘and emotions, but all he kep thinking, kept withing
‘was that he'd been infected instcad.

But you're not, some tiny part of him whispered,
Karen's got it and wishing is poindless. It won't cure her
and it will cloud your ability o lead.

David ignared the small voice, thinking instead of
how badly he'd sorewed thern all. Who was he, 1o lead
a fight against Umbrells, o clean up the S.T.AR.S.
‘and bring honor back to the job? He couldn't even
keep his people safe, couldn' plan a simple covert
p, couldn't even battls the demans of sclf-doubt.

‘and horrified guilt that raged inside of him.

They neared the lifeless dorm building, John slow-
ing to e the rest of them catch up. David saw that his
team was tred, but at least Karen didn't Lok any
‘worse. In the gentle light of the swollen moon, she
secmed pals and somehow frugile. The deatbly pallor
she'd worn beneath the fluorescents had transiatod
into a soft, porcelain cast, the redness of her gaze.
turning to shadow. IF he hadn't known better ...
Ak, but you do. How long now, before that milky
skin starts to peel, to flake away? How long before she
can' be irusted with a weapon, before you have to
restrain her from...

Stop itt

H let them catch their breath, turning 1o get &

better look at the lighthouse less than twenty meters
‘away and felt his stomach clench, his heart shudder
suddenly for 0o reason that he could have explained.
It was an old lighthouse, a tal, cylindrical outdsted
building, weathered and dark and as scemingly de-
serted as the rext of the compound. Looking atit,be
experienced the fecling he'd had earlier of impending
doom, of options closing down behind them and the
spinning wheel of darknes ahead.

“Come o, " Tohn said briakly, but David stopped

him with a hand on his arm, shaking his head slowly.
Not safe. That tiny voice again, famifar yet strunge.
He stared at the looming tower, feeling low, feeling
uncertain and out of control as the wind swepk over
them, the waves pounding the liff. They were wait.-
ing. It wasu't safe, bat they had to go in, they couldu't
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juststand there and it it him suddenly, a clear realization of
‘what it was that had gone wrong in his mind. What
‘was really srrong. It wasn'this competenoe, it wam't
his ability o think or plan or fight. It was something
far warse, something be might have noticed much
earlier if he hadn' et himaelf get so wrapped up with
guilt.

I stopped trusting my instincts. Without the security
of the S.TA.R.S. behind me, I forgot to listen 1o that
voice - 30 terrified of making a mistake that 1 lost my
ability to hear, to know wha o do. Every fime the fear
it me, I pushed through i, T ignored it and I made it
that mach stronger.

Even as he thought it, as he believed it, he felt the
blackness of doubt Ift from his exhausted thoughts.
The guilk cased back, allowing & kind of clarity to
it through and with t,the tiny voice inside took
on & power that he'd almost forgotten it could have.
Its not safe, wo hit the door fast, two in low, the rest
high and covered outide. . .

Al of this flashe through his mind in seconds. He.
turned to look at bis team, watching hir, waiting for
him 10 Jead. And for the first time in what felt ike an
etemity, be knew that he could.

“I think it's a trap," he. vaid. “John, you and I go in
Low, I take west - Rebecca, I want you and Steve to
stand on either side of the door and fire at anything
keep firing unil we call clear. Sorry, Karen,
youl st this ame out.”

They nodded all around and started for the decp
shadows that surrounded the ominous tower, David
in front, fnally feeling as though he was doing some-
thing uscful. Maybe that spinning destiny wes too
vast, moving too quickly for them to deny, but he
‘wast't going to let.it run them over without at Least
putting up a ight.

Karen deserved that rmuch. They all did.

Karen hung back as they moved into porition,
leaning against the back wall of the large building
behind the ighthouse to walch. She felt winded by the
climb up the hill, winded and strange and there was a
buzzing in he brain that wouldn't go away, wouldn't
et her Fully concentrate...

. getting sick. Getting sicker, fust.

It scared her, but somehow it wasn' us bad as it bad
been. In fact, it wasn't really that soary at all. The,
initial terror had gone, leaving her with oply & memo-
1y of the adrenaline rush, like  whiff of a bad dream.
The itch was distracting, but not exactly an itch
anymore. What had felt ke » million bug bites on her
skin, cach separste and distinct and sercaming for






images/page71.jpg
scanned n few lines, his dark gaze taking on a sudden
intensity.

Ho turned back to Karen. "This is all there was?"

Karen nodded. "Yeak. But if's enough, don't you

think?™

David held up the torm sheet and started to read it

out loud.

* The teams continue to work independently, but have
shown a marked improvement since the modification of
aural synapses.”

* In Scenario Two, when more than one Trisquad is
present, she second team (B) will no longer engage when the
st (A) concludes (when target ceases o move or make
sound).”

* I the target continues to provide stimuli and A has
disconsinued the attack (lack of ammunition/disabling.
injury to all units), B will engage. If within range, additional
‘patrols will be drawn to the attack and will engage in
succession.”

* %At this time, we have not successfully managed to
expand semsory ability to trigger desired behavior; the visual
stimali of Scenarios Four and Seven continue 1o be wnpro-
ductive, although we'll be infecting a new group of nits
tomarrow and expect correlating results by the end of the
week It is our recommendation that we continue to further
develop aural capabilities before considering heat-detection
implantation..."

“That's where it’s torn off,” David said, looking up.

Karen nodde. "It explains a los, though. Why the

team at the back door of the boathouse didn't do

anything; the team out front was stil firing. It wasn't

wniil you and Steve o0k them ous that the second.

group moved in.”

Rebeoca frownsd, not liking the implications of the
repart for mare than just the obvious; Umbrella's

‘continued experimentation on humans. From what

she'd seen in Raccoon, the T-Virus took sevea or

cight days to fully amplify in a host, the hos thea

falling to picces within a month.

So what's this about infecting a new group and

petting data in a week? O for that matter, implanta-

tion and sensory modification with the hosts they

already have? There shouldn' be time for all that, the.
“units" should be disintegrating, way beyond learning

new behavior.
She bit her lip nervously, suddenly wondering what
the rescarchers at Caliban Cove might have done with
the virus. If they'd found a way 1o speed up the
infective, perhaps tampered with the virion's fusion
‘membrane, made it mare cohesive

. or somehow multiplied the indusionary, allow-
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“blue series.” Since the room had yielded litls clse,
Rebeoca faroed herself 1o pay attention, fighting off
“nine -

the nagging, quiet fear that had settled over her
during the fruitless search.
‘Somebody hed cleaned out the room, and dons &
ery thorough job of . She'd found books, staplers,
pens and pencils, & ton of rubber bands and paper
clips, but not a single piece of paper with writing on
it not a scrap of information 10 work with. Steve's
‘computer search wasn't much better; no map and
nothing at all on the T-Virus. Whoever had tken over
the faclity had apparently wiped out everything they
‘might've been sble to use.

Except for a shitload of dull psycho-babble, which so
Jar hasn't even mentioned the word blue. How are we
supposed to accomplish anything here?

Steve touched & key, then brightened considerably.
“Here we go..."

* The red series, when looked at on a standardized
scale, is the most basic and simple, applicable up to
an intelligence quotient of 80. The green series ..
‘Ho broke off, frowning. “The screen just went
blank.”

Rebeoca looked up from the mostly empty desk
et b going trough s David walked ove o foin

Steve wan sl frowning, tapping at keys. “More like
a program freeze. 1 don't think - hello, what's this?™
“Rebecca,” David said quiedly, motioning for her

o come look.

She closed a drawer full of blank, unlsbeled file
folders and moved over 1o stand behind Steve, bend-
ing down to read what was on the monitor.

“The man who makes it docsn't need it. The man who buys
it docsn't want it. The man who uses it doean't know it.
“It’s a viddle,” David swid. "Bither of you know the
answer?”

Before either of them could respond, Karen and
‘John walked back into the room, both of them bol-
stering their weapons. Karen held a sheet of torm
paper in one hand.

“Locked up fight, Yohn vaid. "Halfa dozen offces,

0 windows at all and only one other external door,
north end.

Karen nodded. "There were file cabinets in mast of
the rooms, but they were empty, except 1 found this

in one of the drawers, stuck in a crack. It must have
ripped off when the place was being cleaned out.™
‘She handed the piece of paper to David. He
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others, starting at the top left with A and going right
t loft, marking the test numbers next to each etter.
“Assuming that this is right side up, " be suid, “and
that we need to complete the tests in order, we'll be
maving in a stagger, a zig-gag between the buildings.
“And assuming the Trisquads don't have a problem
‘with that,” John said softly.

Rebeoo felt her excitement dwindle, could sce the
‘same mixed emotions in the suddenly somber expres-
sions they all wore, staring down at the boxes. She'd
known that they were gaing to have to leave eventu-
ally, bt had somehow managed to avoid thinking
about it,putting it off until it was in front of them.
Tt was in front of them now. And the Trisquads
‘would be waiting.

“They stood at the north door in a dark and stuffy
hallway, tightening bootlaces, adjusting belts, patting
fresh clips into their Beretas. When David was ready,
e turned to John and nodded.

“Give it back to me.”

“You, Steve, and Rebecca will take the one on the
left northwest from here. Once we hear you pet clear,
Karen and 1 go straight across. f your guess is right,
well be b block D; if you're upside down, block B.
‘Either way, we secure the building, find the test
nmumber, and then wait for you to show up and give us
the go-ahead.”

“And {f1dont..”

Karen took up the recital. *If we don't kear from

you in half an hour, we come back here and wait for
Steve and Rebecca. We complete the tests ifit's
Seasible...”

John grinned, = white flash in the gloom. *.. and
then get our asses over the fence.”

“Right," David ssid. "Good."

They were ready. There were infinite varisbles in
the equation, any mumber of things that could go
‘wrong with the simple plan, but that was always the
‘case. There was no way to preper for everything that
‘coald happen, not atthis paint, and the decision to
split up was their beat chance to avaid detection by
the Trisquads. “Any questions before we go?"
Rebeoca spoke up, her youthful voice tight with
‘concern. *7'd ike to remind everybody again to be
extremely careful about what you touck, or what
touches you. The Trisquads are carriers, so try to
‘avid getting close 1o them, particularly if they're
wounded.”

David shucdered internally, remembering what
she'd told them before - that one drop of infected.






images/page72.jpg
ing it o replicate exponentially... we could be look-
ing ata strain that works in howrs, not days.

It was 1 nasty thought, and ons that she didn't want
o consider until she had more information to go on.
Besides, it wouldn't make x difference i their curreat.
situation; the Trisquads wers just as deadly either
TR o R R B
whatever that means,” John wid, moving 1o the
‘computer. "Did you find a map?”

Steve sighed. "No, but take a look 1 asked for
information on the blue series, and it started 0 give
s a report on these LQ. tests, coded by color, then
this. I can't get anything else.”

John peersd at the soreea, mumbling, *. .. man
who makes it doesn't need i, buys it doesn't want it
uses it, doesn't know i ..."

Karen, who had been rereading the Trisquad mate-
rial, looked up with sudden sharp interest, “Wai, I
know that one. If's a casket.™

‘Somchow, Rebocoa wasn't surprised that Karen
knew the riddle; the woman struck ber a¥ someone
‘who theived on puzzles. They all gathered around
Steve quickly typed in “casket.” The screen remained
unchanged.

“Try ‘coffin,” Rebeoca muggested.
Steve's fingers flew across the keys. As soon as he hit

“enter,” the riddle dirappeared, replaced by:

‘BIDE SERIES ACTIVATED.

Then followed:

TESTS FOUR (BLOCK A), SEVEN (BLOCK D), AND NINE
(BLOCK BY BLUE TO ACCESS DATA (BLOCK E).

“Blue to .. Ammon's message,” Karen said quickly.

“That's it - the message received related to the blue

then said, ‘enter answer for key. The answer

was cofftn
.. and the test numbers are the key,” David raid.
“There are three more lines i the message, then 'blue
10 access." The lines must be the answers o the

tests, the letters and numbers reverse, time rainbow,
and don't count. Jill was right, it's all about some-
thing we're supposed to find."

Rebeoca felt a rush of excitement as David grabbed

& pen off the desk and turned over the scrap of the.
“Trisquad repart. The information they hed finally
‘made sensc - Dr. Ammon's message actually meant
something.

We can do this, we've got something solidnow ...
David drew five boxes in two lines, the same 15 on
“Trent's map, marking the southernmot box with the
letter C. After & pause, he tentatively labeled the
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found herself thinking again about Nicolas Griffith,
ubout the story of the Marburg victims and al-
though there was o proof that he was behind the
‘mass slaughter of the Umbrella people, she couldn't
shake the feeling that he was respontible.

“The corridor led them past several open rooms,
each as barren and sterile as the building they'd come
from. They passed an exit at the far sids of the block,
‘and sfter another turn in the hall, finally came to
door marked again with the letter A, and below it,
1-4. There were three triangles beneath the numbers,
each a different color - red, green, and blue.

David opened the door, revealing s much shorter
hall, stark fluorescent light spilling into the stale dark-
nesy; there were two doors, one on either side. Steve
found the lights and tarned them on, and Rebeoca saw
that there were more of the colored triangles on the
doar to their xight. The other was blank.

“I'll take the test,” David said. "Steve, you and
[Rebecca check out the other room, we'll meet back
here.”

Rebeoca nodded, saw Steve do the same. He looked
wlittle pale, but seemed steady enough, though be
dropped his gaze when be noticed her looking. She
felt n pang of sympathy for him, realizing that he was
probably embarrassed for losing his lunch.

They opened the unlabeled door snd stepped into
‘yet another windowless room, as stuffy and warm as
the rest of the building. Rebeoon turned on the lights
and & rather large office lined with bookshelves flick-
ered into view. A steel desk wat in one corner next 1o a
filing cabinct, the cmpty drawers standing open.
Steve sighed. "Looks like another bust,” he said.

“You want the desk or shelves?”

Rebeoca shrugged. “Shelves, I guess.”

‘He grinned almost shyly. "Just as well. Maybe I can
find some breath mints or something in one of the
drawers
Rebeoca smiled, glad that he'd made the joke.
"Save me one. I swallowed it down back there, but it
was a close call."

“They locked gazes, still smiling and Rebocca felt
tiny shiver of excitement run through her as the.
‘socand stretched, lingering  few beats longer than &
‘mare casual exchange.

Steve looked away first, but his color had returned,
his cheeks alightly pinker than before. He moved to
the desk and Rebecen turned 1o face a row of books,
feeling u little flushed herself. There was a definite
itraction there, and it seemed to be mutual -

- and@if's only about the worst ime and place to
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o defend themuclves, only stood there, toctering on
rotting legs, waiching him.

Bam! Bam!

“Two clean head shots, explosively loud over the
‘continuing raitle of the M-16+. Before they'd even hit
the ground, John heard anotber nin-millimeter thun-
dering through the darkness, drowning the sutomatic
fire.

Karen...
He shot anotber glance around the door and saw

the crumpling figure of the engaged tcam a undred
foct away, one of them sillfring as it fell, its retdling
rifle aimed usclessly at the sky. Karen crouched out
from between the buildings, handgun still pointed st
the spasming shooter, ber back 10 John.

- teams won't engage -

“Don't shoot him! Over here, leave him!”

‘She tumed, a lthe and graceful spin, sprinting
meet him. As soon us she was through, he pulled the:
doar closed, the crack of the sutomatic muted to a
dull popping sound.

John sagged against the door as Karen fumbled for
the lock, his brain il screaming at him that he'd
scen the impossible, that he'd just killed two dead
men, that there was nowhere he could put that
information that wouldu't drive him insane.-

- can't be, didn't believe, didn't believe it before,
didn 't know and they were DEAD they were ROTTING
and they were -

Kareals ragged whisper broke the warm dark, broke
through the cycling chain of bis spinning, dizzying

He binked, the worda regvirin slowy.
“Going first, I mean,” she added. “Was it every-
thing you hoped it would be?"

He felt n crecping amazement take the place of the
‘whirling, terrible thoughts, the confusion ebbing, the
‘waters of his mind becoming clear again.
“That's not funny, " he said.

Afer & beai, they both started to laugh.

TEN

THE FARTHER AWAY THEY GOT FROM THE
front of the concrete block, the less noxious the air,
for which Rebeoca was deeply grateful. She'd been
secands away from vomiting herself, the smell was
that bad - a greasy, oily sench that scemad almost
tangibe, an catity in iisclf.

‘As they moved quietly through the well it hall, she:
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David closed the door quickly but quietly, sensing
the emptines of the dark room, the lack of life and.
then the smell kit him. Either Steve or Rebeoca
gaggod, a dry bark of involuntary revalsion as David
‘smatohed for the tarch, already dreading what he
knew they would see.

Tt was the seme terrible stink that they'd come.
across in the boathouse but a hundred times more:
powerful. Even without the rocent reference, David
knew the odor. He'd experienced it ina jungle of
‘South America and in a cultists camp in Idaho, and
once, in the bascment of a serial killer’s house. The
‘smell of rotting, multipl doath was unforgettable,
rancid bile like sour milk and flyblown meat.

Eow many, kow mary will there be?

“The beam snapped on and as it found the totering,
rocking pile that took up ane comer of the large:
storage room, David saw that there was 1o way 10 be
‘certain; the bodies had started to melt into one
‘anotber, the blackened, shriveling flesh of the stacked
‘corpses blending and pooling from the humid heat.
Maybe fiftcen, maybe twendy. ..

Retching, Steve stumbled away and throw up, &
harsh and helpless sound in the otherwise quict room.
David quickly tock in the rest of the chamber, finding
 door against the back wall, the letter A blocked
across it in black.

‘Without another look at the terrible mound, he
‘ustied Rebeocs toward the far door, grabbing Steve
s they passed. Once they were through, the smeil
faded to barely tolerabile.

They were in a windowless corridor, and though
there ras a light switch next to the docr, David
sgnared it for the moment, catching his breath, letting
the two young team members collect themselves.
Apparcaily, they'd found the Umnbrella workers of
Caliban Cove; all but at least one of them, anyway
‘and David decided thatif they ran scross hirm, he'd
shoot first and not bother with any questions st all.

Karen and John stood at the door for a full minute.
after the otbers had gone, cracked opea just wide.
enough for them to listen. Cool air filtered through
the opening, the far away hiss of waves, but no shots,
10 screams.

‘Karen let the door close and looked st John, her
pale features masked in the dim light Her voice was
low, even, and temsibly seious. “They're i by now.
You want to take lead, or would you prefer if I wens
first?™

John couldn't help himself. "My women always go
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blood could hold millions, hundreds of millions of
virus particles. Not a pleasant thought, consider-
ing. A nine-millimeter round could inflict a lot of
damnge. ..

... and they don'tlie down when they're hit. The
three by she boathouse just kept coming, walking and
firing and bleeding. ..

They were waiting for his signal. David shook the
thoughts off and thumbed the safety on bis weapon,
putting his other hand on the door latch.

“Ready? Quietly, now, o three - one . .. two.....
three.”

H pushed the door open and slipped outsids into
the cool night air and the whisper of ocean waves. It
‘was much brighter than before, the almost-full moon
having risen high, bathing the compound in silvery
biue light Nothing moved.

Straight in front of him about tweaty metexs away
‘was John and Karen's destination, and he was re-
Tieve to sce a door set into the concrete wall facing.
block C; they wouldn' have o go around 1o get
inside.

David edged away from the doar to his Iof, hugging
the narrow shadow of the wall. He could just make
out the front of the building be hoped war A, tall,
‘wind-beat pinea to the left and behind it There was &
darker shadow midway along its length, a door, and
10 cover in the thirty-plas metars that spanned the
distance. Once they sicpped away from C, they'd be
totally vulnerable.

Ifthere's a team between the two lines of build-
ings
He shot a glanco back, saw Rebecon and Stove
tensed and waiting behind him. If they were going to
walk into u corridor of fire, at least he'd be in front;
Steve and Rebeoca should have time to get back to
He took a deep breath, held it..

..and broke sway from the wall, running in 8 low
‘crouch for the dark square of the biocks entry.
‘Shapes of pallid light and shadow blurred pest. His
entirs being was waiting for the flash of an utomatic,
the crack of fire, the sharp and picreing pain that
‘would take him down, but it was sileat and stl, the
only sound the violent stammer of his heart, the vush
of blood through his veins. Seconds stretched an
eternity as the door loomed closer, larger ...

“Then the latch was under his fingers and he was
pushing, bursting into a sifling blackness, spinning
around to sce Rebecoa and then Steve come lunging in
after him.
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of concrete against his left shoulder and hip, the steady
pump of exbilaration and fluidity in bis muscles. There
‘was another door, facing the broad, glimmering open-
ness of the sca, cool light malte against metal.
Rat-atat-atat-atat!

‘Bullets hit the dirt at hia feet. Jobn spun and leaped
backward, flattening himsclf aguinst the wall as he
grabbe for the latch. Walking from the direction of
the boathouse, & line of three:
. and John tore the door open and jumped bekind
t, heard the clatier of 22 rounds smash into the
‘metal, stopped inches from his body by the explosive.
ping.ping.ping that ratied the door.

‘He held the door open with his foot, took a split-
secand look around the edge and targeted the flash of
Tight, squeezing the trigger as chips of concrete and
dust flew from the wall. The nine-millimeter jumped,
& part of his hand, and he was an animal now, st one.
‘with the thundering rounds, the pull of his breath, the
awarcness of himself both as & man and a bringer of
death.

Another loak and the line was closer now, the thros
dark figurcs taking shape. John got off another shot,
ducked bebind the open door .. and when he looked
again, there wer only two sanding.

them, two of them,
ten fieet awny at the northeast comer of the building.
Both held automatic rifles.

But mad no move to fire.

H felt panic then, a scrcaming, whining beastin
his gut that threatened to devour him from the intide:
out-

- holy shit.

“The fusillade of the M-16s was still approsching,
but he could see only the creatures that stood there,
‘watching him with blank and rubbery eyes, wobbling
on unstzady legs. The one on the lef had only half s
face; from the nose down was
tivnuc, chunks of dark wetness hanging fromm strings of
elastic flesh. The one on the xight looked intact at frat,
i deathly white and dirty ... until he saw the ex-
ploded mass of its belly, the limp, dripping snake of
intestine flopped out against his bloody shirt.

- won't engage until team A finishes -

John stepped backwand into the warm dark of the
building, using one distant arm to hold the door open
against the pair that till firod. e leancd out and
aimed as carcfully as be could manage, squashing the
panic as best he could. Neither of the creatures moved.
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first,” he whispered. "Thaugh I prefer it when we go
together, if you know what I mean.

Karen sighed heavily, a sound of pure, cxasperation.
John grinned, thinking sbout how easy she was. He
knew he shoulda't devil her, but it was hard to reriat.
‘Karen Driver kicked ass with a weapon and she was
sharp as a tack in the brains department, bat she was
also ane of the most humarless people he'd ever
known.

It's my duty to help her lighten up. If we're gonna
die, might as well be laughing as crying ... A vimple
philosophy, but one he beld dear; it had gotten him
through many an unpleasant situation in the past.
“John, just answer the goddamn question ..."

“Tll go," e said mildly. "Wait ill 1 get through,

then follow."

She nodded briskly, stepping back t let him by. He
briefly considered telling her that he'd greet her st the
door wearing nothing but & smile, but decided sgainst
it Theyd worked together for almost five years, and
he knew from expericnce that he could anly go so far
befare she got pissy. Besides, it was a good line, and
he didaft want to wasts it.

As soon as his hand closed over the lstch, he took &
decp breath, letting his sparkling wit take a back seat
to what be thought of as his “soldier mind.” There
‘was humor, and then there was conquering the
enemy - and while he enjoyed both immensely, be'd
Tearned long ago 10 keep them separate.

Gonna be a ghost now, gonna slide through the dark
like a shadow ...

He gently pushed the doar open. No sound, no
‘movement. Holding his Beretta loosely, he stepped
‘away from the building and moved quickly through
the silvery dark, fixing on the door that was scarcely
twenty steps away. His soldier mind fed him the facts,
the cool wind, the soft tread of boots against dirt, the
‘smell and tate of the ocean, bt his heart tld him
that he was a ghost, floating like, an invisibls shadow
through the night.

He reached the doar, touching the clammy metal
bar with sieady fingers and it wouldn't move. The
entrance was locked.

No panic, no womy, be was a shade that no one.
‘coald see; he'd find another way in. John held up &
hand, telling Karcn to wait, and edged smoothly to his
right.

Silens and easy, shadow without form ...

He reached the comer and slid around, letting his
heightened sentes contimue to feed him information.
No movemeat in the whispering night, the rough feel
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stained rug.
Nothing, there's nothing here. We should get out
before someone comes looking...

John opened a drawer and rummaged through it
‘while Steve tried to make out what was on an over-
head shelf. Behind them, Karcn spoks again.

“He wasn't dead when they nailed him up, though
I'd say he was close. Definitely unconscious. There's
10 smearing, suggesting he didn' struggle ... and
there are slide marks, here and here; Id say ke was
shot by the back door and dragged over.”

John had finished digging through the drawer and
they moved an, boots squelching against the wood
floor. A set of socket wrenches. A cheap radio. A
‘crumpled paper bag next to & pencil nub.

‘Something snagged at Steve's thoughts and e
stopped, looking at the peper bag. The pencil...

He picked up the crunched ball, smoothing out the
‘wrinkles and turning it over. Thers were scveral lines
‘written near the bottom, scrawled and jorky.

“Hey, we found something," John called quietly,
shining the light on the writing as the others hurried.
over. Steve read it aloud, squinting at the faintly
penciled words under the wobbling beam. There was
‘10 punctaation; he did his beat to work out the pauses
s he went.

“July 20. Food was drugged, I'm sick, 1 hid the
material for you, sent data. Boats are sunk and he let
the..."

Tris. .. tri-squads?
*‘Boats are sunk and he let the Trisquads out - dark
now, they Tl come, T think he killed the rest -stop hins -
God knows what he means to do. Destroy the lab - find
Kristo, tell her I'm sorry, Lyle is sorry. I wish....™
There was nothing more.

“Ammon's message,” Karen snid roftly. “Lyle
Ammon.”

Tt didn't take & rocket scietistto figure out who

‘was hanging on the door. The sagging, sceping Mr.
Death had an identity now, for what it was worth.
And the measage. that Trent bad given David was 5o
‘weird because the poor guy had apparently been
doped up when be seat it.

“Nice to put a fuce 10 the name, huh?" Jobn
‘cracked, but not even he smiled. The desperate ltle.
note had an ominous ring to it, with or without the
brutal munder to back it up.

What's a Trisquad? Who's "he"?

“Maybe we should look around a litle mare.”
Rebeoca bogan hexitantly, but David was shaking his
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‘Without locking away from the rectangle of dark.
‘wood, Rebecoca shouted as loud a8 she could, her voice
‘cracking over the relentless spray of the automatics.
“Head shats! Aim for the head!”
There was 1o way to know if they'd heard her, the
ifle or rifles kept pounding, approaching. Her
thoughts raced to understand, images of the T-Virus
victims flitting through her mind. They'd been mind-
less, slow, inhuman and sccidental, not on purpose -not with
ose.
“Rebecca, let's gol”
There was still the sound of an automatic rifle
firing, but the bothouse no longer shook from the
impact of its force. She shot « glance back, saw Steve
sill shooting at something, saw David motioning at
her to move.
She sidled for the open door, catching « sickening,
up-close lool at the bulletriddled carpse still hanging
there. The head had caved in like & rotting pumpkin,
teeth shattered, gummy flocks of tissue radiating out
from behind the skull. The waving hand was oo longer
‘connected 1o the rotting arm, the radius and ulna
blown away. It dangled there like some obscene,
Steve fired once more and the auto's clatter ceared.
Ho raised the weapon, bis eyes wids and shocked as
he opened his mouth to say something ..
.. and the back doar crashed open, bullets flying
through the dark in a blaze of orange fire. David
pushed her roughly through the front and she ran, the
responding crack of nine- millimeter rounds resonat-
ing behind her.
- get o the building, get to cover -
‘She sprinted through the shadows, hex wet shoes
thumping acrows packed, rocky dit, her searching
gaze finding the outline of  massive, concrets block
‘and the spindly tres that surrounded it in the dark-
ners ahead.

She veered toward the call, saw Jobn's musoular
form silhouettod by pals stariight at the comer of the.
building. As she neared him, she saw the open door,
Karen standing in the entry with her weapon trained
back toward the boathouse. Bullets sl sang through
the shadows.

“Get in/* Karen shouted, stcpping out of the way,
‘and Rebeoca ran past her, not slowing until she was
inside. She fell into a table in the pitch black, cracking
one hip painfully against the odge.

“Turning, she saw Karen firing, heard John yelling,
“Come am, come on.."
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head,
“I think it's best if we leave this for now. We'lL.."

He broks off as heavy, plodding footsteps sounded
across the wood deck, just outsids the door they'd
‘come through. Everyane froze, listening. Mors than
one set, and whoever they wers, they were making no
effort o hido their approach. They stopped t the
door and stayed there, no rattling knob, no crashing
kick, 0o other sound. Waiting.

David circled one finger in the air, pointed to Karen
‘and then to the other door, hung with the gridly
remaina of Lyl Ammon. The signal to move out,
Karen first.

They edged towand the grinning corpse, Steve wing-
ing at every shifting oreak they created, breathing
through his mouth o avoid inhaling the stench

‘and as Karen pushed the door open, the silence.

‘was shattered by the rattle of sutomatic fire, coming
from in front of them, to the lef, coming from the
diroction of their escape.

EIGHT

KAREN JUMPED BACK AS BULLETS CRACKED
into the door. Chunke of roften flesh spatiered up from
Ammon's body; the corpre danced and waved in a
shucklering, jerking rhythen of macabre motion.
David smatched at the coat of the dead man and
‘yanked, but the door was pinned open by the clatter-
ing fire and whoever was shooting was coming
‘closer, the explosive shots louder, the splinters of flesh
‘and wood peling them with greater force, They were
trapped, both exits blocked.

Rebeoca clutohed her Beretia in one shaking hand,
‘watching for a signal from David. He pointed roughly
northweat, into the compound, shouting o be heand
‘v the whining, spitting clatter of the automatic fire.
“Rebecea, other door! John, Karen, next building,
securel Steve, we cover! Gol”

As one, Steve and David leaped out and started to
fire, the booming rounds punciuating the lighter hail
of deadly ammo.

John and Karen charged out at s full run, were
imstantly swallowed up by the shadows. Rebeoca spun
‘and trained her weapon on the back doar, her beart
pounding in ber throat. The walls trembled and.
shook.

“Die, Jesus, why won't they die?" Steve screamed
behind her, a strain of disbelief and terror in his voice
that made her blood run cold.

... ombies?
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‘When his hands touched the cool metal of the
‘canisters, the fire turned to ash. The smooth, silver
tanks wers like a splash of reason, bringing him back
to himself. His control returned as abrupsly as it had
gone, leaving him breathless and sweating.

My creation. My work

Bilinking, gasping, bo found himself standing in &
sea of ripped papers, broken glass, and tom circuitry.
He'd managed to destroy the computer, the bearer of
bad news, in picces on the cold floor. On another day,
he might have been ashamed at the hysterical tan-
trum, but on this, his eve of greatness, he allowed that
the rage had been justified.

Justified, perhaps, but pointless. How will you keep
them from stopping you? You can't release the strain
here, and you can'trisk taking it outside, not now...
what are their plans? How much do they know?

He could find out easily enough. There were sill
0 other terminals in the Iab and he walked quickly
0 one of them, glancing at the mute doctore, siting
quietly by the sirlock. If they'd even noticed his
rampage, they gave no sign. He felt n amall rush of
hatred for them, for creating the uscless Trisquads;
the "unstoppable” guards had failed him now that he
needed them most.

He sat down and tumed on the monitor, imps-
tently waiting for the spinning umbrella of the com-
pany logo 1o disappear. The security network for the
‘compound's system was based in the lab; he'd be able:
t0 see what the intruders were secking without alert-
ing them o his presence,if be could remember how to
ncces the information.
He tapped several keys, waited, then typed in his
‘clsarance number. Aftr the bricfest of pauses, lines
of glowing groen data spilled acros the crcen. He'd
done it

Seek, find, locate. ...

He frowned at the information, wondering why the
hell anyone from Umbrella would be searching for the
Iaboratory and far that matter, why they'd try look-
ing for that information in the mainframe at all. The.
system derigners weren' idiots, there was nothing
about the layout of the facility in the files. ..

... and Umbrella would know it. Which means ...
Relief coursed through him, cool and pure relef 10
grcat that he Iaughed out loud. He saddenly felt quite
silly at his childish resction to the breach. The search-
er wamn't from Umbrella, and that changed every-
thing. Even if they managed 1o find the lab, an
unlikely proposition at best, cansidering its location
they wouldn' be able to gain entry without s key card.
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adt been sheer Iuck that the Leviathans had retumed.
on their own.

The Ma7s were & differeant matter entirely, of
‘course. They were too violent, 100 unpredictable to be
let out. But letting them starve 10 death i their cage
dido't seem right, perticularly not when they, too,
‘would enjoy the effects of his gift: it warn' their
‘choice to exist as creatures of destruction, even to
exint atall. And since he'd played u small role in their
creation, he felt a responsibility to do something for
them...

He'd stood i front of the outer gate for quite some
time, considering the problem as all five,of the ani-
mals hurled themselves repeatodly at the heavy steel
mesh, their strange, mournful howls echoing through
the damp and winding caves. There was a manusl
Tock release near the enclosure, anotber in the lab,
bt there was 0o way to loose them from the light-
house, and he certainly couldr't let them out before
he got o safety. He could send one of the doctors 1o
do it but the 75 had a rmuch slower metabolism than
human's, and there was a risk that they would get o
him before they made the change. A month before his
takeaver of the compound, Dr. Chin and two of her
‘vet techs had made the mistake of irying to tead 1o
one.of the sick ones; it wa a bad way to die, and
aithough he'd be oblivious to the pain once he'd made
the transition, he meant to stay with the new world for
a5 long as posibe.

Geiffith had Fnally decided that cuthanasis was the
only reasonable choioe. Tt was a reluctant decision,
but he could see no altemative. Although the lab was
‘well stocked, poisons weren'. his farte, 5o he'd de-
cided to look up the information on the mainframe
‘and there, in the cold comfort of the sealed laborato-
£y, he'd discovered that his sanctuary had been in-
vaded.

He satin frontof the computer in « kind of shock,
staring at the blinking cursor that indicated system
use in one of the bunkers. There was no chance that it
‘was & mistake. Excepk for the lab terminals, the rest of
the compound had been powered down weeks ago.
Umbrella had come.

The first emotion 10 brealk through his stunned
‘astonishment was ruge, 8 swecping, rod-hot fury that
tore away all reason, descending over him like
blinding fire. For a fow moments, he was lost, his body
taken over by the primal force, grasping and rending,
tearing a the uscloss, meaningloss things that fll
beneath hia buming fingers.

—they will NOT will NOT stop me will NOT—
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And Griffith had destroyed all of them ...
.. except for Amman's. His was never found.

Geiffith froze, then shook his head, 8 nervous smils
on his face. No, he'd searched practically everywhere
for the missing card, what were the chance that the
interloper would stumble across it?

And what were the chances that they'd make it past
the Trisquads, kmm? And what was Lyle up to during
those hours when you couldn't find him? What i he did
et a message out? You only checked for transmissions
to Umibrella, but what if ke contacted someone else?
Even as the dreadful, impossibls thought ocourred.

to him, the compater began to spit out information

on the logic skills teats. The socio-psychological series
tests that Ammon had deigned.

Griffith felt i control slipping agein. He clenched
his hands into fists, refusing to give in; there was 100
much at stake, he couldn't sfford to let s emotions
take over, not now, he had 10 think.

T'm a scienist, not a soldier, I don's even know how

10 shoot, o fight! Id be useless in combat, totally...
Unprediciable. Unconsrollable.

A slow grin spread across his features.

Blood was secping from his firts, from whero his
raggod fingermails had dug into the heels of his hands,
but he felt no pain. His gaze wandered around the
open, silent laboratary, resting bricfly o the airlock.
Then to the blank, stapid faces of his doctors. To the.
cylinders of compressed i and virus, his miracle.
And finally, 1o the controls for the mesh gato that led
t the animal enclosurs.

Dr. Griffith's smile widensd. Blood pattersd to the:
floor.

Let them come.

NINE

AS STEVE READ ALOUD, REBECCA SAW DAVID
glance between hia waich and the door several times.
She didot think it had been ten minutes, but ithad to
be close. John snd Karen weren't back yet.

... where each is designed fo measure applica-
tion of logic, as combined index projective techniques
with interval precision ... "

It was rather dry reading, spparently  facility

report on the analysis of some kind of LQ. tost It had
obviously been written by a scientist, wa, in fact,
the kind of boring double talk that a ot of researchers

tended 1o fall into when trying 10 explain anything
‘mare complicated than a chair, St it was what had
‘come up when Steve had arked for information on






images/page64.jpg
Doesn "t appear that we have amywhere else 10 ...
“Check him out. Anyome else?”

Nobody anwered as Rebecca sepped up to Steve,
‘motioning for him to take off the vest. David turned
‘nd lociked around the room, measuring it against the
memory of Trents map and what litle he'd seen from
ontside. There were a half dozen cheap metal desks,
exch with u compater and bits of clutter on top. The
‘cement walls were undecorated and plain. There was
another door an the west wall hat had 1o lead decper
into the building.

“Karen, secure that," hie said. They could check out
the rest of the site once they d decided what 1o do.
Once you've decided, Captain; perhaps you'd like to
send them out for @ swim? It can' be ay worse than
‘what you'e already managed. ..

David ignared the inner voice, perfectly aware of
how badly he'd underestimated the situation. The
team di't need o see. him wallow in self-doubt, it
‘wouldn help anything. The question was, shat now?
“Let's talk, " he wid. Tt doesn't look like we're
Jacing an accidens after all. What did the note say?
The food was drugged, and something about a ‘he'
killing the others .. i it possible that we're not
looking ata T-Virus spill?”

Rebeoca looked up from her examination of Steve's
‘chest, the compater expert stting on one of the detks
in front of her. Steve winoed as Rebeocals fingers
circled the darkening bruisc. on his right pectoral. She.
smilled guilily at him, shaking her head.

“You're okay. Nothing's broken.”

‘She turned back to David, the smile falling sway.
“Yeah. Ifthere'd heen a release, that guy on the door,
Ammon, would've been affected. But the Trisquads -
- if they're the result of experiments with the T-Virus,
they'd have rotted away by now. I’ been over three
weeks since he wrote that note, we should be looking
at piles of mush. Either it's o differens virus, or
someone’s been taking care of them. Enzyme upheep,
maybe some kind of refrigeration...”

David nodded slowly, following her reasoning.
“And if that ‘someone’ had gone mad and killed.
everyane, why bother?”

“That corpse, waving at us,” Karen waid thought-
fully. "And the ereature or creatures in the cove. It's
Like he expected people to come...”

~..but didn't mean for us to get very far,” John
finished.

The line from the note ran through David's mind,
the words following the plea 1o stop “him."

“God knows what he means to do.".
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.. and Steve pounded through the door, gasping.
He palled 10 a stop before crashing into her, one hand
clutching his chest.

Rebeoca moved 1o the door and grasped the cool
thickness, her mind absently regirtering that the ma-
terial was stocl an David hurtled through, ehouting.
“Karen, John!"

Karen backed into the darkness, weapon still
ruised. There were three more sharp reports from &
Beretta and then John slipped inside, his jaw
clznched, his nostrils flaring.

Rebeoca slammed the door, her fingers finding &
deadbalt switch. The soft mick of the lock was barely
‘udible against the ringing in her cars. Outride, the
bullets stoppect. There wers no shouts betwee the
attackers, no alarms, 0o barking of dogs or screaming
of wounded. The sudden silence was total, broken
only by the deep, shuddering breathing in the warm
and muggy darkness.

A halogen bear ffickered on, revealing the shocked
faces of the tear as David shons it around their
retreat. A midsize room, crowded with desks and
St et Tk SE8 L

“Did you teve gasped, sddressing no
unzlnpnvwhx. “God, they wouldn't go down, did
you see that?”

Nobody answered, and though they were out of
immediate danger, Rebecos didu’t feel ber adrenaline
slowing, didn? feel her heart settling back to anything
‘approaching normal; it seemed that Urnbrella had
found a new application for the T-Virus. And like it or
not, we're going to have to deal with the consequences.
“They were trapped in Caliban Cove. And in this
acility, the creatures had gunt.

David took a final deep breath and exhaled it
‘heavily, flashing the torch's light toward the door.
“T'd say we've been spotied,” he suid, hoping that

he dida't sound as despiring as he felt. “Might as
well see what we've gotten iito. Rebecca, would you
turn on the lights?"

‘She flipped the wall switch and the room snapped.
into blinding brilliance, overhead fluoreacents pulsing
o lifc. Blinking against the sudden glare, David
surveyed the team, saw that Steve had one hand
presscd to his cheat.

“Are you hit?"

“Vest stopped it," he said, but he seemed more out
of breath than the others, his face paler than it should
have been.

Rebeoca glanced at David with a questioning geze.
He nodded at her.
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fully. *T want for us to make it out of here.”
“Amen to that,* John muttered.

David remembered what he'd told the Racooon

team, about cach of themn doing what they did best if
they meant to succeed against Umbrella. He'd mid it
t get Chrir's apgroval of his operation, but it was a
truth that applied to ll of them.

Get 10 i, Capain...

“John, you and Karen take a look around the
building, check the doors, be back in ten. Steve, boot
up ome of thase computers, see if you can fird a
detailed layout of the grounds. Rebecca, we'll go
through the desks. We want maps, data on Trisquads,
T-Virus, anything personal about the researchers that
might tell us who's behind al this.

"David nodded st them, realizing that he felt clearcr
‘and more balanced than he had in  long, long time.
“Let’s do it," he said. To hell with the S.T.AR S.
They were. going to take Umbrella down.

Dr. Griffith might not have even noticed the securi-
ty breach if it hadin't boen for the Ma7s; ¢ seemed that
they were useful after all, though not in the way they'd
been intended.

He'd spent most of the day in the lab, dreamily
pondering the prossurizzd canisters standing by the.
entrance, the shining steel glitiering seductively in the
S0ftlight. Once he'd mads the decision to let the virus
g0, he'd realized that thers was really nothing elsc he.
needed to do. The hours had flown by; cach glance at
the clock had been  surprise, though not an unpleas-
ant one. He'd be the first, after ll, the first convert to
the new way of the world. With that in front of him,
the only task with which he needed to concern himscf
‘was geiting the canisters up 1o the lighthouse and.
‘with the doctors waiting sileatly, patiently by, cven
that was taken care of. Just before dawn, he'd give
them their final instructions and then proudly lead
the human species into the light, into the miracle of

mbemﬂnwoﬂh:mhmh.dﬁmﬂy
drawn him out into the caves, the only concern he
hadn't already dismissod us triviel. He'd already
made & mistake with the Levisthans; once he'd taken
over the facility, he'd lowered the cove gates on
impulse, wanting them to be as free as he'd felt. Tt
‘wasn't until the next day that he'd realized Umbrella.
‘might find out and come locking, effectively putting
an end to his plans. He'd continued 1 sead in weekly
reports to keep up appearances, but there was no good
explanation for the “escape” of the four creatures. It
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Steve had slipped his it back on, shivering from
the damp cloth. *So what do we do now?”

David didn't snswer him, not sure what o say. He
felt 8o drainod, so exhausted and uncertain.

... our aptions are 10 ge out or go deeper,"he
suid sofly. “Considering what's kappensd so far, I
don't feel camfortable making that call. What do you
want o do?"

David looked warily from face to face, expecting to
sec anger and disdain; he'd Lot them down, led them
into a perilous sitmation without a contingency plan,
all because be couldat stand 1o see the S.T.A R S.
tamnished. And now that they were trapped, he didnt
know what to do.

The expressions they wore, 15 a group, were thought-
ful and intent. He was murprised to sec Karen actually
‘smile, and when she spoke, her tone was brightly
eager.

“Since you're asking, I want 0 figure this out. I
‘want 10 know what happened here.”
Rebeoca was nodding. "Yeak, me, too. And I still
want 10 get a look at the T-Virus.”

“I wanna pick off a few more of those Tri-bays,™
John said, grinning, "Man, combies with M- 16,
night of the living death squad.”

Steve aighed, pushing his wet bangs off his fore-
head. "Might as well keep looking; going back out
isn't exactly safe. It's not the way I would v liked, but
getsing dirt on Umbrella was the original plan.....
yeak, I want to nail these bastards.”

David smiled, feeling properly embarrassed at him-
self. He hadn't just underestimated the sicuation, he'd
sorely undercatimated his toam.

“What do you want?” Rebeccn aiked saddenly.
“Really?”

The question surprised him ancw - not because,
she'd arked, but because suddenly, he didn' have an
anewer. He thought about the §.T.A.R S., about his
‘obscssion with his carcer and what it had already cost
them. All he'd wanted for days was to fecl as though
life's work had been meaningful,that it badn't
been wasted and he'd convinoed himself that un-
‘covering the treachery within the job would lay his
mind &t rest, a¥ if rooting out the cormuption would
somehow prove that he wasnt worthless.

T've worshipped at the altar of the organization for 50
long ... but isn'tthis the reason why, the real purpose?
Here,in this room, on these faces?

Ho studhed her curious, sharp gaze, flt the rest of

“T want for us to survive,” he said finally, truth-
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Admit it. You're worried about this ane, and have
been since David broke the news, The facts are all out
of order, the pieces don't fi the way they're supposed
ta.

Tt was ironic that the reasons compelling her to
‘crack this mystery were the same ones that made her
50 uncasy: Trent, the S.TARS

What had happened at Caliban Cove? What would
they uncover? What did the poem mean?

Not enough data. Not yet.

‘She'd always prided herself on her lack of imagina-

tiom, om her ability 1o find the truth bused on
cal evidence rather than wild, unsubstantisted intu-
stion. Tt was the key 10 success in hex field, and though
she was awarc that the sometimes came across as
overly clinica - even cold - she accepted who she
‘was, embracing the kind of peace that was found in
knowing all of the facts. Whether it was cxamining
biood spray patterns or measuring angles on an entry
‘wound, there, wa & decp satisfction for her in olving
puzzles, in finding out not only why, but how. The
unanswered questions sbout Caliban Cove werc an
affront to her carcful thought processes. They went
against her gruin, smudging her very ordered sease of
reality - and she knew that she wouldn'tfind relief
until those queations were put to roat.

‘She was finished with the weapons. She should
‘check the utility belts again, make sure everything was
Tocked down and ready, and then sce if David had
‘anything else for her to do.

Karen hesitated, foeling u trickle of warm sweat
slide down her back. No one was within sight of the
‘open back door, and she'd already double checked
every flap and pocket on every belt. With & sudden
rush of somsthing like guilt, she reached into her vest
pocket and pulled out her socret, comfarted by the.
familiar weight af it in her hand.

God, if the guys knew, I'd never hear the end of it.

It had been given 10 ber by her father, a remnant
from his service in WWIT and one of the few items she
had 1o remermber him by—an ancient anti-personnel
shrapmel grenade, called a pineapple becaus of itx
‘crosshaiched exterior. Carrying it was one of her few
unpractical idiosyncrasies, one that made her fecl &
little silly. She'd worked hard 1o present herself as
thoroughly mtional, intelligent soman, not prone 1o
emotionl sentimentality and in most respects, that
‘was true. But the grenade was her rabbit' foot, and
she never weat on a mission without it. Besides, she
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the words of the mystezious message repeating
through her thoughts as she thumbed the nine-
‘millimeter rounds into each migazine.

... Ammon's message received/blue series/enter answer
Jor keyfetters and numbers reverse/time rainbowdon't
‘count/blue t access.

‘She finished another clip and set it aside with the:
others, bsently wiping her cily fingers on the log of
‘hex pants before picking up the next. A welcome,
brecze whisperod through the muggy van, emelling of
salt and summer-warmed sea. They'd pulled off the
road south of the cove, finding a clear patch 10 et up
not a quarter mile from the water's edge. Outride, the
sun s setting, casting long shadows across the dusty
ground. The not-so-distant sound of soft waves
against the shore ras soothing, a white noise back-
ground to the low voices of the others us they worked.
Steve and David were propping the raf, while John
‘checked out the motor. Rebeoca was assambling &
‘medioal kit from the supplics theyd "borrowed” out
of the §.T.A R S. equipment warchouse.

.. the letters and menbers... a code? Does it

relate to time? Does counting relate 1o the sum of the
lines, or 1o something else?

‘Her mind warked the riddle relentlessly, gnawing st
the words the way a dog warrics a bone. What did it
mean? Were the lines connected 10 a single concept,
or did each represent a separate aspect of a bigger
pucale? Had Ammon sens the message, and if he
‘worked for Unbrella, why?

‘She finished the last clip and reached for a water-
proaf refocusing berself to the task at hand.
‘She knew that her thoughts would retum to the
strange litle pocm as soon ax she'd completed her
ssigned detail. It was the way he mind worked; she.
just couldn't relax when presented with an ambiguity.
There was slways an answer, always, and finding it
‘was just a matier of concentration, of taking the right
stepe in the right order.

The semi-automatios wers cleaned and ready, lay-
ing in & neat lins next 1o the checked radio gear on the.
floor af the van. They weren' taking any weapons
berides the S.T.AR.S. issued Beretas, David insist-
ing that they needed 10 travel light. Although Karen
agreed, she was sorry they wouldn't be bringing in the
‘ssaull rifles, which were equipped with night scopes.
After hearing more of the details about the zombie-
ke creatures on their ride, she didn't know how
‘comfortable she felt with just a handgun and
halogen flashlight.
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self be dragged backward until be found his balance
and could turn around. Wet figures were reaching oat,
Steve and Rebeoca. . .

Ohmy God, John ...

“I'm okay,” David gasped, stumbling forward, his
knees cracking numbly against larger rocks that his
blurred gaze denied him from sceing. "John, does
anyome see him?"

Nobody anwered. He blinked sway sal, recling
around to face the splashing darkness, the setling
‘waves slapping at thei feet.

“John..." he called, 8 loud as he dared, searching,
seeing nothing at al. Hia heart was as cold as his
body, as heavy as the sodden weight of his Keviar
ver.

—no Ife jackets, would've seen him by now—

He called again, hope dwindling. "John!™

A choking, strangled voice from the Tocks to their
left. What?

David sagged in relie, taking a decp breath as
John's dripping figure taggered out of the shadows.
Steve lunged forwand, grabbing the taller man's arm
and helping him lean against the rocks.

“I dove,” Iohn rasped out.

David tamed und looke:d up, past the sliver of
pebblod, boulder-strewn beach o the darkness of the
compound. They were at the bottom of a short,
angled drop, in plain right. The shock of the mon-
strous fish - it could e called that - was suddenly
unimportantin the light of that realization. They
‘were out of the waler now.

Have they heard us? Seen? Won't make the caves
now, can't stay here...

“The marina,” ke breathed, turning south,
~qudeklyt”

“The team stumbled past hir, Karen taking the
lead, the others following close. No one seemed
seriously injured, & miracle all its own. David jogged
after John, asscssing the situation as his aching legs
carried him through the rocky dark.

Gelto cover, bar the door, regroup, get to the fence.
The ground rose stecply in front of them, the pier
Iooming into view shead. As they clambered up over
rocks, David heard a muffled clatter of metal, saw
Rebecca hugging the black, dripping shape of the:
ammo pack to her chest. He felt a wisp of new hope.
for their chances; i they could ust make it inside,
somewhere safe ...

The building was ahead on their right,silent and
dark, » closed door facing the wooden dock. There
was 00 way to know If it was empty, and though
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Can't go in, three, where's four?
‘John's terrified sbout, from beyond the flosting raft.
“Here! Jokn, this way, come this wa, follow my
voice!

‘John startod toward him as David tread water,
propelling himself backward toward the rocky beach
‘and shouting allthe whils. He saw the top of John's
head appear, saw his arms pumping frantically
through the murky water.

... follow me, I'm over here, we have to get .

A gian, pale shadow rose up mmoothly bebind the
soldier, at lcast three meters across, rounded and
dripping and impossible. Time jerked to x crawl, the
events unfolding in front of hirh in a slow motion
dream. David saw thick, tepering tentacles on either
side near the top of the rising shadow, saw & rounded
slash in the carpre-colored slicknes -

- not tentacles, feclers -

- and realized that he was sceing the underbelly of
 monstrous animal that couldn't possibly exist, &
bottom foeder a8 big a8 a house. The black slash of its
‘mouth hissed open, rovealing clusters of peg-like,
grinding tecth, cach the size of a man's fist

Whea it came down, John would be swallowed up
by the massive jaws. Or crushed. Or plowed into the.
icy deep, » drowning meal for the creature.

Tn the instant it took him to sbaacb the facts, he was
already screaming.

“Divel Divel”

Time skipped forward and the beast was falling
forward, arching over, its long, thick serpent's body
dwarfing the raft,its shadow enveloping the frantic
awimmer. David caught r glimpse of bulbous, rolling
yes the rize of beach ball
- and it crashed down, sending explosive plumes

of water high into the ir, blotting out the stars in
sheets of foaming spray. Before David could draw
breath, « tremendous wave knocked into him, driving
him violeatly backward through the bubbling dark-
ne

There was rushing movement, a sense of helpless
speed as he struggled ngainst the force that tore at his
b, sruggled to find air in the sweeping torrent.
Kicking wildly, he rurged upwand through the liquid
veil, felt cold air slap at his skin and warm, human
hands yanking at his shoulders. Fie inhaled convul-
sively as his boots scraped against rock and Karen's
ragged voice spoke behind him.

“Got him...™

Staggering against the wlimy rocks, David let him-
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“I got fish slime o me, but I'm okay. I've got my
weapon but my light's gone. 5o are the radios.”
“Rebecca?”

Her voice was wavering but quick. "T'm fine - uh,
my weapan's here, and the flashlight, the med kit
ok, and I've got the ammo.”

Steve checked himaelf out as she spoke, unholster-
ing his Beretta and ejecting the wet mag, slipping it
into a pocket. There was an empty spot on his belt
‘where his light should have been.

“Steve?"

“Yeak, no injuries. Weapon but no light."

“Karen?™

David's fingers shifted over the muted beam, allow-
ing a shallow glow to apillinto the room. "No one’s
hrt and we've still armed; things could be a lot worse.
Rebecca, pass out the clips, please. The fence can't be
more than ffty meters south from here, and there are
enough trees for cover, provided no one has seen us
‘yet. This operation is called, we're getting out of
here.”

Steve acoepted three loaded magazines from
Rebeoca, nodding his thanks. He slapped one into the
semi, chambering & round automatically.

Grea, fine, let's blow. That insane creature nearly
eating us, now Mr. Death dropping a casual wave, like
he was pu there to say hello...

Steve wamn't easily frightened, but be knew a bad
situation when he taw it. He admired the S.TAR.S.
decply, bad wanted to go in on the operation to help
make things right, but with their boat gone and the.
inital plan shot 10 shit, nailing Umbrella could wait.
David stepped closer t the decomposed figure, &
Took of disgust curling his featurcs in the shadowy
orange glow of the light. "Karen, Rebecca, come lake
a look at this. John, take Rebecca’s torch, you and
Steve see if you can find anything usefu.”

Rebeoca handed her flashlight to John, who nodded
a1 Steve. The two men walked to one cnd of the long.
‘workbench, the soft voices of the others carrying
acros the il sir.

“The T-Virus didn't do this," Rebeoca said. “Pat-
tern of decay's all wrong...”
Silence, then Karen spoke. “See that? David, give
me the light for a sec...”

John hooded their Fashilight with one large hand,
playing the beam ncross the dirty planks of the:
‘counter. A broken coffee mug. A pile of greary nuts
and bolts on top of a laminated tids chart, An electric
screwdriver, dusty and deated, & couple of bits on &
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‘barely ten meters away, the distance was open and
flat, weathered planking, not even & pebbile 1o block
them from view.

No choice.

“Stay low,” he whispered, and then they were
‘crouching their way to the structure, Karen reaching
the door firs, pushing it open. No light spilled out, no
alarm sounded. Steve and Rebecca piled in behind
hex, then John, then David, stumbling ioto the dark,
closing the wooden door after him with  wet, cold
shoulder.

“Stop where you are,” he ssid soRly, fumbling for
the halogen torch on his belt. Besides the gulping
‘breath of his team, the room was stil, but there was
‘ horrid smel in the close ir, & fading stench of
something long dead. ...

The thin beam of light cut through the black,
revealing a large and mostly empty windowless room.
Ropes and life preservers hung from wooden pegs, a
‘workbench ran the length of one wall, & few sew
hoses, oluttered shelves.

—my God—

The light froze on the room's other door, directly
across from the one they'd entered. The narrow beam
played across the source of the smell, highlighting
bare bone and a tattered, oily-tained lsb coat. Dried
strings af muscle dripped in streamers from a grin-
ning fuce.

A corpse had been nailed to the docr, on hand
fixed in a welooming wave. From the look, it had been
dead for weekr.

Steve felt. his gorge rise it his throat. He swal-
Towed it down, looking away, but the grotesque image
was already fixed in his mind - the cyeless face and
pecling tissue, the carefully splayed fingers pinned
into place.

Jesus, is that some kind of a joke? Steve fel dizzy,
il oat of breath from the nightrarish swim, the
sloshing climb over the rocks, the horror of the.
Umbrella sca monster. The dried, sour smell of rot
‘wasu't helping.

For 1 few seconds, nobody spoke. Then David
‘cupped one hand over the light and started talking,
his voice low but amazingly even.

“Check your belts and drop your clips. I want
status, riw, injuries then equipment. Take a deep
breath, everyone. John?”

‘John's solemn voice rumbled through the shadows
0 Steve's e, sccompanied by sounds of wet, fum-
bling movement. Karen and Rebecca were to his
right, David still by the doar.
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thing's done.”
Karea nodded again, wishing she could say some-
thing to ease the girl's fear. There wasn't anything 1o
say. Rebeoca had dealt with Umbrella before, and any
‘words that Karen might mouth would be hollow ones,
might even seem patronizing. She felk some anxiety
herself, shed be a fool not o, but fear warn'.a state
that she wore often or well. As with most missions,
the overriding foeling she experienced was anticips-
tion, a kind of cercbral hunger for the trath.

“Go ahead and hand out the weapons, I'l get the
rest,” Karen snid finally. She could at least give her
something to do.

Rebeoca helped her unload the equipment as the
sun dipped lower in the heavy summer sky. The winds
ff the walzr grew cooler und the first pale stars
shimmered into view over the Atlantic.

As twilight crept in, they moved down to the water
in an uncasy silence, loading their weapons, sretch-
ing. staring out at the black waters that eddied and
wirled with secrets of their own.

‘Whea the st of the daylight melted off the bori-
2o, they were as ready as they were going 10 get. As
‘John and David slipped the raft into the lapping
darkness, Karen lipped on a black watcheap and
patted the heavy lump inside her vest for luck, telling
hersclf that she wouldn' need it.

The truth was waiting. It was time to find out what
‘was really going on.

SEVEN

STEVE AND DAVID CLIMBED IN, EDGING TO
the front of the six man raf us Karen and Rebecca
followed. John hopped in lax, and st David's signal,
started the motor with the pash of a bulton; it was
silent us David had promised, only a faint hum that
‘was almost lostin the sound of gently moving water.
“Le's move,” David said quietly. Rebecca took a
deep breath and let it out slowly s they started north,
heading for the cove.

Nobody spoke ar the shore slid by 10 their left,
shadowy, jagged shapes in the pallid ight of the rising
‘moon, an immense and whispering void to their right.
Port and starboard, her mind noted randomly. Bow
and stern.

She searched the biacknoss for a sign that marked
the beginning af the private teritary, bat couldu't
make out much. Tt was a ot darker than she'd
expocted, and colder. The chil she felt was com-
pounded by the knowledge that beneath them lay s
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had half comvinoed hereelf that it might come in
handy one day. ..

Yeah, keep telling yourself that. The S.TA.RS. have
digitized anti-personnel grenades with timers, even
Jlash-bangs with computer chips. The pin on his relic
probably couldn't be wrenched out with plers....
“Karen, do you need any help?

Started, Karen looked up and into Rebecca's ear-

nest young featurcs, the girl leaning into the back of
the van. Her quick gaze fell 10 the grenade, her cyes
Jighting up with sudden curiosity.

I thought we weren't taking any explosives . . . hey,
isthat a pineapple grenade? I've never actually

seen ome. Is it live?”

Karen quickly looked around, afraid that ons of the.
team had overheard, then grinned shecpishly st the
‘young biochemist, embarrasse by her own embar-
ussment.

Is not like I got caught masturbating, for chrissake;
she doesn 't know me, why the hell would she care if I'm
superstitious?

“Shhi They'l hear us. Come here a sec,” she waid,

and Rebeooa obediently crawled into the van, a con-
spirutorial half.smile blooming on her face. In spite of
herwelf, Karen was sbwrdly pleased by the young
biochemist’s discovery. In the even years she'd been
with the S.TARS., no one had ever found out. And
she'd taken an instant liking to the girl.

“It s a pineapple, and we're not taking explosives

in. You can'tsell anyone, okay? I carry it for good
luck.

Rebeoca raised her eyebrows. “You carry a live
srenade around for luck?”
Karen nodded, looking at her seriously. "Yes, and.
Jokn or Steve found ou, they'd ride me ragged. T
know it's dumb, bus it’s kind of a secret.”

1 don't think it's dumb, My friend Jill has @ hucky
hat ..." Rebeoca reached up und touched her head-
band, a tied red bandana beneath mousy bangs.

and I've been wearing this for a couple of weeks
practically. I was wearing it when we went into the
Spencer facility.”

‘Her young face clouded slightly, and then she was
smiling again, her light brown gaze direct and sincere.
“I won't say a word.”

Karen decided that she definitely liked her. She
tucked the grenade back in her vest, nodding at the
girl. "7 appreciate that. 5o, are we ready out there?”
Tiny lines of nervous stzain appeared on Rebeoca's
face. "Yeah, pretty much. John wants to run another
check with the headsets, but ather than that, every-






images/page55.jpg
Iab; theyd be able to get what they needed without

going through the whole compound ...

“Boathouse is wood, she others look like con-

crete. 1don't... wait,” David's whisper becarme ur-

gent. “Somebody - two, three people, they just went

behind one of the buildings.”

Rebeoca felt  strange relif flood through hez, relicf

‘and dissppointment and x sudden confusion. If there

‘were people, maybe the T-Virus hadn't been un-

leashed. But that meant that the buildings would be

‘occupied, the grounds patrolled, making a covert

‘operation impossible.

Then why is it 0 dark? And why does it feel so dead

here, so empty?

“Do we abort?" Karen whispered, and before Da-

vid could respon, Steve garped, u sharp intake of air

that froze Rebeoca's blood, her thoughts Huttering

wildly in a spasm of primal fear.

“Three o'clock, big, ok Jesus it's huge ...*

BAMI

The raft was hit, heaved up and over in a fountain

of churning blackness. Rebecca saw a flash of rky,

smelled cold and rotting slime—and was planged,

splashing, into the tirbulent dark waters of the sca.

‘Water eaveloped him, the icy, stinging salt burning

David's cyea and nose as he flailed desperately, lost

and breathless.

—where is it—

He'd scen it, an immense and pebbled plain of flesh

surging up from the black at the second of impact.

The surface pulled at bim and he kicked agrinst the

dragging depths, temified. Fiis head broke through to

air and an ominous quict.

— where's the team—

David whirled around, gasping, hear a spluttzring
left.

0 find their poxition, o find the creatures, cursing
himelf for a fool.

Missing fishermen, haunted waters, supid, seupid.
The raft was ten metrs behind him, upside down,
disturbed water splashing st its sides. The force o the:
attack had thrown themn clear, actually knocking them
lower to land. He saw two bobbing shaper, faces
betwween him and the shore, heard more splasing us
anotber joined them. He couldn't see the unnatural
thing that had hi the rat but expected to feel the bite
any second, the cold puncture of dagger tecth tearing
him 10 picces

“Get to shore,” he called again, his heart thunder-
ing, his legs heavy and vulnerable, kicking, obvious.
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infinite and alien world, tocming with cold-blooded
life.
Rebeoca saw a flash of soft light as David reised &
pair o NV binoculars 1o watch for movement on the
shore. The infrared illuminatar's glow spilled across
his face for an instant before he adjusted their pori-
tion, making his features strunge and craggy.
Now that they were actually doing it, sctually on
their way, she felt better than she had all day. Not
relaxed, by any means—the dread was il there, the.
fear of the unknown and for what they might encount-
er—but the feelings of helplessness, the mind-
numbing anxiety she'd lived with since the incident in
Raccoon, hiad cased, giving way to hope.
We're doing something, taking the offensive instead
of waiting for them 10 get to us ..
I e the fence,” David said softly, his face a pale
smudge in the bobbing dark.
‘Welll pass the dock next, maybe see the buildings s
the land slopes up to the lighthouse, to the caves
‘Water slopped at the raf, the sound of muted waves
‘growing as the small craft rocked and shuddered.
‘Rebeoca felt her heart spece up. While she liked
Tooking at the ocean, she wasn't all that thrilled to be.
init; s a kid, she'd scen Jaws one time o0 many.
‘She kept hex focus on the shore, trying to judge how
close they were, and felt as much as saw the land open
up s the tiny rafl slipped through the lapping wave
Maybe twenty meters away, the towering shadows of
trees gave way to a clearing. She could hear water
dashing lightly against the rocky shore, sease flat,
‘open space on both rides of them now. They had
reached the compound.
“There's the dock,* David said. "John, veer siar-
board, two o'clock.”
Rebeoca could just make out the faint, man-made
shape of the pier shead of them, a dark line shifting
on the water. There was the hollow, loncly squeak of
metal rubbing wood, the small dock raited and strain-
ing at ta pilinga. There were no bosta that she could
see.
As the pier slipped past, Rebecca squinted into the
darkneas beyond. She could just make out the blocky
outline of a structurs behind the floating wood, what
had to be the boathouse or marina for the facility. She
couldit see any of the other buildings from Trent's
map. There were six more besides the lighthouse, five
of them spaced evenly along the cove, set into two
Iines that paralicled the shore - thee in front, two
behind. The sixth structure was dircetly in back of the
lighthouse, and they were all hoping that it was the.
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replication strategy for certain, but direct contact of
any kind. should be avoided at all costs. With amy
luck, they L have died by now ... or aleast deterio-
rated past mobility. The humans, anyway.”

There was & moment of strained sileace as they all
‘considered the implications of what she'd told them.
David oould see that they were shaken, and felt a bit
shaken himself. Knowing that the virus wa toxic
‘wast'tthe same thing as actually hearing the specifics
My God, what were those peopie thinking? How
could they live with themselves, deliberately infecting
anything with something like that?

On the ail of that thought, mnother cocurred to

him: how would he live with himelf if ane of his team
‘contracted the virus? He'd led missions before in
‘which people under his command had been hurt

‘and twice, before he made captain, he'd been on
operations in which S.T.A.R 5. had been killed. But
taking u team into an arca on his own initiative,
‘where . silent, terrible discase could infect thern,
‘where they could dic at the claws af some inhuman
monster.

.. it would be on my head. This isn't an authorized
mission, the responsibility stops with me. Can I truly
ask them 10 do shis?

“Well, it pretty much sounds like a shit job,” John
suid finally. “And if we wanna get there on time, we
betser head out soom.” Hi smiled at David, an un-
‘characteristically subdued one but u smils all the,
same. "You know me, 1 love a good fight. And
somebody's gotta stop these assholes from spreading
this stuff around, righs?™

Steve and Karen were both nodding, their faces
set and determined s Tobu's, and even knowing what
they would encounter, Rebecca had made ber deci-
sion back in Raccoon. David felt & sudden rush of
emotion for all of them, » sirange, uncomfortable mix
of pride and fear and warmth that he wasn*. sure what
0 do with.

Aftez n few seconds of uncertain silence, he nodded
briskly, glancing at his wach. It would take them &
few hours to get to the Iaunch site.

“Right," ho said. "We'd best get to siorage and load
wp. We can go through the rest of it on our way."

As they stood t leave, David reminded himself
that they were doing this because it was necossary,
that each of them had mad up their own mind to
participate in the dangerous operation. They knew
the risks. And he also knew that f anything went.
‘wrong, that knowledge would be cold comfort indeed.
Karen sat in the back of the van and loaded clips,
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50 long, st through endleas meetings listening 10 the
‘small-minded drivel of his “colleagucs” as they'd
raved over Birkin's T-Virus. Theyd slaved to come
up with the Trisquadi for Umbrella and had boen
deliriously happy with the results, apparently forges-
ting their failure with the M7s. They were unable to
see past their own arrogance o a bigger pictire.
Asif the Trisquads arc anything more than bodics
‘with guns. Useful as guards, but hardly brilliant.
Handly important.

Although he'd worked not to letit g0 10 his head,
Griffith allowed himsclf u single moment of pride as
he reached the bottom of the stairs and started for the
exit. He'd seen the T-Virus for what it really was—a.
‘cruds but effective platform for something far groater.
He'd isolated the proteins, reorganized the nucleocap-
sid's cavelope to allow for varisbles in infective
‘capacity, and created an answer, the answer 1o the.
blight that the human race had becorme. A solution
without violence or suffering.

Smiling, he stepped through the door into the cool
shacdow of the lighthouse, the crash of breaking waves
at his back as he walked toward the dormitory build-
ing. He'd already synthesized an airbone, nnd had
enough of it 0 infect most of North Amezica. A¥ the
virus spread, evolution would taks its rightful place,
the weak of spirit falling beneath those of truer
instincts. And whea it was over, the sun would rise
over u very different world, inhubited by peaceful
people of character and will.

Take away a man's abiliy to choose, his mind
becomes free, a blank, clean slate. With traing, he
becomes a pet; withou, he becomes an animal, as
harmless and serenely simple s  mouse. Cover the
‘world with such animals, and only the strong sur-
vive.

He stepped into the dorm's rec room and turned on
the lights, still smiling. His doctors were right where
he'd left them, sitting at the meeting table, cyes
closed. Ideally, he'd run through the tests with un-
trained rubjects, bu the three men would have to
suffice. They'd been infected with the strain he would
release, and were closest to what the warld would
become in s few days.

My pets. My children.

Besides the research Iaboratory, the cove facility
was designed 1o train bio-weapons like the Trisquads
‘or Ma7s—bat also 10 mearure use. of logic in the
humanoid subjects. In the bunkers there weze & num-
ber of iterns be could ue, from the simplest of peg

tests to complex puzzles for thove subjects capable of
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per. She focused on David instead, silently telling
herwelf that her anieties wouldn't get in the way of
her doing hex job. And that her second mission
‘wouldn' be her Jast.

For Rebecca's sake, David started the briefing us he
‘would have with an entirely new team. A bright as
she was, and with her previous experience at.an
Umbrella facility, he didn't want her to hold back for
fear of speaking out of turn.

“Our objective is to get into the compound, collect
evidence on Umbrella and their research, and get out
again with as litle trouble as possible. Il o aver
every step thoroughly, and if any of you have ques-
tions or ideas about how to proceed, no matter how
trifling, Twant 10 hear them. Understood?™

“There were nods all around. David continued,
‘comfortable that his point wes made.

“We've already discussed a few of the possibilities
as to what may have happened, and you've all read
the articles. T submit that we're dealing once again
with some kind of accident. Umbrella’s put a ot of
effort into covering up the problem in Raccoon City,
and while we could assume that they've been abduct-
ing or killing fishermen who've wandered across their
territory, it seems unlikely that they'd want 1o draw
that kind of attention o themselves.™

Wiy hasn't Umbrella sent anyone in o clean it
2" Tohn asked.

David shook his head. "Who's 1o say they haven't?
We may find thas they've already cleared the site of
evidence - in which case, we group together with the
Raccoon people and our own contacts and start
v

Again, everyone nodded. He didn't bother stating
the obvious, that the virus could sill be contagious.
‘They all knew that it was n possibility, though be
planned to have Rebecca sddress the matter before
the briefing was through.

David looked down at the map and sighed insrardly
before moving on to the next paint.
“Point of enry," b said. “If this were an open
assault, we could go in by helicopter or just hop the
Jence. But f there are stll people there and we trigger
‘an alarm, if's aver before we even start. Since we
don't want to risk discovery, our best option is o go
in by boat. We can use one of the rafts from the tanker
operation last year.”

Karen piped up, frowning alightly.

“Wouldr't they have an alarm for the pier?”

David touched the map, patting his finger just
below the notched line of the fence, south of the
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‘boyish features perfectly us he shook her hand, his
tecth white against bis natural deep-tan coloring. He
‘had dark, quick eyes and black hair, and was only a
few inches taler than her.

Not much older, either...

His gaze wan friendly and direct, and in spite of the
circumstances, Rebeoca found herself wishing that
she'd a least run a brush through her bair before.
‘coming out of the batkroom. Simply put, he was bot.
....and this is Joh Andrews, our commumications
specialist and field scout."

Joha's skin was n decp mahogany brown and he
didn’ have a beard, bat he reminded her of Barry
nonetheless. He was massively buil, his six-foot
frume bulging with tighly packed muscle. He grinned
brightly at her, his smile dazzling white.

“This is Rebecca Chambers, biochemist and field
medic for the Raccoon City S.TA.R.S.,” David ssid.
John let go of her hand, stll smiling. "Biochemist?
Dan, how old are you?”

Rebeoca smiled back, catching the glint of humor in
his eyes. “Eighteen. And three-quarters.

John laughed, a deep, throaty chuckle as he set back
down. He glanced at Steve, then back st her.

“You better watch out for Lopez, then,” he said,
then dropped his voice 1o a mock whisper. "He just
turned twenty-wo. And he's single.”

“Knock i off," Steve growled, his checks flushing.
He looked at her, shaking bis head.
“Youll have to excuse John. He thinks he's got a
sense of humor and nobody can talk him out of it
“Your mother thinks I'm fuwny," Jobn shot back,
‘and befors Steve could respond, David held up &
band.

“That's enough, he ssid mildly. “We only have a
Jew hours to organice if we mean to do this today.
Let's get started, shall we?*

Steve and John's banter had been a weloome break
from her tension, making hex feel like one of the team
almost instantly, but she was also glad to sce the
serious, intent Iooks on all of their faces us they.
turned their atizntion to David, watching him pull
out Trent's information and lay it an the table. 1t was
g00d to know that they were pros ...

. but will it matter hex mind whispered sohly.
The 5.T.A.RS. in Raccoon were professionals, too.
And even knowing the kind of research Umbrella's
been doing, will it make any difference at all? What if
the virus mutated and is stil infectious? What if the
place is crawling with Tyrants ... or something worse?
Rebeoca had no answer for the insistent ltle whis:
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tapping it with his other hand. "One of Rebecea's
teammates has already had dealings with Mr. Trent.
She thinks that this might be relevant to whas we need
t0 find, 30 I want all of you to take another look before
we go in. It may be imporiant.”

“So we can trust him?" Karen usked. “This Trent's
akay?”

David frowned, not sure how to answer. *I seems
that for whatever reason, he's on our side in all of this,
‘yes," o said slowly. *And Rebecea recognized one of
the names on the list as a man who has worked with
viruses before. The information looks solid.*
‘wast't u struight answer, but it would have 1o do.
“Any idea on what the chances are that we'll
contract the virus " Steve asked quietly.
David tited hi head toward Rebeocs. “If you

‘could give us some insight about what we may see,
perhaps a bit of background ..."

‘She nodded, turning towand the rest of the team.

“I can't tell you exactly what we're dealing with. When
‘our team got kicked off the case, 1 lost access to the
tissue and saliva samples, so 1 didn't get to run amy
tests. But from looking at the effects, it's pretty
‘abvious that the T-Virus is a mutagen, altering the
host's chromasome structure on a cellular level. It's
an interspecies infctive, capable of amplifying in
plants, mammals, birds, repiles, you name it. In
same creatures, it promotes incredible growth; in all
of them, violent behavior. From some of the reports
‘we came across at the estate, I can tell you that it
affects brain chemisiry, at least in humans—inducing
something like a schizophrenic psychosis through
extremely high levels of D2 receptors. It also inkibits
pain. The human victims we came across hanly
reacted to gunshot wounds, and though they were
decaying physically, they didn't seems to feel i
The young chemist paused, perhaps ramembering.
‘She sudkdenly loaked much older than ber years. “The
spill at the estate looked like an airborne, but 1 don't
think that's ts designed or preferred form. The scien-
tists were almast certainy injecting it in conjunction
‘with genetic experimentation. And since none of us
contracted it and it didn't spread, I don't think we
have o worry about breathing it in. ”

“What we do have to waich for is contact with a
host,and 1 mean any contact, I can'sstress that
enough, this thing is incredibly virulent once it
enters the bloodstream, and even a single drop of
blood from a host could hold hundreds of willions of
virus particles. We'd need a fully equipped hot suite
and a trained biohazard virologist to pir down its
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‘compound. "Actually, I don't recommend using the
pier atall. I we go in here, go past the pier .." He
raced upwand, running the length of the cove. . we
can get a look at the layout of the entire compaund,
‘and hide the raftin one of the caves beneath the
lighthouse. According to what I read, shere's a natural
path from the base of the cliff 1o the lighthouse itself.
Ifthe path has been blocked, we'll backtrack and
come up with an alternative rouse.”

“Won's the raft attract attention if anyone's outside
‘watching?” Rebeoca asked.

David shook his head. The Exeter S.T.ARS. had
used the rafts the previous summer to approach an oil
tanker that had been hijacked by terrorists who had
threatens to spill the cango unless their demands
‘were me. It had been a night operation.

“It's black, and has an underwater mator. If we go

in just past dusk, we should be irvisible. The other
benefitto this approach is that if the fucility looks
unhealthy, we can abort wntil a later fime.”
He waited us they thought it over, not wanting to
rush them. They were, good soldiers, his tear, but this
‘was a volunteer sssignment. If any one of ther had
serious doubts, it was better to address them now.
Besides which, he was open 10 other suggestions.

‘Hi gaze fell across Rebeoca's youthful face, taking
in the steady willingnoss of n good S.T.ARS. opera-
tive in the quick brown eyes, the thoughtful consider-
ation of his plan. e was beginning to like her, for
‘mare than just her usefulness 1o the mission. There
was a kind of matter-of-fact openness sbout her that.
appealed to him, particularly with all o his receat
turmoil over emotional awkwardness. She seemed
quite comfartabile with herself ..

David pushed the thoughts aside, suddenly realiz-
ing how much stress he'd boen under, how tired he
‘continued to be; his foous was suffering for it

Keep it together, man. This i the time to wander.
“On 10 specifics,” be vaid. "Once we get inside, we
move in a staggered line through the compound,
sticking to shadows. John will take point with Karen
at his back, scouting the area for the lab and looking
Jor some idea as to what's happened. Steve and
‘Rebecca willfollow, and Il bring up the rear. When
we find the lab, we go i together. Rebecca will know
what to look for in terms of materials, and if they have.
@ computer system siill running, Steve can get into the
Jiles. The rest of us will provide cover. Once we
resrieve the information, we ges back ous the way we

He picked up the pocm that Trent had given him,
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Atbens picked up the whiste as he stood, then
walled out of the room, down the hall toward the
dormitory's other entrance. The whistle would deacti-
vate the teams and call them in. There were four
Trisquads, twelve soldiers in all. They'd be rosming
the woods elong the fince, or moving stealthily
around the bunkers, having been truined to stay away
rom the northeast area of the compound, the light-
house, and dorm. Griffith had to admit, they were
quite effective at their purpose. Umbrelln had wantod
soldicrs that would kill without mercy, and fight until
they wers literally blown to pieces. The T-Virus had
been good for that much, and since they'd sped up the
amplification time, they'd been able to turn out
subjects in hours, rather than days. Once trained with
‘weapons, the Trisquads had become killing ma-
chines, although with the recent heat wave, he didn't
know how much longer theyd be viable.
Griffith turned his attention to Dr. Thurman, stll
grinning and tinking like some bloatod infant. Ho
even looked like a buby, pudgy und bald, his smile as
innocent and guileless as 8 ohild's.
“Dr. Thurman, g0 to your room and remave your
clothes. Shower and dress in clean clothes, then go to
the caves and feed the Ma7s. When you've finished,
£0 10 the cafeteria and wait.*
Thurman stood up, and Griffith saw that the pad-
ded chair was wet and wained.
Christ.
“Take the chair with you,” Griffith said, sighing.
“Leave it in your room."
After he'd gone, Griffth sat down across from Alan,
suddenly feeling tired. The anticipatory pride he'd
felt only moments beforz was gone, leaving a cold
emptiness in ts place.
My children. My creation. ..
The virus was 10 beautiful, 5o perfectly engincersd
that the frattime he'd scen it he'd wept. Months of
private rescarch, of picking apert the T-Virus and
isolating effect, culminating in that first micro-
graph ... while the others had been gloating over
their war toys, he'd found the truc path to & new
beginning.
And do they appreciate what I've dane? Do any of
them know how erucial this is? Crapping himself like a
disgusting child, like a monkey, disgracing my work,
Iie....
G ooked e Alen Kianeson, stying b
handsome features, his expressionless eyes. Dr. Kin-
neson stared back, waiting to b told what to do. He'd
been a newrologist once. Thers were pictures in his
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higher functioning. He doubted his doctors would be
able to manage even the red series, but watohing their
reactions would provide valusble insight, particalarly
the tests where there was a pressure factor.

They shink, but can's make decisions. They function,
but not without inpus. How will they fare, without my
puiding hand?

As b approached the table, Dr. Athens opened his
eyes, perhap to see i thers wan & threat coming. OF
the three, Tom Athens was the strongest, the most
Iikely 10 purvive on his own; he'd been one of the be-
havior specialists. [n fact, he'd coms up with the
three- unt teamn idea, the Trisquad, insisting that the:
infected units would work mare efficiently in small
groupe. He'd been right.

Doctors Thurman and Kinneson remained stll

‘and Griffth noticed a foul smel] coming from one of
them. Scowling, he looked down, his suspicion con-
firmed by the wetness on Dr. Thurman's pants.

He shit himself. Again.

Griffith felt n sudden, almost overwhelming pity for
“Thurman, but it ws quickly replaced by iritated
disgust. Thurman had been an idiot befare, » decent
emough biologist but as ridiculously narrow- minded
a8 the rest of them. Fe'd grown mort of the Ma7s
himeelf, and when they turned out 1o be uncontrolla-
ble, he lrid blame on everyone but himaelf. If anyone
deserved to wallow in his own filth, it was Louis
Thurman. 1t was just too bad that the good doctor
‘wasnit capable of understanding hovw repulsively pa-
thetic hed becorme.

‘Without me, he woulda't have lasted u day.

Geiffith righed, stepping back from the tabie.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” b ssid.

Tn unison, the three men tarned their heads to ook
at him, their eye# ns blank as their faces. As differeat
s they were physically, the slackness of their features
and slow, vapid gezes mads them Lok like brothers.
“It seems that Dr. Thurman has evacuated his
bowels,” Griffth said. "He's siting in feces. That's
funmy.”

'All three of them grinned widely. Dr. Kinneson
actually chuckled. He'd been the last o be infected, 50
had suffered the least ivsac deterioration. Given the
proper instructions, Alan could probably still pass for
buman.

Griffith pulled the police whistle out of his pocket
and put it on the tabls in front of Athens.

“Dr. Athens, recall the Trisquads from daty. Tend to their
physical needs and send them o the cold room. When
you've finished, g0 to the cafeteria and wait."
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headed after & night of broken slecp. David had
rented u car at the airport, and in the early bours of
the morning, they'd found & cheap motel and stag-
gered into their scparate rooms, Rebeoca too ex-
hausted 10 do more than take off her shoes before:
‘crawling into bed. She woke just before tea, took &
showez and had been waiting nervously when David
knocked at her door.

Rebeoca hoard the front door open and close, new.
voices floating through the living room. She slipped
‘on her high tops and Iaced them quickly, feeling her
anxiety level jump a notoh. The team was assemblod.
“They were that much closer 1o going in, and though
she'd thought of ltle elac since waking up, the
realization continuad to come as a kind of shock.
Umbrella's surprise attack on Barry's house ulready
secme like it had happened in another lifetire,
though it had been only hours ago..

.. and hours from now, this will all be over. Its
‘what's gorma happen in between that worries me.
David and his team weren't there, they didn't see the
dogs, the snakes, those wnatural creatures in the
tunnels... o Tyrant.
Rebeoca shook the images awey as she stood up,
scooping her dirty clothes off the floor and stufling
them into the cmpty bag that she'd carried on the
plane. There was no reason 1o assume that the Cali-
ban Cove facility would be the same, and worrying
‘about it wouldn't changs anything. She paused in
front af the mirror, studying the tense featurcs of the
‘young woman she saw there, and then walked 1o the.
doar.

‘She headed for the living room, past the sparkling
kitchen and around s comer in the hall. She heand
David's liling voice, apparently summing up the
events of the night befare.

... said he'd ring some of the others first thing

this morning. Another of the team has a contact in the
FBI 0 use as a go-between and to initiate an investi-
‘pation when we have proof. They'll be waiting 1o hear
from us when we've completed today's operation ..."
H broke off as Rebocca walked into the room, and
all eyes tamed to her. Karen had pulled a few extra
‘chair into the room and sat in one of them next 1o @
Tow, glass topped coffee tabls. There were two men
sitting on the couch, across from where David stood.
David smiled at her as both men got up, sicpping
forward to be introduced.
“Rebec, this is Steve Lapes. Sieve s our residens
computer genius and our best marksman.

Steve grinned, an aw-shucks smile that suited his
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room of his wie and baby, a lttle boy with a bright,
Geiffith's sanity shuddered suddenly, n terrible,
‘rending twist that made him dizzy, « thousand voices
screaming unintelligibly through the cracks of reality.
For just second, he felt as if he was losing his mind.
How many willjust starve to death, sitting in
puddles of filth, waiting? Millions? Biltions?

“What if I'm wrong " Griffth whispered. “Alan,

tell me I'm not wrong, that I'm doing this for the right
“You're not wrong,” Dr. Kinneson said calmly.
“You've doing thi for the right reasons.”
Geiffith stared at him. "Tell me your wife's a
whore.
“My wife's a whore,” Dr. Kinncson ssid. No pause.
No doubt.

Giffth smiled, and the fear melted away.

Look what I've accomplished. Its a gifs, my ere-
ation, a gift to the world. A chance for man to become
strong again, a peacefid death for all the Louis Thr-
mans in existence, beiter than they deserve. ..

He'd been warking too hard, tiring imself, and the
strain was getting 1o him. Fie was only human, after
L. but he couldant afford 1o let the streas of his
body affect his mind again. There would be no more
teats. Hed spend the day getting ready instead, pre-
paring himself for the cleansing.

Tomeorow at sunrise Dr. Griffth would give his gift
0 the wind.

Six

KAREN DRIVER WAS A TALL, LANKY WOMAN
in her carly thirties, with short blond hair and n
serious, businesslike demeanor. Her small home was
spotlesly kept and almost antiseptically clean. The
clothes she'd picked out for Rebeoca were utilitarian
‘and perfectly folded:  dark green T-shirt and crisp.
‘matching pants, black cotton socks and underwear.
Even her bathroom seemed to refloct her persanality:
the whits walls wers lined with shelves, each neatly
organized ccording to purpose.

Seratch a forensics seientist, find an obsessive-

compulsive .

Rebeoca immediately felt guilty for thinking it.
Karen had been welcoming encugh, cven friendly in s
brusque way. Maybe she just hated clutter.

Rebeoca sat on the edge of the 1oilet and cuffed the.
overlong pants around her ankles, relieved 1o be out
of her old clothes and feeling sarprisingly clear-
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though he appreciated the beauty of cach glimmering
dawn, it was the routine that appealed to him, not
his, but that of the cosmos. Fach sunrise was
statenent of fact, speaking to an inevitable progres-
sion of time ... and x reminder that the warld spun
etemally through its galactic paces, oblivious 10 the:
dreams of the self-important beings that scurried
acrom its surface.

Beings such as myself, but for one very crucial
difference: Tknow just how much my dreams are
worth...

As the swollen arb lifted itvelf from the sea, Griffith
stood up and leaned against the platform railing, his
thoughts turning 1o the day shead. Having finslly
finiahed the-blood work on the Leviathan series, he
‘was ready to work mor extensively with the doctars.
Al three had responded well to the change, and the
rate of cellular deteriaration had fallen considerably
since he'd started with the enzyme njections. It was
time o concentrate, on their situstional behavior, the.
final stage of the experiment. Within the week, he'd
be ready to expand beyond the confine of the facility.
Expansion. A cleansing.

A crisp, salin wind rufflod bis gray hair, the hungry
crien of coasting gulls inally spurring him 1o action.
The Trisquads had 0 be brought in before the scav-
enging birds moved inland. Several of the units had
already been horribly scarred, and he didnt want o
ritk any more of them until he was finished. Once
they lost their eyes, they were uscless on patrol.
Still i’ been 5o long... no one's coming. If Dr. Ammon
had succeeded, they'd have sent someome by

now. Too bad, really; he's probably still waiting...
The thought was an uncomfortabls one, conjuring
hazy images of redness and heat, of prone bodics in
the manic summer sun and later, the thunder of waves
in the dark. He promply buried the visions, remind-
ing himself that it was in the past. Besides, he'd only
done what was noceasary.

Griffth walked back inside, smoothing bis wind-
blown hair as he moved down the spiral stsircase. His
shoes clattered ngainst the metal steps, creating &
pleasant echo effect in the tall chambe. Having the
facility to himeelf made everything pleasant, and he'd
‘come to enjoy the Iitls things—eating what he.
‘wanted, when he wanted, warking his own hours, his
‘mornings atop the lighthouse. Before, he'd been
‘crowded, forced to adhere to schedules that seemd
designed to undercut croativity. Meal times, work.
times, sleep times ... how could « man breathe,
think, flourish in such conditions? He'd suffered for
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... and after the briefing, we get our equipment and
o in, just like that.

The thought knotted hex stomach and sent n chill
through her, telling her the real reason she wasn't sble:
 slecp. Only two weeks ater the Umbrella night-
‘mare in Raccoon City, she was facing the same.
nightmarc again. At least his time, she had some idea
of what they'd be getting themselves into, and the
plan was 1o get out of the facility without ever facing
the T-Virus creatures, but the memory of Umbrel-
Ia's Tyrant monster wes still frosh in her mind, the
‘massive, patchwork body and killing claw of the thing.
theyd seen on the catate. And the thought of what
someone like Nicolas Griffith might have come up
‘with using the virus
Rebecca decided that she'd thought enough, she

had 1o get some sleep. She clearcd her mind ns best
she could and focused on her breathing, slowing it
down, counting backward in her mind from one
hundred. The meditation technique had never failed
her before, though she didn'tthink it would work this
time...

.. ninety-nine, minety-eighs, Dr. Grifith, David,
STARS. Caliban
Before she reached ninety, she wan doeply asloep,
dreaming of moving shadows that no light had cast.

Five

AS HE DID MOST MORNINGS SINCE BEGIN-
ning the experiment, Nicolas Griffith sat on the open
platform at the top of the lighthouss and watobed the
sun rise over the sca. It was &n awesome spectacle,
from beginning to end. Fire the black waves shading
to gray as the aky lightened, the craggy Tocks that
Tined his cove slowly taking form in the misty winds
that swept off the water. As the radiant st peered
over the side of the world, its first hesitant rays
stained the ocean u decp azure blue, puinting the
pastel horizon with promisea of rencwal and a gentle,
‘muturing acceptance of all that it touched.

Tt was a lie, of course. Within houre, the malten
‘giant would beat mercilersly against the shore, against
this half of the planct. It carly mildness was a
deception, & pretended ignorance of the seeping radi-
ation and withering heat that would follow...

.. but no less spectacular for the lying. It can't be
blamed for a lack of self-awareness, after all; it is what
itis.

Griffith always watched wntl the sun cleared the
‘urving horizon befare getting on with his day. AL
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as well as Captain Shannon's body .
Barry smiled tiredly. “We'll handle it. And I'm

going to make some calls firstthing tomarrow, getus
some backup. You just worry about your end, okay?”
David nodded and stood up, ar did Chris. David
shook hands all around and then turned to Rebeoca,
uncomfartably aware that he was taking her from her
teammates and trusted friends. The girl Iooked at the
others in tarn with a thoughtful expression and.

then grinned suddenly, an unaffected and purely
“Sure you guys can hold down the for for  couple
of days? 1 hate to think of you flailing around all
directionless while me and David go clean up this
Umbrella thing.”

“We'l try to limp alomg without you,” Chris shot
back, smiling. "Won's be easy, what with you having
the brain and all..”

Rebeoon punched him lightly on the shoalder. “T2
send you a postcard with instructions.”

‘She nodded at Barry. “Take care of your arm. Keep
it clean and dry, and if you spike  fever or get dizzy,
set 10 a doctor ASAP.”

Barry smiled. "Yes, ma‘am.”

Jill embraced her lightly. "Give ‘em hell, Becca.”
Rebeoca nodded. “You, too. Good luck with Irons.”
‘She turned to David, still smiling, "Shall we?"

They walked to the front door together, Da
‘wondering et the girl's casy demeanor. They'd just
barely survived a serious atack, carried out by people
‘who'd probably treined her, and she was Leaving with
 man she hardly knew 1o embark on a life-
threatening mission. She was cither putting on an act
or was mazingly optimistic and if she was fuking
the casual bravado, she deserved an award.

He watohed ber carcfully as they siepped out into

the pmall, unkempt yard of Brad Vickers's bouse, and
saw her amile fade, quickly replaced by a look of
vague sadness and beyond that, the same kind of
focused! intensity that she'd had when she'd told them
‘about Dr. Griffith and his rescarch. Whatever she was
thinking, he could see in that look that she was
pertectly sware of the risks, but that she refused to be
‘cowed by them.

‘The perfect definition of bravery... David was
satisfied with his deciion o enlist Rebocca Chambers
for the operation. She was smart, professional, and
‘commilted, as superior in her field of study as the rest
of his tearm members were in theirs

He could only hope that their combined skills
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ners with expressing emotions.
He'd done a lot of thinking since Barry had first
callod, bout himself and his slmost obsessive anger
over the S.TAR.S. betrayal and had come to the:
unsettling realization that he wam't happy with the
‘way bis life was turning out. He'd thrown himbelf into
his carcer in an effort o avoid dealing with « dysfunc-
tiomal childhood, something he'd always known, but
now, facing Umbrells and the treachery of an organs-
‘zation that he considered his family, he'd been forcod.
o really think about the mplications of his choice. It
hadt madie him an excellent soldier, but he dida't have
ny cloe friends or aitachments .. and having his
“family” taken away had come as a cruel wake up to
the fact that he had based his lifc on running from
human contact.

Brillians for me to have figured it out this late in the
‘pame. 1 suppose { should thank Unbrella for that
much; if they don't kil me, theyl t least have.
managed to send me into therapy.

Jill had brought out « pitcher of water and several
‘mismatched glasses which she passed sround as Barry
‘and Rebeooa joined them. Barry wore a clean bandage
‘on his arm and scemed pale in the dimm light, certainly
shaken by their discovery of Captain Shanpon. David
felt bad about killing Shannon, though be'd recon-
cilld himself long ago 1o the realitics of combat; in a
war, people die. The captain bad made his choice,
‘and it had been the wrong ane.

They drankin silence, the four Raccoon S.T.ARS.
(exS.T.ARS., he reminded himself) peasive and
somber, perhaps aware of the ticking clock. He and
Rebeoca would have to leave in a fow moments. There
was a convenience store a block away where they
‘coald telephone for a cab. David wished be could
think of something encoursging to say, but the truth
was the truth: they were going on a dangerous mis-
sion, and there were no guarantces that any of them
‘would survive 1o met sgain.

“Have you thought about what you'l tell the local
poice ?” David asked finally.

Bary shrugged. “We won't have to lie much, any-
‘way. The three of us were at my place, a buncha gieys
broke in and tried to shoot us. We ran.”

“Irons will probably tr to play it off as a botched.
burglary,  Chris sncered. "If ke's i this as deep as I
think he is, he won't want to call attention to anything
Umbrella's doing.”

“Just be careful not to mention actually seeing any
bodies,” David suid. "They may have had time o
clean up. And you should say that you were chased
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He even sleeps efficientty, no tossing or turning.
Like he willed himself  get as much rest as possible in
the time allowed.

He struck her na an extremely competent and
intelligent man, if somsthing of a loner, for us cool a
he wa under pressure, he scemed 10 freeze with small
talk, leading her to wonder what kind of life he'd had.
‘She was impressed with how quickly he'd come up.
with s plan 1o get them out of Barry's house, and was
glad that he was Leading the operntion 1o Caliban
Cove—though it was hard o think of him as &
‘captain. He dic'treally project authority, and didn't
seem to want o, practically insisting that the call him
‘David. Even when he'd stepped into & leadership role
during the attack, it had'tfelt like he was giving
them onders #o much as offering instruction.

Maybe ie'sjust the accent. Everything he says sounds
polite...

He frowned in his sleep, his eyes flickering through
uneasy dreams. After u few soconds, he let out  soft,
child-like moan of ditrcss. Rebeooa bricfly consid-
ered waking him up, but already he seemed to have
got pust whatever troubled him, his brow smoothing.
Suddenly fecling like she was invading his privacy,
Rebeoca looked away.

Dreaming about the attack, maybe. About having 10
kill somene he knew.

‘She wondered if she'd be haunted by the image of
the man she'd shot, the shadowy figure that had
crumpled.to the ground next to Barry's house. She
‘was still waiting for the guilt to hit her and thinking
about it, she was surprised 10 find that her mind
‘wast'tracing to rationalize the matter. She'd shot
somebody, he could very well be dead and all she
felt was relief that she'd stopped him from killing her
or anyone elec on the team.

Rebeoca closed her eyes, taking a deep breath of the
‘ovol, preswurized sir hissing through the cabin. She
‘coald smell the musky odor of dried sweat on hex
skin, and decided that taking n shower was first
priority when they hit the hotel. David didnt want to
ritk going back to his house on the off chance that
‘someone on the strike foroe had recognized him, s0
they were going to grab n couple of rooms near the.
nirport somewheze afex they changed planes. The
‘operation briefing was set for noon at the home of one
of the other three team members, an Alpha forensics
expert named Karen Driver. David bad mentioned.
that Karen could probebiy lend her some clean
clothes, though he'd actually blushed while saying it.
He was a quirky one, all right....
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‘would be enough to get them in and out of Caliban
Cove in one piece, bringing with them proof of
Umbrella's experiments, an objective that would
Tead to the ruin of the company that had corrupted
the S.T.A.RS., and perhaps Let him sleep peacefully
again.

David nodded, and the two of them set off to make
the call.

After rereading the information on Caliban Cave,
Rebeoca folded the papers and carcfully tucked them
into the overnight bag under David's seat. He'd
bought three bags at the airport, one for the weapons,
‘currently in cargo, the others to carry on so they
‘wouldn't attract attention. Rebecca wished they'd
thought 10 buy some mmacks while they were atit. She:
hachnt eaten since lunch, and the packet of muts she'd
swallowed after takeoff wasn't cutting it.

‘She reached up o switch off the reading light and
then settled back in her seat, trying to Tet the smooth
bum of the 747 engines Iull her into a doze. Most of
the other passeagers on the half-full plane were
aloeps the dim "night” lights and the steady drons of
the engines had slready warked for David. But cven
s drained ua she felt by the evening's events, she gave.
up the effort after & minute o two. There was 100
rmuch to think about, and she knew that she wouldn't
be able 10 slecp without st least sarting through some.
ofit.

1feel like I'm dreaming already anyway; this is just
another weird tangent, a subplot that came out of left
fied ..

Tn the past three months, she'd gradusted college,
gone through S.T.A R.S. Bravo trining, and moved
t her first apartment in & new city—only to end up
‘one of the five survivars of a man-made distster
invalving hiological weapons and a corporats con-
spirecy. In the past three hours, her lf had taken yet
‘another totally uncxpected tam. She thought about
‘what she'd wished for carler, a chance to get out of
Raccoon City and study the T-Virus; the irony of the
situation wamn'tlost on her, bt she wam't 50 sure she
Tiked the circumstances.

‘She rolled ber head to the side and looked at David,
‘crashed out in the window seat, dark circles of ex-
haustion beneath his closed lids. Afer bricfly filling
her in on » few details about the cove and outlining
their schedule for the next day, he'd told her to try
‘and take n nap (*have a lie down” had been hin cxact
‘words) and then promptly taken his own advice—not
falling usleep s much ey lapsing into an instant coms.
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face. T called him last week, when I called David. He
was warried about us, said he'd keep an eye out for
Umbrelia...”

.. and we shot the shitfor another couple of

mirutes, catching up, telling old stories. I told him I'd
send pictures of the kids, and he said that he had 1 get
off the phone, that he wanted to talk but he had a
Unbrella must have already got 1o bim, and the
realization was cold and brutal and suddenly, horri-
bly complete. Ubrella may have been behind the
aitack, but the §.T.A.R.S. had carred it out. Barry's
home had been blown to hell by people they knew,
‘and he'd been shot by a man hed thought was
friend.

The salemn quict was broken by the barking of
dogs, faint through the shadowy trees. From the
‘number and location, it sounded like the RPD K-9
unit had just reached his house. Barry looked away
from the carpse, his thoughts returning to the imme-
dinte situation. They had to move.

“Where can we go?" David usked quickly. *Is there
somewhere Umbrella wouldn't think to look, a cabin,
an empty building ... someplace we can get to on
foor?™

Brad!

“Chickenheart’s lease tsn't up for a couple of
manths,* Barry said. “His place is empty. And it's
Less than a mile from here.”

David nodded briskly. Let’s go.”

Burry tumned toward the park's playground, leading
the others across the moonlit clearing. There was
‘small tril that Iet out two blocks away, hopefully far
enough sway from the sction that the cops wouldn't
follow. Barry had walked through the park & million
times, his wifcat his side, his children danoing at their
feet.

.. my home. This i ey home, and it won't ever be
the same again.

As they ran through the warm, peaceful night,
Barry felt the hole in his arm tartto bleed again. He
clapped his right hand over the sticky dressing with-
out slowing, leting the pain fuel his determination as
they tore through the sarubby trees and headed for
Brad's house.

Nomore. No more of his. My girls aren't going to
#row up in a world where this can happen, not if1 have
any sayin it

‘So much had already happened, and this was only
the beginning of their ight. There were still people
‘working with the 5.T.A.R.S. be trusted, that they
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‘would be safe. At least his family was out of harm's
way viiting Kathy's pareats in Florida. The thought
that they could have just as casily been st home, his
girls playing in their Tooms when the shooting had
started.

He aggered unweadily to his feet, finding strength
in the rage that he'd lived with since that night at the
estats, Wesker had threatened Kathy and the gila to
force Barry's coopertion in Umbrella's coverup,
using him to get to the underground Iboratorics.
Barry's guilt had blossomed into fury in the days
since, an anger that transcended any he'd evex known.
“Bastards," Barry snaried. “Goddamn Unibrella.
bastards.
The others stood up with him, Chri's bare chest
pale in the faint light, all of them sceming relicved
that he wasc't badly hurt, except for David, who
Tooked as uhappy as Barry had ever seen him. His
shoulders sagged from some unknown burden and
‘when he spoke, he wouldn't moet Barry's gaze.

“The man who shot yox,” David said. Fie held up a
nine-millimeter with a ruppressor sitached, blood
spattered across the barrel. "7 killed kim. 1 .. Barry,
if's Jay Shannon.*

Barry stared at him. He heand the words, but was
unable 10 accept them. It wasn't possible.

“No. You didn't get a good laok, it' too dark ...
David tumed and walked through the trees, leading
them to the body of the shooter. Barry stumbled after
him, his head ruddenly aching from more than just
smacking it on a tree tunk.

It can't be Shannon, there's no way, David's ratlied
from the attack, that's all, he made » mistake...

.. except David didn't retle under fire, he never
had, and he didn't make mistakes that easily. Burry
it his tocth against the pain and followed, for once
hoping that his friend was wrong.

The man had collapsed on his back or David hed
rolled him over. Either way, be stared up at them with.
Tifeleas cyes, a random pine needle stuck 1o ane of the
glazed arbs. The semi-jacketed round from David's
Beretta had panched a hole dircctly over his heart; it
had been a lucky shot. Looking down at the shooter's
‘ashen face, Barry folt his own beart tam to stone.
Jesus, Shannon, why? Why this?

“Who is he?" ill nsked sofly.

Barry stared down at the dead man, Unable to
‘anewez. David's reply seemed hollow, tonelzss.
“Captatn Jay Shannon of the Oklahoma City
STARS. Barry and I rained with him."
Barry found his vaice, silllooking at Jay's still






images/page33.jpg
‘mumber to take with him. He gazed blankly around
the shadowed room, fighting off the adrenaline slump
that 50 often followed battle. e didnt want to forget
‘anything important, any detail that needed to be
discussed befare he and Rebecce el If they wanted
o make their plane, Barry, ill, and Chris would have
0 deal with the aftermath of the attack on their own.
The S.T.ARS. Trent's poem, objectives and contacts.
Tt was hare 10 focus after such # draining experi-
ence, and it didn't help matters that he'd beea tired to
begin with. He hadn' slept well in days, and thinking
of all that lay shead of them only made concentration
harder. Reboocals information about Dr. Griffth was
disconcerting, to say the least, and though he was no
less determined to carry out the Caliban Cave opera-
tion, it was just one more concern to add to &
sccmingly endlews list

Chrin walked into the room wearing a faded blue
weatshirt with the slesves cut off and fol into a chair
across from David, his face hidden in shadow. After a
moment, he leaned forwand, enough light fltering
through the closed blinds o that David could see his
expression. The younger man's gaze was tirod,
thoughttul and apologtic.

“Look, David ... the last couple of weeks have
been rough on all of us, you know? Waiting to see
‘what Umbrella was gonna do, the suspension, feeling
Like our friends died for nothing ...” Chria stopped
himelf, then warted ngain. "7 just wanted 1o say I'n
s0rry if we got off on the wrong foot earlier, and I'm
lad you're om our side. 1 shouldn't have been such an
asshole about it.”

David was surprised and improssed by the sincerity
behind the words; when he was in his twentics, he.
‘would've rather had hin fingemails pulled out than
display any emotion, except anger of course. He'd
had no trouble expressing anger.

‘Yet another legacy from dear old Dad. .

“I don't shink you have anything to be sorry for,"
‘David suid soRly. “Your concerns are more than
Justified. I—I've been under a bit of strain myself,
‘and 1 didn't mean to come across as domineering.
The 5.TARS. are, that s, they mean a lot to me,
and 1 wani us .. Twant for them to be whole
again..."

Jill walked in from the kitchen, saving David from
‘continuing with his fumbling speech. Much to his
relief, Chris seemed to understand; he met David's
gazs evealy, nodding, 88 if 10 say that the air had been
clzared between them. David sighed inwandly, won-
dering if he'd ever be sble to overoome his awkward-
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‘could count on, and he wamn' ging 1o be caught off
his guard twice. The next time Umbrella came knock-
ing, maybe they wouldn't have to run. And if Rebecca.
‘and David could pull off the Maine operation, they'd
have what they needed 10 take the company down,
once and for all.

Umnbrella had messed with the wrong people. Barry
planned on bring there when they figured that out.
Jill pcked the lock expertly, using a beat safety pin
‘and ons of Rebeccals carrings to open the door to the
small cottage. Rebocoa had swept Bary off 1o the
‘medicine cabinet, while Chris went searching for a
shirt. David and Jill checked the small house thor-
oughly, Davida satisfaction growing with cach pars-
ing moment.

He couldn't have imagined n better hideoat, and it
‘was comforting to know that Barry and the two
Alphas would have & safe spot to work from. The two-
bedroom home shared  backyard with & security-
‘conscious fumily; bright lights snspped on when Da-
vid opensd the back doar, flooding the small lawn
brilliantly and from the sight of the neighbor's side,
they definitely had  rather large dog somewhere on
the premises. There were houses close on either side
of the reatal, and the front window looked out on an
‘open schoolyand just across the street. There would be
10 cover for an spgroaching team.

The house was furnished simply, if uatidily; it wa
obvious that the occupant had fled in a panic. Person-
aliterns and books were strewn randomly across the
‘rooms, as if Vickers had been unable to decide what
0 take in his hurry to flee Raccoon City.

With what happened tonight, I can't say I blame

i for runming ...

Mr. Vickers had obviously been in the wrong line o
‘work, bu that didn't necessarily make him s coward.
Ritking one's lifec on a day-to-day basis wasn't for
Everyone and considering the recent developments,
it was wisest for someone like Vickers to remove
himeelf from the situation. They could have used the
help, but from what litdle Barry had told bim, the
‘Alpha pilot wasn't someone they wanted to work
with. Even if he didn't get himaclf killed, he'd lost the:
ust of hs tcarnmater, and nothing could be worse:
‘when it came t criss situstions
David set.in the dark, cramped living room on
rather hideous green couch, collecting his exhausted
thoughts as Jill dug through the kitchen. He'd found a
blank pad of paper and u pen, and had alrcady
scribbled down the names and home mumbers of his
team and various contacts, as well as Brad's phone:
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... and Imay have taken one of theirs instead.
The thought that she might have killed some-

ame ... she forced it away before it could take bold,
‘concentrating on the pals shape of Chris's T-shirt.
ahead. Her conscience would have to wait until she
had time to think it through.

‘Ahead of them, the thick woods opened into

& clearing, playground equipment gleaming dully in the:
pallid light. Chrix slowed to & jog and then stopped.
‘where the line of trees ended, turning back o search
the shadows for the rest of tham.

Rebeoca caught up to him, Barry and Jill just

behind her, all of them breathing heavily and looking
s stunned and sober ar Rebecon felt.

“David, where's David?" Chris gasped, and as they
all tamed), strining to see past the dark, reaching
branches, Rebeoca saw one of the shadows to their lefl.
move, A wealthy, sliding movement.

“Look outl”

She dropped to the ground even as she yelled, fresh
terror sunging through her systzm. ..

. and the shadow fired at them, twice, the shots
‘muted compared 1o the explosive thunder at the
house. There was a third shot, Louder, closer, and the
shadow stumbled and fell, crashing ageinst a tree
befare collapsing silently to the dirt. Except for the.
riving moan of sircns, the park was again stil.
Rebeoca slowly raised her head, craning to look.

over hex shoulder and saw David, standing, sill
pointing his Beretta at the fallen shooter. Jill and
‘Chiris were crouched next 1o her, both of them holding
their weapons out, staring around them with wid,
searching gazes
.. and on her other side, Barry was sprawled on the
ground, his face pressed 10 the blanket of dried pine
needles and long dead leaves.

He wasn't moving.

Four

‘THERE WAS DARKNESS FOR AN INDETERMI-
nate time, sileat and complete and then thers were.
‘voices, drawing him up through the black depths of
limbo, vaices that his floating mind couldn't
identify at firs. From somewhere fur away, be heard
siren.

he's been kit

ohmy God

see if it's clear

wait I can 't find the wound help me—Barry? Barry,
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finding her band. Her shoulder groaned us gravity did
ita work, Barry leaning out to give her less of a drop,
her body suspended in mid-air.

He let go and before she could feel real terror, she
hit thebrushes. There was small pain, twigs and
‘branches scratching at her bare iegs, and then Chris
was palling her out, lifting her easily from the twining.
hedges.

“Take the back,” he breathed, his attention already
fixed back on the window.

Rebeoca snatched the revolver out as she stepped
onto the lawn, turing 1o face the shadows that made:
up the backyard. To her lef, a dark stand of troes
stood maybe twenty meters away, silent and stll.
Hurry, harry. ...
“There was & thundering ratile of bullets inside the
‘house and a thrashing thump in the bushes to her
right, but she didn't turn, intent on her assigned task.
A movement, by the comer of the house. Rebecca
didn't hesitate, sending two shots into the thickening
of shadow, Barry's .38 jerking in her hands. The
figure crumpled, falling forward just enough for her to
‘see that she'd hit a man clutching a rifle and that he
‘wastt going to get up sgain.

—never shot anybody before—

“Move!" Chris shouted, and Rebooca jerked her
head around, saw Barry climb out of the bushes and.
stumble toward them, There was 2 shout from the
window, followed by  barst from an sutoratic rifle.
Rebeoca actually felt the bullets hit the ground near
her feet, tearing up chunks of overgrown lawn. Dirt
pelted her legs.

Shitt

David and Jill fired back as they ran for the trees,
Chris leading the way. The shooter either ducked or
‘was shot; the dull clatter of the rifle fell silent. As they
reached the first of the wooded shadows, Rebecca
heard the wail of spproaching sirens—followed
closely by shouts and running stcps scross Barry's
front porch. Seconds later, there was a squeal of tires.
Rebeoca stumbled through the brushy copse, dodg-
ing between narrow, gnarled trunks, trying to keep the
‘others in sight. The revolver felt too heavy in her slick
grasp and her entire body seemed to be pounding, her
Iegs shaking, her breathing sharp and shallow. Every-
thing had happened 5o fast. She'd known they were in
danger, that Umbrella wanted them out of the way,
but knowing something wasn't the same as really
believing it, as believing that violent strangers would
break into Barry's home and try to take their

live






images/page29.jpg
“Barry, can you hear me?"
Rebeoca. Bary opened his eyes and thea closed
them immediately, wincing us the throbbing pain
‘wrapped around his skull. There was another pain in
his left arm, sharp and insisteat but not as complete
s the achs in his head. Fie'd bad acquaintance with
both kinds of pain before.

Got shot, met up with a tree... or some asshole

with a baseball bat.

H tried opening his eyes again as small hands
moved across his chest, lightly searching. I took him
& wecond to focus on the worried faces looming over
him, Tl and Chris and a frightened-looking Rebeccs,
hex fingers probing his shirtfor the wound. The sirens
had fallen mercifully sileat, though he could hear the
‘oop cams pulling up his street, their powerfully revving
engines echoing through the wooded park.

“Left bicep,” he mumbled, and started o sit up.

The dark woods wavered unsteadily, and then
Rebeoca was gently pushing him back down.

“Don't mave,” she vaid firmly. "Just lay there a
second, okay? Chris, give me your shirt.*

“But Urnbrella...” Burry started.

said, kneeling next to the others.

“Be still."

Rebeoca lifted his amm carcully, looking at both
sides. Barry flaxed his arm slightly and soowled at the
burst of pain, but could tell it wasn't bad; the bone.
was il intact.

“Right ous the deltoid,” Rebeoca said. "Looks like
you're gonna have to lay offthe weights for awile.”
Her tone was light, but he could sec the concern in
hex gaze us she studied his face. She started wrapping
Chris's T-shirt tightly around his arm, waiching him
intently.

“You've got a nasty bump on your temple,” the
suid. "How do you feel?"

“Though his head was sill pounding, the pain had
subsided to ache status, He felt ight-headed nnd
lttle nauscous, but he still knew his own name and.
‘what day of the week it was; if it was a concussion, he
wast't impressed.

T've had worse hangovers...

“Pratty much like shit,” he said, "bus I'm okay. I
must've hit tree on the way down.

‘As she finished the makeshift bandage, he sat up
again, this time with better results. They had to get
‘moving before the cops decided to search the
‘woods, but where could they go? It secmed unlikely
that Umbrella would sttack twice in one night, but it
‘wasu't u theory worth testing. None of their homes
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ing out the intermitient spray of the machine gun.
Boom! Boom!

“The ro0m went dark as Barry's rounds found their
‘mark, glass raining down from above. Light still
streamed into the darknes from the hall, and there
‘was another bail of bullets from outside.

Chiis scrabblod on elbows and knees for the hall-
way and in one smooth movement rolled onto his side.
‘and took out the aditional ights. The living room
‘s now completely bilack, and the bursts of automat-
i firc stopped.

Over the ringing in his ears, David heard boots
‘crunching on glass from back in the kitchea. The.
heavy steps pause, the intruder probabily waiting for
the window shooter to catch up and there will be more than two,
‘covering the exits. Kitchen doar, front porch, someone watching the
windows. ..

Auother set of steps entered the kitchen, these:
hurried and shuffling, but they also stopped. The peir
‘was waiting, cither for more of their tcam or for the
assemblod S.T.AR.S. 1o make r move. David's
thoughts raced independently of him, reflexively con-
sidering and rejocting theories and options t light-
ning speed.

We get upstairs, pick thems off one at a time—
—unless they mean o torch the house—

—s0 we run straight through them, out the back—
—except they've got the firepower advantage, maybe
spook eyes and we'd be moving targess, no contest. ..
All he knew for certain was that they couldn't stay
‘where they were. There was no cover for whea the
thugs got tired of waiting.

There was shuffling movement from the right as
Barry's hlking shadow crouched toward him. Da-
vid's eyes had adjusted enough to sec Jill and Rebecca
‘on the other side of the coffes table, both of them
‘crouched and holding handgune. He couldnt make
Chiris out, but he was probably till by the hall.
Barry's house was the Iast on the block, & wooded.
park just pas. I they could slip ot get ino the,
trees....

The thought stuck; even a bad plan was better than
none at all, and they didn't have time to wark out
altermatives.

“Basement door?" David whispered.

Barey's gruff voice was soft and strained. "Yeak.”
No good, it would be poted. They'd have to get out
through the second floor.

“We go through the park, " he whispered quickly.
“Jill, get to Chris and prepare to lay cover on my
signal. Barry, Rebecca, as soon as we star, hit the
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come. And he owes me a favor.”
“Brilliant,” David said. "Perhaps you could ask

i 10 help you look into the local police as well.
Once we have solid evidence from the Maine facility,
we can g0 to your friend, instigate a federal investiga-
tion.”

Tt sounded good, but Jill found herself fecling
frustrated by the talk. She wanted to sct. Waiting for
the S.T.ARS. to contact them had been bad enough;
knowing that Rebeocs was going 1o be risking her life
while they waited idly by would be excruciating.
“You said you had some thoughts about what else

we could do,” she said.

David nodded. "Yes, though once we ivolve the
povernmend, it may not come to anything quite 50
daring. 1 had been formulating a plan 1 infilirate
Umbrella headgquarters, a risky proposition at best. It
seems wisest to work on a smaller scale for now, but
1do believe the three of you should drop out of sight,
as soom as possible. 1 alio think it would be prudent
Jor you to see what you can uncaver on Mr. Treni,
thoiugh I have the distinct feeling that you won't come
p with much, if anything.”

He smiled n litle, and having met Trent, Jill
understood his doubts perfectly. Their strange beoe-
factor had struck her a8 a very careful man.

“I get the impression that we'll only find what he
wants us 0 find, * David continued, "but it s worth a
look. And we'll nced 1o arrange for a rendezvous site
after weve...”

His soft, musical voios broke off suddealy as he
tilted his head o one side, listening intently. Jill heand.
it in the same instant and felt her heart freeze in her
cheat.

A rustling in the bushes outside the window that
‘Barry had opened.

Umbrellalt!

“Get down!” Jill shouted, and rolled off the couch,
pulling Rebecos with her as the window shattered, the
‘curtains blown aside in an explosive burst from an
automatic rifle.

David dove for the floar as bullets riddled the chair
he'd been in, already grabbing for his weapon. Tufts of
padding Hlonted past his wide eyes as a smaking trail
of holes tore across the wall, plater and wood lying.

wplit-socond break in the onslaught,
just long enough for themn 10 bear the crash of glass
breaking from the back of the house.

“Barry, lights!" he shouted, but Barry was way
ahead of him, the thunder of his Colt revolver drown-
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David spun, saw Jill and Chris already on their way
Up and a his feet it the first river, there was a
‘sound like an explosion behind him. The front door
was suddenly a mass of flying splinters, heavy rounds
tearing through the wood s the Unnbrella team
sought 10 end the battle. IF the two Alphas hadn't
kiled the men in the kitchen, they wers surely dead
by now.

i
twice more through the rapidly disintegrating door,
hoping hed bought the S.T.AR.S. enough time to
escape.

Ten, maybe twenty seconds before they realize we're
gone.

It was going to be close.

Rebecca stood on the dark landing, her heart
pounding almost as loudly as the booming shots that
‘chased Jill and Chris up the stair
Come on, come on....

‘Barry was to her right at the end of the landing's
hall, barely visible by the moonlight that streamed
through the open window. 5ll was the first o reach
the top. Rebooea stecred her toward Barry with a
touch, Chris following close beind.

Bam! Bam!

“The muzzle on David's nine-millimeter fashed
brightly in the darkness on the stairs, and then he was
in front of her, materializing out of the gloom like a
weaty ghost.
“This

Rl i s et il Dehd
her side. Tl had already gone and Chris was halfway
out, Barry gripping one of his hands as he struggled to
balance Himself.

Please God, let there be a matiress, a pils of leaver. . .
BOOM!

“The crash of the front door flying open was fol-
Towed by heavy footateps and muffled male voices,
‘angry and commanding. Chris disappearcd through
the window and then Barry was reaching for her,
mouth a grim line. She jammed hex pirtol back.
holster and stepped o the window.

Barey's warm hand on her back, Rebecon crawled
onto the sl and Loaked down. There were hedges
against the xide of the house, lush and thick and
smpossibly far below. She caught a glimpse of Jill,
standing on the lawn, aiming her weapon toward the
front of the house and Chria looking up at them, bis

its

Rebeoca slid out the window, Barry's strong fingers
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stairs fust to an east window, softest jump. We'll
Jollow. Ready? Go.”

Jill was aiready moving around the couch, disap-
pearing silently into the thick shadows, Barry and
Rebeoon right behind. David paused just long enough
0 8c00p up the papers that Trent had given him. He.
stuffod them inside his shirt, the crinkling pages cool
against his sweaty skin. Nothing clsc in his bricfoase
‘would be damaging.

H crept toward tho yawning blackness of the
opening to the hall, edging to where Jill and Chris
‘were crouched. The entry faced the fids of the stairs.
To the left was the front door and the foot of the step
To the right, the quiet kitchen at the end of the long
hall where the two Umnbrella operatives waite.
They go right, IU take left, when the shooting begins
the rest of the strike force should rush the front
door....

David hoped. If the timing wasn't perfect, they
‘were doad. Away from the faint light from the win-
dows, it was 100 dark for hand rignals. He leancd
‘close between Jill and Chris, pitching his voice as low
s possible.

“Bath right, Jill low and outside,” he whispered.
They wouldn't be siming for the floor, and Chris
‘coald use the wall of the entry as a shicld. 7' got
the front door. Keep it up for six secands exactly,

o more. On 2ero, you need 1o be on the stairs, out of
the corridor. On my mark.... now!”

The three, of them sprang into position, Chris and
Jillfiring towand the kitche, David whirling to the
left. Hs ran for the front door in a low crouch, the

. five... four...

Behind him, Barry and Rebeoca lunged for the.

stairs through the crash of bullets. David trained the.
Beretta on the darkness in front of him and was

only  foot away from the door when someone kicked
it open.

Bam!

His shoulder connocted with the heavy wood and

he threw himuelf into it, slarnming it closed. He
dropped to the floor and jammed his heel against the:
base.

w0

He fired into the doar at an upward angle, five shots
s fast s he could pull the trigger. There was
strangled scream, the sound of something heavy hit-
ting the parch, and he fired three more befors rolling.
to his feet, into the slcove st the foot of the stairs and
out of the line of fire. Their time was up.
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‘andl saw that the ret of her tcam was watching her,
their faces tight with conoem. Since that terrible night
at the Spencer estate, they'd become like n family to
her. She didnt want to leave, to isk never sceing

... but David's right. Without the support of the

5. TARS, nowhere will be safe for any of us. And this
would be my chance to contribute, 1o do what I'm good
a...

‘She wanted 10 belicve that it was the only reason,
that she'd be going to fight the good fight, but she
‘coaldn't help the tiny shiver of excitement that ran
through her at the thought of getting her hands on the
T-Virus. Tt would be a golden opportunity to study

the mutagen befors anyons else, t categorize the
effects and pick apart the virion right down to its
smallest capsid.

Rebeoca took a deep breath and blew it out, her
decision made.

“TlLdo it” she ssid. "When do we go?"

THREE

JILL FELT HER HEART QUICKEN AT REBEC-
ca's words, u fecling that things were happening too
fast and that they weren't prepared. Her decision
seemed sudden, cven though Jillreally hadn't
doubted that she'd volunteer Rebeocs was a lot
stronger than she looked.

She glanced around Bary's wide, open living room,
discreetly noting the reactions of her teammates.

Cliria's face was srained, his mouth drawn as he
stared absently a1 the map of Caliban Cove, while:
Barry walked across 1o one of the living room win-
dows, staring out past the cartzin and scowling st
nothing in particular.

They're worried about her, and maybe they should
be; Grifith sounds like a serious psycho . .. but would
any of us have hesitated if we'd been asked 10 go?

1t just proved that Rebecca was as commited as

they were, also no great surprise. Getting to know the
‘young Bravo had bee one of the only bright spois in
the frustrating days since the mansion had burned.
The girl had been unfailingly optimistic about their
chances against Umbrella even after their suspension,
and had worked tirelessly to keep all of their spirits
1. She was brilliant, to0 and yet she never flaunted
i, or came across as condescending when she was
attempting to discuss aspects of the T-Virus with
them.

Rebeoca looked u bit distraught herself, glancing
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She pashed the thoughts away, focusing on the
mattcr at hand. Without the S.T.AR.S., their job was
going 1o be a lot tougher. Not impossible, bu she had
0 adimit to herself that their chance of success had
just dropped to somewhers near zero. T was a good
thing she dicn' mind being the underdog.

1t doesn't matter anyway. Umbrella’s going 1o pay
Jor what they ve done, ane way or another.
‘Bay's gruff voice broke the quietin the yoom, his
‘gaze thoughttul. "Maybe we should go 10 the press.
Not local, but someane big, national”

David sighed, shaking his head. "7 thought of that.
Its @ good idea, but right now we don't have the proof.
1o make anything stick.”

“Yeah, but atleast Ubrelia woulds't mave on us
with everyone watching.

“We couldn't count on shat, " Til sid. "If they got

10 the STARS, they could get to anyone. And
withous evidence . .. well, you gotta adumi, the
story's the kind of thing even the tabloids wouldn't
Buy.”

T eient o ol i
‘words remminded them all of how insane it sounded,
how insane it would sound 1o anyone who hadn't
experienced what they'd been through.

A -virus that sccidentally turns people into zombies,
being used to creats unspeakable monsters us living
‘weapons... invented and then covered up by & major
‘corporation that hires mad scientists to experiment on
‘uman beings. Allt needs is a Nazi war criminal with
an atomic weapon, we'd have a beat-seller on our
“Well, what we were talking about before orga-
nicing some of the other 5.T.A.R.S.,” Chrin waid.

“I've got a few people in mind, some of the guys 1
trained with. And I know Barry's got a lt of con-
tacts.”

David nodded sgreement. *Yes, 7 hink that should
be a priority. My concem is how t0 get in touch with
them. The branch offces may already be tapped, and
e wani 1o keep Unbrella from learning about our
plans for as long as possible. Unfortunately, we won't
have use of the S.TA.RS.'s resources for much
longer.”

“Maybe we should look for a go-between,” Jll said
slowly. "Someone who doesn't have fies fo the
STARS"

Chiris grinned suddealy. *7 know a guy from back in
the Alr Force who works for Jack Hailton now, one
of the section heads for the FBI—I don't know mach
‘about Hamilton, but Pete's about as honest as they
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around at the three men in the room. Even David.
Trapp secmed vaguely uncomfortable with her deci-
sion, probably because of Rebecca's youth.

Men. She's young, she's cute, and she's undoubtedly
smarter than all of us pat together, but the young and
cute part tends o make them overiook the rost.

Jill caught her eye and smiled encouragingly. At
Rebeoca's age, Jll had becn a professional thicf, and a
g00d one. She was worried sbout Rebecce, too, but
only because she'd grown 10 care about ber. The fict
that she was a young woman wasn't  reason to
underestimate her talents.

‘Rebeoca emiled back, and walked over to st by her
3 David nodded hesitantly at his newest teamemate.
“All right, then. Good. There's a plane leaving for
‘Bangor at twenty-three hundred hours, with a con-
necting flight to a field just outside of Exeter. I
thought we could all go aver a bit of strategy here, and
then drop by your place on the way to the airfield so
you can pack a few things.”
Rebeoca nodded, and after cracking n window

‘open, Barry moved back to join them, leaning against
‘one arm of the couch. He folded his arms across his
‘massive cheat and jerked his ohin toward David.
“You're the strategist” he raid, not unkindly.

“Why don' you start us off?"

The respect between the two men was obvious,
‘making Jill like David all the more. In spite of Barry's
scrow ups in the Spencer finsco, Jill had grown to trust
him, something ehe didn't do carily and he seered
‘confident in David Trapp's akills.

“1 don't mea to take over, " David said, “but I

have a few thoughts on how we might approach this
situation. I've known about the 5.TA.R.S.s betrayal
Jor several days now ... though I thoughs we all
‘might spend a few moments considering our course of
action. T realice that this must come as quite a shock ™
Jill picked up o the same thread of bitterness she'd
noticed earlicr, on the word "betrayal.” The fact that
the S.T.ARS. were in bed with Umnbrella obviously
‘wasu't siting too well with Mr. Tyapp ..

... probably not witk Chris or Barry, either. Both of
them have more time invested with the 5. TA.R.S. than
me or Becea ...

Jill was diseppointed and angry that the S.T.AR.S.
had sold out, but it wasn't going to be a factor in her
decirion 1o work at bringing Urmbrella down. Her
path had been determine on the day that the McGee
sisters had been brutally murdered. The two ltde.
girla were the first innocent victims of the T-Virus
spill a the Spencer estate and they had been hex friends.
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“The map was of the stretch of oast just south of the,
small town, an acrial sketoh of the cove itself. David
‘had uncovered a few facts about the arca on & visit to
Exeter's library, uncomfortable using the S.T.A.RS.
‘computer after Barry's call. The rather irolated
stretch had been privately owned for several years,
bought up by an anonymous group. There was a
defumct lighthouse on the northern rim of the inlet,
sitting atop a cliff that was supposedly riddled with
sea caves.

“Trent' map showed several stractures behind and
below the lighthouse, leading down 10 a small pier o
the southern tip of the open croscent. There was &
notohed border that ran the length of the cove on the
‘inland side, presumsbly s fence. CALIBAN COVE wa
‘written scross the 10p in bold leters. In smaller type.
just beneath were the words UMB. RESEARCH AND
TESTING.

The third piece of paper that Trent had given him
‘was the one that David didn't understand; there was a
short lst of name at the top, seven in all:

LYLE AMMON, ALAN KINNESON, TOM ATHENS, LOUIS
‘THURMAN, NICOLAS GRIFFITH, WILLIAM BIRKIN, TIFFANY
CHIN.

Just under it was  somewhat poetic list of sorts, set
into the center of the page in curling font.

Jill had picked it up again and was reading it
carefully. She looked up at David, & half-smile on her
face.

“No question that we've got the same Trent here.

The guy's into riddles.”

“Any idea what it means " David asked.

il sighed heavily. “Well, one of the names here

‘was in the material that Trent gave me—William
Birkin. We figured out that at least some of the others
were researchers at the Spencer facility, so I'n willing
10 bet these peaple also work for Umbrella. Birkin
may nat have been at the estate when it was de-
stroyed. I don't recognie any of the others.”

‘David nodded. "1 checked all of them with the
STARS. database and came up blank. The rest,
though ... Is it a riddle of some sort?”

Jill glanced back at the paper, frowning as she read

it to herself again:

Ammon's message received/bluc seriew/enter answer for
keyfletters and mumbers reverse/time reinbow/don' count/
bine to acoess.

Rebeoca took the paper from her s Jilllooked back.
at David thoughtfully. "A ot of what Trent gave me
seemed like pretty random stuff, but some of it related
10 the Spencer mansion's secrets; the whole place was
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forty-three. His dark hair was plastered to his dkull by
the rain, and he held a large manila envelope in one:
gloved band.

“Yes?"

The man grinaed wider. "My name is Trent, and

this s for you”

He held oat the damp eavelope and David glanced
at it warily, not sure if he should take it. Mr. Trent
dida® scem dangerous, or et least not threatening,
but ho was still  stranger, and David preferred to
know the people he acoepted gift from.

“Do 1 know you?” David saked.

“Trent shook his head, his smile unwavering. "No.
But Tknow you, Mr. Trapp. And I also know what
you're about 10 g0 up against. Believe me, you're
poing 1o need all the help you can get.
“I don't know what you're talking about. Perhaps
‘you have me confused with someone else.”
Trent's smile faded 85 he extended the envelope, hi
dark cyes narrowing slightly. "Mr. Trapp, if's raining.
And this s for you.”

‘Confused and pot a litle ritated, David opensd

the doar wider 1o accept the envelope. At s00n 88 he
grasped it, Trent tumed and started to walk away.
“Hold on & moment.*

“Trent ignored bim, disappearing into the rain-
drenched shadows around the side of the house.
David stood in the doarway uncertainly, holding
the damp peper and staring into the pouring darkness
for another minute before going back inside. Once
he'd studied the contents, be wished he'd gone sfier
Trent, but by then, of course, it was too late.

Too late and only too olvious what he'd meant. He
knew sbout Umbrella and the S.T.A.R S., bat who
does he work for? And iy did he choose to contact
me?

Jill and Rebocca were studying the map while Barry
‘and Chris worked through the copied newspaper
articles. There were four of them, all receat, all
‘centered around the tiny coastal town of Caliban
Cove, Maine. Three of them concerned the disappear-
‘ances of local ishermen, all prosumed dead. The
fourth was a rather humarous picce about the
“ghosts" that haunted the cove; it scemex! that several
townspeople had heard strange sounds floating acro
the watere latc at night, described us “the cries of the
damned." The writer of the article had laughingly
suggested that the witnesses 1o the phenomena should
probebly stop drinking their mouthwash before bed.
Funny. Unless you know what we know sbout Umbrella.
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thisr”
“In school. One of my professors was kind of
science-history bufl. His specialty was definct theo-
ries... and scandals.”

S0 what happened?” David usked.

“The next time ryone heard from Griffth, it was
because he'd gotten kicked out of the university. Dr.
Vachss—that was my prof —told us that Griffich was
officially fired for using drugs, methamphetamines,
but the numor was that he'd been experimenting with
drug-induced behavior modification on a couple of
s studens. Neither of them would talk, but one of
them ended up in an asylum and the other eventually
committed suicide. Nothing was ever proved, but
after that, o one would hire him and as far as the
Jacts go, that's the last anyone heard of Nicolas
Grifih.”

“But there’s more t0 the story?” David asked.
Rebeoca nodded slowly. "In the mid-eighes, a
private lab in Washingion was broken into by cops
‘and the bodies of three men were found, all dead of a
lovirus infection—it was Marburg, one of the most
lethal viruses there is. They'd heen dead for weeks;
neighbors had complained because of the smell. The
papers the police found in the lab suggested that all
three men were research assistants to a Dr. Nicolas
Dunne, and that they had allowed themselves to be
deliberately infecied with whas they undersiood to be
‘@ harmiess cold virus. Dr. Durne was going (o see if
e could cure it.*

‘She stood up, crossing ber arms tightly. The agony
those men must have endure; she'd seen pictures of
Marburg victims.

From the initia headache to extreme amplification
in & matter of days. Feve, clotting, shock, brain
damage, massive hemorrhaging from every orifice,
they wouldve died in pools of their own blood.
“And your professor thought it was Griffith?* Iill
asked softly.

Rebeoca foroed the images away and tumed o Jill,
finishing the story the way Dr. Vachss bad. "Grifith's
mather—her maiden name was Dunne.”

Barry let out a low whistle, us Iill and Chris
exchanged n worricd look. David was studying her
intently, hin gaze cool and unrcadable. Al the sarme,
she thought she knew what was going through his
mind.

He's wondering f this changes things. 1€ Tll go with
him 10 sce this Caliban Cove facilty, now that 1 know
it being run by people like Griffith.

Rebecca looked away from David's intense scrutiny
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rigged with puzgle locks and traps. Maybe this is the
same deal. It relates to something you'll find."

Ok, shit.”

They all turned to Rebeoca who was staring at the
top of the page, her face drained of color. She looked
a1 David with an exprossion of anxious despair.
“Nicolas Griffith is on this fist.”

David nodded. "You know who ke is?"

‘She loaked around at all of them, her young face
openly distreased. “Yeah, except I thought he was
dead. He was one of the greas, one of the most
brilliant men ever o work in the biosciences.”

‘She turned back to David, her gaze heavy with
dread. "If he's with Umbrela, we've got a lot more to
worry about than the T-Virus getting out. He's a
‘penius in the fleld of molecular virology and if the
stories are true, he's also totally insane.”

Rebeoca looked back at the st ber stomach &
Teaden knot.

Dr. Griffsh, still alive . .. and ivolved with Unbrel-
la. Could today possibly get any warse?

“What can you tell us abous him?* David asked.
‘Rebeoca's mouth felt dry. She reached for her glass
of water and drained it befare looking at David.
“How much do you know about the study of
viruses?” she asked.

‘He wmiled u lttle. "Nothing. That's why I'm here. ™
Rebeoca nodded, trying 1o think of where to start.
“Okay. Viruses are classifted by their replication.
strategy and by the type of nucleic acid in the
virion—that's the specialized element in a virus that
allows it to transfer its genome 1o another living cell
A genome is a single, simple ses of chromosomes.
According io the Baltimore Classification, there are
seven distinct types of viruses, and each group infects
certain organisms in a certain way.

I the early sixties, a young scientist i a private
wniversity in California challenged the theory, insist-
ing that there was an eighth group—one based loosely
‘om dsDNA and ssDNA viruses—that could infect
everything it contacted. It was Dr. Griffth. He pub-
lished several papers, and while is turmed ous that ke
‘was wrong, his reasoning was brilliant. 1 know, I read
them. The scientific community seoffed at his theory,
but his research on virus-specified inclusion bodies in
the cytoplasm withous a linear genome ..

Rebeoca trailed off, noticing the blank expressions
on their faces. “Sorry. Amyway, Griffith stopped try-
ing to prove the theory, but a lot of peaple were
interested to see what he'd come up with next."
Jillinterrupted, frowning. “Where did you learn all
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David sat back down and looked at Chris, his face.
expressionles, "Tell me who's involved in Umbrella’s
conspiracy to hide their research, " be said.

Chris glanced at the others, then back at David,
determined not 1 let his confusion show. “We sus-
pect several peaple locally. Umbrella’s office workers,
of course. The police commissioner, Chief Irons, a
couple of his men ...

David nodded. "And now that it looks like the
STARS. are in on this, what do you propose to
do?”

Where the hell s he going with this?

Chiis sighed. *7 don't know. I... we should con-

tact the Feds, maybe an internal affairs division to
look into the S.TAR.S. and the RPD."

Barry cutin *..and we'll get in touch with some of
the other S.T.AR.S. branches. There are still good
people working ou there who ain't gonna be 100
happy that Umbrella's taking over.”

David nodded again. "So you agree that Umbrelia
has to be stopped, even though it will be dangerous?”
“Well, no shit," Chrix seid, scowling angrily. "We
can't just it around and do nothing, there's no telling
‘what could happen if the T-Virus gets out again!”™
“And what can you tell me about the classification
of the virus?" David asked quictly.

Chris opened his mouth to answer—and then
closed it, staring at David thoughtfully.

He was sbout 10 say, "Fou should ask Rebecca.” And
he knows it.

David stood up and looked at all of themn in turn ay
he spoke, bis voice intense and determined. *7 agree,
Umbrella has to be stopped—but lets not kid our-
selves. We're talking about breaking from the
S.TARS. and going up against a mulsi-billio: dollar
establishment on our own. Nowhere is going to be
safe, and our anly chance for success is if e cach do
what we can, what we're good at to take Umbrella
down.”

He fixed his cool gaze on Chris, s if he realized that
Cliris was the one who had o be convinced. "You and.
Jill and Barry already know what 1o look for here, and
you've been with the S.T.A.R.S. longer than Rebecca.
Tou ahoukd atay here, ot of slght, soe  you cum fervet
out the connection between the local police and
Umbrella—and veach out 1o the 5. TA.R.S. members
that you think would help us.’

David turmed to Rebeoca again. “And if you agree, [
think we should leave for Maine tonight. With the
information 1 have, it looks as though things have
already gotten out of hand. My team is standing by;
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Barry yet.
“Actually, there’s more. I seems that there's anoth-

er Umbrella facility on the Maine coast, conducting
experiments with this virus of theirs—and just like
what happencd here, they've lost controL”

David turmed to Rebeoca, taking in her wids, horri-
ficd gze as he finished. “Tim saking @ team b,
withous 5.TA.R.5. authorization—and I want you 1o
come with us.”

Two

THEY ALL STARED AT DAVID, CHRIS FEELING
ke he'd just been punched in the gut. He was stll
recling from the information sbout the S.T.A R 5.,
from the realization that they wers on their own
and now mnother [sb?

And he wants 1o take Rebecca...

David went on, his dark gaze sill fixed on the
young Bravo. "T've talked 1o the people on my team I
believe to be trustworthy, and three of them have
agreed to go. I'm not going to li to you—it will be
dangerous, and withous the S.TA.RS. to back us up,
there’s no guarantee we'll be able 1o close the lab
down. We just wan 0 go in, collect some solid
evidence on this T-Virus, and get back ous before
anyone even knows we're..”

Before he could stop himself, Chris interrupted.

“I'm going, too.
“We all go,” Barry sid fimly. il nodded, putting
her arm around Rebeccs. The teen seemed flustered,
her checks red, and looking at her, Chriv waa once
again reminded of Claire. Tt was mor: than justa
physical resemblance; Rebeoca had the sams wit, the
same spirited blend of courage and thoughtfulness
that Chris's younger sister hal. And since the Spencer
estate disaster, Chris had come to feel just as

tive of Rebeoca. Too many of hin friends had died
already. Jowepb, Richard, Kenneth, Forest, and
Earico—not to mention Blly Rabbitson; his body

had never been found, but Chris had no doubt that
Uinbrella had killed him to keep him from talking. It
‘wasnit that Rebeoca couldn't handle berself. . .

. but damn it she's part of our team. No way she
‘goes without us.

David shook his head. “Look, this isn't a fll-scale
op; five people is already streiching it. Rebecea's got
the background we need to find the data on the virus,
and she already knows what symptoms to look for.”
“You've got your team right here,” Chria said. "You
can take us instead, let your guys look into the cover up."
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‘are we playing? And what do we risk losing if we fail?
Chiris shot an unhappy glance st Rebecca, thinking
‘again of his kid sister and wishing, not for the first
time, that they d never heard of Umbrells.

David watched them study the information that
Trent had given him, somehow not surprised that the
cnigmatic stranger had contacted the S.TARS. be-
fore. The man had been a professional, though at
‘what, precisely, David coukin' imagins.

Why would he want to help us fight Unbrella?
What's in it for him?

David thought back to the brief encounter he'd had
only five days ago, scarching his memary for some:
additional ciues, something he'd missed. He'd arrived
home late from work, and it had been raining ...

.. pouring, a thundering rummer storm that beat

at the windows and masked the sound of his geatle

kmocking..
The Exeter S.T.AR.S. had enjoyed an cary sum-
e, more paperwork than action. The Bravos had
taken off for a criminal profiling seminar in New
‘Hampshire, and David had boen entertaining
thoughts of packing a bag and attending the final
days—until he'd received Barry's call, followed by his
irst bint from the home office that something ws
wrong.
He'd spent the next day calling & few of his branch
‘contacts with discreet questions and digging through
files on Umbrell, not making it hore until almost
‘midnight. The driving rain had ushersd him into his
oold, dark house, the stmosphere matching his mood
p:lﬁs:lly el P e el o
‘head spinning from the implications of
whnlxdlﬂmd—chluﬂnhn\idﬁundnmy
‘was lying or that the AD for the S.T.AR.S. was.
The rapping st his door was 50 soft that he missed it
atfirat, the steady rain hammering on the roof cover-
ing the sound. Then it grew loudez.
Frowning, David looked at his watch and walked
slowly 10 the door, wandering who the hell came.
calling in the middle of the night. He lived slone and
had no family; it had to be work, or maybe someane.
‘with car trouble.
He cracked the doar open—and stw a man in s
black trench coat standing on his porch, strcams of
‘water runming down his lined face.
The stranger smile, an opea, friendly exprestion,
his eyes glittring bright with humor. "David
David took in the man at a glance. Tall and thin,

maybe a fow years past David's age, say forty-two or
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‘we could go in tomorrow at dusk.”
The room was silent for a momeat, the only sound
that of the ceiling fan whirring overhead. Chris still
felt angry, bat couldn® find a hole in the man's logic:
he was right about their opions, and whether Chris
Tiked it ar not, the choice 1o go 1o Maine was
Rebeooa's to make.

“What information do you have?” Iill ssked
thoughtfully. “How did you find ous abous the lab?™
David reached down to & battered briefouse
propped neat to his chair and dug through it, pulling
out a file folder. “An interesting story in itself, ifa
strange one. 1 was hoping that one of you might be
able to decipher some of this...”

He laid out three sheets of paper on the coffee table
‘s he spoke, what looked like photocogics of newspa-
pex clippings, and s simple dingram. "Shortly after [
talked 10 the home office, I received a visit from
stranger, a man who claimed 1o be o friend of the
STARS.... he told me his name was Trens, and
pave me these.

“Tremt/” Jill broke in excitedly. She turned o
Chiis, her eyes wide, and Chris felt his heart skip a
beat. He'd almost forgotten aboat their mysterious
benefactar.

The guy who told 5ll o watch ot for traitors, who
told Brad where to pick us up. ...

David starcd at Jill, his expression puzzled. "You
know him?"

“Just before we went i to rescue the Bravos, a man
named Trent gave me some information about the
Spencer estate, and warned me abous Wesker," Jill
suid. "He was quite a picce of work, real shady—he
didn't give amything away, you know? But he knew
‘what was going on with Unbrella, and what he did
tell me all panned out.™

Barry nodded. *And Brad Vickers said that Trent
called in the estate’s coordinates right after Wesker
activated the triggering system. If ke hadn't radioed,
‘we woulda blown up with the rest of the mansion. ™
Chirs suddenly realized that he had & serious head-
ache brewing as they all guthered around Barry's
offce table, staring down at the papers. The.
ST.ARS. were working for Umbrells, there was
‘anotber T-Virus facility operating in Maine—and
now Trent again, popping up like some cryptio fiiry
‘godmother, his motives impossible to guess at. [t was
ke soms kind of a game, the stakes all or nothing as
they struggled 1o get to the bottom of Umbrells's

conspiracy.
And we have no choice but to play—but whose game
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absorbed the information, and David could sce anger
‘and confusion play scross thei faces. He knew how
they felt. It meant that the S.TARS. dircctors had.
ither been manipulated by Umbrella or comupted by
them—and either way, the survivors af the Racooon
team had been hung out 1o dry, left vulnerable to
‘whatever Umbrella might do.

God, if anly 1 could believe that it was atl a mis-
take.

“Three days ago, Ipicked up a tail on ey way in 0
work, " he said softly. "7 wasn't able o make them,
but I'm assuming that they're some of Umbrella's
peaple and that my call to New York was respon-
sible.”
“Have you tried t0 get hold of Palmieri?" Jill asked.
David nodded. The S.T.A.R.S. national command-
er was the one man he knew was above taking bribes;
Marco Palmiers had been with the S.T.ARS. since
the very beginning. "1 was informed by his secretary
that he's leading a classifed aperation in the Middle
East and won't be available for months—and word
has i that arrangemens are being made for his
retirement while he's away.
“You think Umbrella's hehind it?" Chris usked.
David shrugged. "Umbrella has made substantial
donations to the S.T.A.R.S. over the years, which
means they have the contacts. If they're trying 1o turn
the S.T.A.RS. away from investigating them, getting
rid of Dr. Palmieri would be to their advantage.”
David glanced around the room, trying to nsscss
their readiness for the Teat of it. Barry s fsts were,
clenched, and he stared at them as if he'd never seen
them befare. Jill and Rebecon both seemed lostin
thought, though he could see that they had scoepted
his story s truth. Tt would save them tirme, at

Teast.
Chria stood up and started to pace, his youthful
features flushed with anger. "So basically, we've got
1o credibility with the locals, no backup coming, and
we've been branded as liars by our own people. The
Umbrella investigation is dead and we're screwed,
does that pretty much sum it up?”
David could sce that the anger wasw' directed at
himm, just as the anger that he felt wasn' for the young
Alpha. The thought of what Umbrella had done, what
the STARS. were involved in—it made him rick
with rage, with feelings of helplesaness that he hadn't
el since hin childhood.

Stop thinking of yourself. Tell them she rest.

David stood up and looked st Chris, though he
addressed all of them. He hadn't even had tme to t=ll
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calls. It was the first I'd heard about it, and I've since
found out that the New York office hasn't contacted
“anyone abous your discovery. No warnings or memos.
Nothing has been issued to the S.TA.R.S. regarding
the Unbrella Corporation.”

Chris and Jill exchanged looks of concern.

“"Maybe they're not done investigating,” Chris said
slowly.

David shook his head. "7 spoke to the assistant
director myself the day after Barry called. I didn's tell
him about the contact, only that I'd heard rumor of a
problem ix Raccoon, and wanted to know if it had
any merit.

‘He looked st the assembled group and sighed
inwardly, feeling like he'd already gone over it a
thousand times.

Only in my mind, searching for another answer. ...
and there isn t one.

“The AD wouldn't tell me anything outright,” he.
‘continued, “and he told me that I should remain quiet
about it wntil afficial word came down. What he would
say was that there had been a helicopter crash in
Raccoon City—and what he implied was that the
surviving S.T.A.R.5. were trying to lay blame on
Umbrella, angry over some sort of funding dispute.”
“But that's not true!” Jill ssid. "We were investigat-
ing the murders, and found.
“Yes, Barry told me,” David intexrupted. “You

found that the murders were the result of a laboratory
‘accident. The T-Virus that Umbrella was experiment-
ing with was released somehow and it transformed
the researchers into mad killers.”

“That's exactly what happened, * Chris said. "I

know it sounds nuts, but we were there, we saw
them. "

David nodded. "7 believe you. I have to admit,

was skepfical after speaking with Barry. As you say, it
sounds ‘muts'—but my call 10 New York and what's
happened since has changed all that. I've known.
Barry for a long time, and I knew that he wouldn’t be
looking to place blame for such an unfortunate inci-
dent unless Umbrella was, in fact, responsible. He
even told me abous his own unwilling involvement in
the attempted cover up.”

"But if Tom Kurtz told you that there was no

i * Chris suid.

‘our own organization has been misled—or that, like
your Captain Wesker, members of the S.T.AR.S. are
ow working for Umbrella.”

There was & moment of shocked silence as they
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‘want me on the front line
There was 1o question that it would be the best use:
of her talents. The others were experienced soldiers,
‘but Rebecoa had only been with the S.T.A.RS. far
five weeks. He first mision had been the oo 1o
Raccoon Farest that had wiped out over half the team
and clued the rest of them in 1o Umbrella's socret.
Since then, she'd spent a lot of time brushing up on
the molecular architecture of viruses, trying o deter-
mine the T-Virus replication strategy. The S.TARS.
didn't need field medics right now, they necded
scicatists ... and if she'd Learned anything from the
‘Spencer estate disaster, it was that she belonged in
Iab. She'd held her own that night, but she also knew
that working with the T-Virus was the greatest contr-
bution she could make toward stopping Umbrells.
And you may us well fac it, her mind whispered,
you're fascinated by it. The chance to study an unclas-
sified emerging mutagen, to find out what makes it
tick—that's what makes you tick.

Yeah, well, there ws no shame in enjoying her
work. She'd joined the S.T-AR.S. in hopes of just
‘such an opportunity—and with any Iuck, after to-
nights mecting she would be prcking a bag and
getting the hell out of Raccoon City, heading into
new phase of her life a8 a S.T.A.R.S. biochemist.
She palled 1o a stop at the end of the block in front
of a huge, two-stary remodeled Victorian painted a
pale yellow, checking all around for anything suspi-
‘cious before getting off her bike. The Burtons lived
next to a sprawling suburban park, heavy with trees.
Even a fow weeks ago, she might have wandered
through the silant park, enjoying the balmy summer
night, looking at the stars; now it was just one more
dark place for someone to hide. Shivering slightly in
spits of the warm, humid sir, she hurried up the front
walke

Dragging ber bike onto the porch, she wiped sweat.
from the back of her neck and checked her watch.
‘She'd made excellent time, only twenty minutes since
Barry's call. Rebecca leaned the bicycle against the.
ruiling, praying that he hed good news.
Before she could knock, Barry opaned the doar,
dressed in a T-shirt and jeans, his heavily muscled
body filling the door's frame. Barry lifted weights.
‘With a vengeance.

He smiled and stood back to let her inside, taking &
quick Iook out e quiet strect before following her
into the front. hall. His Colt Python was tucked into &
hip holster, making him look like an overgrown
cowboy.
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“You saw anybody?” he asked lightly.
‘She shook her head. “No. 1 took back streets, t0o."
‘Bary nodded, and though he was il smiling a
e, ehe could see the haunted look in his cyes, the
Iook hed had ever since their narrow escape. She.
‘wished she could tell him that nobody blamed him,
but knew it wouldn't make a difference; Barry still
held himself responsible for a lot of what had hap-
pensd at the catate that night. He looked us though he
‘was losing weight, 1o, though sh figured that had
mare to do with him misring his wife and kids; he'd
sent them out of town immediately following the.
incident, terrified for their safety.

Just one more way that Umbrella has damaged our
He led her through the spacious hallway past the
stairs, the walls decaratzd with framed drawings in
‘crayon that his daughters had made. The Burton
house was rambling and spacious, filled with the
scuffed and well-wor fumishings that epitomized
family.

“Chris and Jill should be here any time. You want
some coffee?”

He secrned tense, scruffing nervously at his short
rod beard.

“No, thanks. Maybe some water."

“Yeak, sure. Go ahead and introduce yourself, I'l
be back in @ minuse.” Fe hurried off o the Kitchen
befare she could ask him if anything was wrong.
Introduce myself? What's going on?

‘She walked through the halls arched opening into
the cluttered, comfortable living room and stopped, &
Tt startled 10 see & strange man sitting in one of the
recliners. He stood up ax she entered the room,
smiling—but she could see by the way bis dark gaze
‘narrowed slightly that he was sizing her up.

Even n fow weeks ago, the carcful scrtiny would
have made ber horibly self-conscious. She was the
‘youngest S.T.A.R.S. member over to be accepted for
active duty, and know that she looked it—but if
‘anything positive had come from the incident at the
‘Umbrella lsb, it was that she no longer carod much
about things like social crbarrassment. Facing down
 house full of monsters tended to put things in
perapective that way. Besides which, being stared at
had gotten pretty routine since then.

She gazed back at him impassively, studying him in
return. Joans, & nico shirt, running shoes. He also
‘wore a hip holster with a nine-millimeter Berctta, the
STARS. standard issuc sidcarm. Ho was tall, may-
be a full foot over her five-foot. three-inch frame, but
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‘curfew sill in effect; no one under cighteen was
‘supposed 10 be out afer dusk until the munderers
‘were, caught and put safely behind bars. It bad been &
tense and quiet summer in Raccoon City, at least on
the purfuce.

‘She glided past slent houses, the faint glow of
television scts spilling out across well-kept lawns, the
distant drone of crickets and an occasional barking
dog the only sounds in the air that whipped past her.
“The uncasy citizens of Raccoon dwelled behind those
Tocked doors, waiting for the announcement that the
it i ok et i it cly s

ljthryonlyhzw...

For just a moment, Rebecca envied them their
igndrance. Shed come 10 the ruther disheartening
‘conclusion in the last coule of weeks that knowing
the truth wasn't all it was cracked up to be—particu-
larly when no one believed it.

Tthad been a long, merciless thirteen days since the
nightmare at the Spencer estate. The surviving
ST.ARS. had eacaped treachery and death just to
run up against a massive brick wall of scomful
disbelicf when theyd tried to tll their tale. Tll, Chris,
Barry, and herself had been labeled drug addicts and
‘worse in the local papers, undoubtedly st Umbrella's
urging —and after their suspension, even the RPD
had refused 10 beliove them. Now, with Umbrella
taking ovr e invatguon of hefire adoulcdy
getting rd o the last of the evidenco ... it wa
everywhere the S.T.ARS. o, el b becn
there first, greasing palms and covering tracks, mak-
ing it impossibls 1o get anyone 1 listzn 10 their story.
Not that it would have been that simple anyway. One.
of the biggest, most respectabls med research and
pharmaceatical companies in the world—not to men-
tiom the primary source of income in Raccoon—con-
ducting bio-weapons research in & secrt Iab, creating
experimental monsters— If 1 did't know better, I'd
probably think I was eragy, too.

‘At least the absolute worst was over, Wit the lab
destroyed, the attacks on Reccoon had stopped—and
though the people responsibe hadn't been held ac-
‘countable yet, she figured it was only a matter of time.
Umbrella was experimenting with dangerous stuff,
‘and wouldn't be able to hide it froma S.TARSS.
imvestigation. She and the others jast had to wach
their backs until the home office sent backup.
‘Speaking of—ouck...

The pancake holster was poking into her riboage.
Rebeoca adjusted it through the thin cotton of ber
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shit, hoping that afler tonight she wouldnt have to.
carry the weapon anymore—a snub-nosed 38 revoly-
er from Barry's collection. She couldn't speak for the
others, but she hadn't had s decent night's slecp since.
they'd escaped the Spencer estate, and walking
around armed all of the time wasn't her idea of safe.
Sighing inwardly, she ook a left on Foster and
pedaled through the shadows toward Barry's house,
reminding herself that he'd probably called the meet-
ing bocause he'd heand from the home office with
onders. He would only say that there had been a
“development" and to show up ASAP—and though
she was trying not o let her imagination run away
with her, she couldn't. help the steady pulse of excite-
ment that had knotted ber stomach since he'd called.
Maybe they Tl fy its to New York 10 brief the investi-
gation team, or even to Europe for when they storm
Umbrella's headquarters...

Wherever they were sent, i had to be betier than
staying in Reccoon. The strain of Iooking over their
shoulders had been getting to all of them. Chris
seemed to think that Umbrella was waiting until the
public cye was off the S.T.AR.S. before making their
move, though it was only  theory—and not exactly
the most reassuring thought to fll malecp by. Chicken-
heart Vickers had skipped out of town after only two
days, unable to take the presure—and aithough Jill,
Chiris, and Barry had condemned Brad's cowardice,
Rebecca was starting 10 woudex if mybe the Alpha
pilot dida' have the right idea. Tt wasn't that she,
‘wanted Umibrella to walk, thers was oo question that.
their experiments wero morally reprehensile and
certainly illsgal—but until the S-TARS. seat help,
staying in Raccoon City was dangerous.

Not afer tonight; just a litle bit longer, and this will
all be over. No mors guns, no more locked doors—no
mare worrying sbout what Umbrell will do to us for
knowing the truth.

‘When they d first madie the report, their superiars

in New York had told them to stay pat. Assistant
Director Kinrtz himself had promised to do some
inveatigating and get back to them—but it had been
eleven days, and till no word. She had no inteation of
running awey as Brad had done, but she'd coms 1o
hate the feeling of that holster, the weight of the.
deadly stcel against her side every waking moment of
every day. She was suppored to be a chemit, for
clmissake...

And once the reinforcements come, maybe they'll
mave me o one of the labs, let me study the virus.
Technically I'm still a Bravo; there's no way they'd
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did Umbrella have to pay to buy the STARS.'s
honor?

David shook the anger, focusing his stizntion on
Rebeoca. I all he'd loamed was trus, time was short
‘and their resources were now everely limited. Hi
motivations werent a8 important right pow a# her
He could tell by the way she held herself that she.
wasn'tthe shy ar submistive type, and she wa
obviously bright; her cyes fairly sparkled with it.
From what Barry had told him, she'd acted profes-
sionally throughout the Spencer facility operntion.

Her file suggened that she was moro than qualified to
‘work with n chemical virus, assurning that sho was as
good as the reports said—and assuming she has any desire
t pat her life in farther danger.

“That was going to be the ticking point. She hadn't

been with the S.T.A R S. for very long, and knowing

that theyd sold their people out probably wasm't

g0ing 1o overwhelm hex with foelings of confidencs for
the job ahead. Tt would be just as casy for her to step

out of the game now. For that matter, it would be the
intelligent choice for all of them.

“There was » knock st the door, prosumably the

other two Alphar. David's hand drifted down 1o the

butt of his nine-millimeter as Barry weat to answer.
When he walked back in Leading the S.T.A R S. team
‘members, David relaxed, then stood up to be formally
introduced.

“Jill Valentine, Chris Redfteld—this is Captain

David Trapp, military strategist for the Maine

STARS. Exeter branch.*

Chiris was the marksman, if David remembered

‘carrectly, and Jill something of a covert B&T special-

st Barry suid that the pilot, Brad Vickers, had

skipped town shortly fter the Spencer incident. No
great loss, from what he could gather, the man

sounded distinctly unreliable.

He shook hands with both of them and they all sat
down, Barry nodding toward him.
“David'’s an old comrade of mine. We worked

together on the same team for about two years, right
after boot camp. He showed up on my doorsiep about

an hour ago with news, and 1 didn't think it could

wait. David?*

David cleared his throat, trying 10 focus on the
significant facts. After & pause, he began st the begin-

ning.
“As you already know, six days ago, Barry placed
several calls 10 various 5.TA.R.S. branches to see if
any word had come from the home office about the
tragedy that occurred here. I received one of those
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slender, with a physique like & swimmer's. Fe was
almost movie-star handsome, & high, weathered brow
and finely chiscled features, short, dark hair and
piercing gaze that sparkled with intelligence.

"You must be Rebecca Chambers,” he vaid. He had
 British accent, his words clipped and somehow
polished. "You're the biochemist, s that right?”
Rebeoca nodded. “Working on it And youare ...*
He smiled wider, shaking his head. “Forgive my
manners, please. I hadn't expeced .. . that s, L.."
He stepped around Barry's low coffee table and
extended his hand, flushing slightly. "7'm David
Trapp, with the S.T.A.R.5. Exeter branch in Maine,"
he wid.

Rebeoca fielt cool relief wash over her, the
ST.ARS. bad sent help instead of calling, fine by
her. She shook his hand, stiffing a grin, knowing that
her appearance had thrown him. Nobody expected an
cighteen-year-old scientist, and while she'd gotten
used 10 the surprised looks, she stll ook a kind of
mischievous pleasure st catching peopls off guard.
“So, are you like the scout or someshing?" she
asked.

Mr. Trapp frownsd. "Sorry?*

“For the investigation—are there other teams l-
ready here, or did you come to check things out firt
gt the dirt on Umbrella . .."

‘She truiled off us he shook his head slowly, almost
sadly, his dark eyes glittering with an emotion the.
couldt read.

It came out in his voice, heavy with frustrated
anger—and s the words sank in, Rebecca fet her
knees go watery with a suckden anxious dread.

“Tm sorry o have to tell you this, Ms. Chambers. I
have reason to believe that Umbrelia has gotten to key
members of the S.T.A.R.S.,either by bribery or
blackmail. There is no investigation—and no one else
is coming.”

Alook of confsed temar passed through the girls
ight brown eyea and just as quickly was gone. She.
took & decp breath and blew it out.

“Are you sure ? I mean, did Unbrella try to get to
you, ar ... are you positive?”

David shook ks head. *Tom not absolutely certain,
no—but I'would't be here if Iwasn... concerned
aboutit”

Tt was 8 bit of an understatement, but David stll
‘wasnit past the shock of secing how young she was,
and felt an almost instinctive desire Dot o alarm her
any further. Barry had mentiones that she was some-
thing of a child genius, but he hadu' really expected a






images/page8.jpg
child. The biochemist ware high tope and cut-off
denim shorts rolled at the knee, topped by & shapeless
black T-shirt.

Get past t; this child may be the only scientist we
have left.

The thought rekindled the anger that had been
burning in David's gut for the past few dys. The
story that had been unfolding since Barry's call wam't
a pretty one, filled with treachery and lics—and the
fact that the 5.T.AR 5., his S.TARS., wero in-
volved ...

Barry walked into the room with a glass of water
‘and Rebeoca took it from him gratefully, swallowing
half of it in one gulp.

By shot him a glance and then turned his atten-
tion o Rebecca. "He fold you, huh?"

The girl nodded. "Do Jill and Chris know?"

“Not yet. That's why I called, " Barry waid. "Look,

10 point in going through this twice. We should wait
Jor them to show up before we get into specifics.”
“Agreed, " David said. He generally found that first
impressions were the most telling, and if they were.
going to be working togethes, he wanted to geta fecl
for the girl's character.

The three, of them sat, and Barry started to tell
Rebeoca how he and David had met back in
STARS. training when they were both much young-
er men. Barry told s good story, even if t was only to
Kill ime. David listenod with half an car as Barry
related an anccdots sbout their gradution night,
invalving a rather humorless drill sergeant and sever-
al rubber makes. The girl was relaxing, even enjoying
the sory of their childish prank—

—seventeen years ago. She would have been cele-
brating her first birthday.

St she had put her questions an hold at Barry's
roquest, even though David knew she had 1o be
‘anxious aboat what he'd told her. The ability to
retrain one's focus so quickly was an admirabls trait,
one that he'd never fully mastered.

He'd been able to think of little elsc since his own
call 10 the S.T.A.R 5. AD. David's devotion to the
organization had mado the appareat betrayal al the
mare bitter, like & bad tast i his mouth that
‘wouldn't go away. The §.T.A.RS. had been David's
Tifsfor almost tweaty years, had given him all the
things he'd Incked growing up—a rense of self-worth,
& vense of purpose and integity.

And just like that, he lives of dedicated men and.
women, my Iife and Iife’s work simply tossed aside as if
it meant nothing. How much did that cost? How much
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PROLOGUE

‘Raccoon Times, July 24, 1998
SPENCER MANSION DESTROYED IN EXPLOSIVE FIRE
RACCOON CITY—At approximately 2 AM. Thursday mor-
ing, Victory Lake district residents were swakened by an
explosive blast that thundered through northwest Racooon
Foret, apparenly cuused by a fire that swept through the
‘abandoned Spencer mansion and ignited chemicals stored in
the basement. Due 1o delays from the police barricade sct up
at the forest perimeter (in connection with the Tecent string
of murders in Raccoon City), local firefightors were unsble
0 salvage any part of the estatc's groands. After & three-
hour batlle aguinst the raging fir, the thirty one year old
‘mansion and adjecent servant's quarters were deczmed &
complets lows.

‘Built by Lord Oswell Spencer, European aristocrat and

‘one of the founders of the worldwide pharmaceutical com-
pany, Umbrella, Inc.,the cstate was designed by award-
‘winning architect George Trevor as & guest house for
Umbrella VIPs and was closed down shortly sfter completion
for reasons unknown. Acconding to Amanda Whitney,
spokesperson for the Umbrella Corporation, parts of the
estats were still being used to storz a mumber of industisl
cleaning agents and wolvents used by Umbrella. Whitney seid
in s tatement yestenday that the company would take full
respansibility for the unfortunate incident, calling it

“A serious oversight on owr part. Those chemicals should have
been cleared ous of the Spencer house a long time ago, and
we're just thankful that no one was hart.”

At thi point, the cause of the fie is undetermined, but
‘Whitney went on to say that Umbrella will be bringing in
their own investigators 1o sift through the ruins in hopes of
determining the fire's point of arigin. . .

Raccoon Weekly, July 29, 1998

S.T.ARS. TAKEN OFF MURDER INVESTIGATION
RACCOON CITY—In a surprising announcement by city
officials ata pross conference yesterday, the Raccoon City
branch of the Special Tactics and Rescuc Squad (S.TARS.)
‘was officially removed from the investigation into the nine
brutal murders and five disappearances of city residents that
‘have oocurred in the last ten weeks. City council member
Ecdward Weist deliverod the statement, citing gross incompe-
tence s the primary reason for the §.T.AR.S. removal.
Readers may remember that the S.T.AR.S.'s first action

upan being assigned the cases last week was 1o search the
northoweat area of the forest for the alleged cannibal killers
‘Weit stated that t was bocause of their “blatantly unprofes-
sional conduct” that their mission ended in disaster, ro-
smiting in the crash of a helicopter and the loss of rix of
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their eleven team members, including the S.T.AR.S. branch
‘commander, Captain Albert Wesker.

“After [the S.TA.R.S.'s] mishandling of the Raccoon

Forest search, said Weist, "we've decided io let the RPD see
this investigation through to its conclusion. We have reason
10 believe that the 5.T.A.R.S. may have been ingesting drugs
andfor alcohol prior io their search, and have suspended the
wse of their services indefinitely.”

‘Weist was joined by Sarah Jacobsen (represcating Mayor
Harrs) and Police Commissioner 1.C. Washington to make
the anmouncement and answer questions. Neither Police:
Chief Brian Irona nor any of the surviving S.-TAR.S. could
be reached for comment. ..

Cityside, August 3, 1998

SOURCE OF ESTATE FIRE DEEMED ACCIDENTAL
RACCOON CITY—Afler an exhaustive investigation by firc
officials working with Uibrella, Inc.'s [SD (Industrial
Services Division), the fire that ravaged the company-owned
‘Spencer estate in Raccoon Forest late last month was
determined to have been caused by carclessness o the part
of person or persons unknown, as was anpounced in a press
‘conference yeserday. Said ISD Team Leader David Bischoff,
“It looks Iike somebody tried to start & campfire in one of
the mansion's rooms and things just got out of control.
We've found nothing to suggest arson or foul play of any
kind.” He went on 10 say that while the deatruction of the
property was total, there's no evidence that anyone was
‘caughtin the fire or subsequent explosion.

Chief Brian Irons of the Raccoon City Police Department.
‘was in aitendance at the conferenoe, and when ssked
‘whether he believed the fire to be connected to the unsolved
murders and disappearances plaguing the city, [rons sated
that there was no way to be sure. Said Trons, "At this point,
anything 1 could say would only be speculation—though I
will say that the fact that the murders have stopped since the
night of the fire seems to imply that perhaps the killers were
hiding there. We can only hope that they 've naw left the area
and will so0n be apprehended.”

Chief Trons refused to comment on the allegations of

gross misconduct by the S.T.ARS. in their bricf astignment
t the murder investigation, saying only that he agroed with
the city council's decieion and disciplinary actions are being
considered.

ONE..

REBECCA CHAMBERS RODE HER MOUNTAIN
bikke through the dark, winding stroets of the Cider
district, the Late summer moon swelling in the warm,
cloar night aky overhead. Although it was relatively
carly, the suburban streets wers deserted, the citywide.
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“She carried it for luck, " Rebecca chatiered out
quickly. "7r's five.”

David took the grenade and held it behind his back,
his thoughts racing sgain, assessing, the water to his
‘waist and almot to Rebeocals beaving chest.

- outer door pops, pull the pin and get in the cage,
hold the hatch closed -

They'd probably still die. But if they could pull it
off, they woaldn't go out alone.

Griffith watcbe the water rise, waiched the two

run through a stercotypical melodrarms almost
‘abseatly - his thoughts had already tarned to the
‘coming dawn, and the problem of getting the heavy
‘caistere upstairs. Fle supposed it served him right,
losing his temper that way...

The pair were putting on quite a skow. The girl, angry
at the Brit's qpathy; the quick, desperate look for a way
out of then- predicament. The final embrace, then the
panic - the girl cluiching at the T-Virus drone, the Brit
talking at her, frowning, worried for ker sanity even as
the dark water rose over her young bosom.

Sad, 50 sad. They should never have come, never
have sried 1, 10 get at me...

Now the man was holding her up, pathetically
‘working 1o postpone the inevitable a5 the walzr span
up across the glass. Once they were dead, he'd pop the
cage, give the Leviathant n treat before setting them
froe again, free to swim in unmanned seas and live out
their days in peace.

Ocean and land as ane, his mind murmired dream-
sly. Mirrors of simplicity, instinct..

The drone body fluticred lazily past the window,
‘and he saw that the two invaders had propped them-
selves between the haiches, struggling 1o hold on to
the last bit of ir. A determined pair, if thick-headed.
It occurred to him suddenly that he'd never bothered
to find out who they were, who bad sent thern ..

.. and it doesn't matter naw, does it?

The lock had illed. The light on th control panel
indicated that the outer doar had unlatched. Tt was
over -

- except they were scrambling to get ous, kicking
through into the cage, and something small drapped
‘pastthe window as they pushed the door closed
behind them -

Geiffith frowned and...

BOOMI

He just had time to register disbelicf befor the

hatch slammed into his body and the soreaming
torrent of liguid ice took his breath away.
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and the raging cold numbed the pain, but then he
‘coald breathe, and the jagged picce of bobbing wood
bencath his clawed fingers told him that there was, in
fact, light. He wasn' dead, although b almost wished
he were, he could sill handly breathe, and the prin
in his back was exquisitc and then he heard the.
sound of Davids voice amidst the sloshing cold and.
felt that life might be worth living, after all.

H tried to call out, but all that emerged war an
exhausted moan. Thers was a stab of sharp and
blinding light and then darkness again, but there:
‘was a flicker of awareness this time that allowed him
0 understand what was happeaing. Pain and move-
ment,  feeling of weightless suspension and then
hardness againat his cheek. Chill and more move-
‘ment, the sound of cloth ripping and paper tearing.
Excited voices calling orders, and again, the shrick of
tom flesh. When he came around agin, he raw &
shaddow in a S.T.AR.S. vest bending over him with an
IV bag in one hand and & noedle in the other.
"Hope that's morphine, he tried o say, but again, he
only groaned.

A split socond later, he saw two pale biurs bovering
over him as the S.T.A_R.S. shadow continued 1o wark.
‘over him with warm and gentle hands. The bhurs were
David and Rebeoca, eyes circled with dark, hair
dripping, faces tired and lost.

“You're going to be okay, Jokn,” David said sofly.
“Just rest now. It's all over.”

A spreading warmith started to flush through his
body, a delicious, sloepy warmth that banished the
roar of pain to & distant and faraway land. Just as &
riendly darkness came o claim him, he looked into
David's eyes and managed to rasp out what he rud-
denly wanted 1o say mare than anything, It took great
effort, but it had o be seid.

“You two look like somethin' a coyote ate and shit
offa cliff,” be mumbled. "Seriously .. .

John was followed into the healing blackness by the
aweet sound of laughter.

The middle-aged S.T.AR.S. medic had taken Jobn
inside the small cabin on the thirty-foot boat, coming
out only ance to tell them that verything looked all
right. Two broken ribs, some decp tisue trauma and a
punctured lung, but they d managed o patch him up
‘well enough o call him stable and he was resting
comfortably. A medevac helicopter had alrcady been
radiced for and would be arriving soon, and the.
‘medic scemed confident that Jobn would manage a
full rocovery. David had wopt a ltle ot the news, and
not boen & bit ashamed.
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They satin the back of the boat, hudkled under a
scratchy wool blanket ay Blake and his team contin-
ued 1o set charges, powering casily back and forth
across the cove. The Pennsylvania team had aircady
brought up four of the giant creatures before they'd
seen the explosive burst of sir and debris that bad
‘come up from the Iab, and it was starting to look as
though there weren't any more.

David had one arm around Rebecca, the girl lean-
ing against his chest as the biack sky gradually started.
to shade to  deep, ethereal biue. Neither of them
spoke, too tired 10 do more than watch the team wark,
dropping charges and searching the results, back and
forth and back again. Blake had promised 1o send
divers down for Griffichs tanks as soon a8 the cove
‘was clear and John had been picked up. There were
o wetsuits already laid out on the bow's deck, a
‘young Alpha, whose name David had forgotten, prop-
ping them with studied intensity. He reminded David
of Stove a litle bit...

‘Somehow, the thought of Steve didn' bring the

kind of pain that David expected it would. Tt hurt, it
hut like hell - Karen and Steve, gone, but when he.
thought of what they had mansged 1o stop, what they
had been a part of...

.. it wasn't all for nothing. We stopped Griffit's
insanity, stopped him from effectively killing millions
of immocent people. God, they would have been so
proud...

The pain was bad, but the guilt wasn' as dovastat-
ing as he'd feared it would be. His responsibility in
their deaths was something he knew he'd have to
ponder for & long time 1o come, but he thought that
there was  good chance that he'd be able to find n way
t come to terms with it eventually. He waan' sure
how, but the tears he'd been abile t shed over John
had struck him as » sicp in the right dircction.

David's tired thoughts tumed 1o Umbrella, o what
role they'd played in Griffith's madness. Whils they
surely hadn't meant for their rescarcher 1o go mad,
they had created the ciroumstances that allowed it to
happen; their complts disregard for human life could
only have been encourngement for someone like Grif-
£ith. And without Umibrella, the scieatist would never
have had access to the T-Virus. . .

Someday soor, theyl be held accountable for what
they've dome. Not today or tomorraw, but soon . ..
Perhapa Trent would help them again. Perhaps
Barry and Jill and Chris would uncover mare in
Raccoon. Perheps.

Rebeoca curled closer against him, her breath wamm
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EIGHTEEN

'WHEN THE GRENDADE EXPLODED, EVERY-
thing happened 100 fast for Rebecca to think sbout.
There were only sensations, terror reigning over all.
Brilliant light and explosive movement as the door

blew outward, hardness against her back that gave,

way in an instant, lungs soreaming,  billion bubblos
ke ballets, and incredilile, impossible pressure that
seemed 10 go on and on in shades of cold and black.
Faster than fast, movement and muffled, sirenge

sound.

Dark shapes moved over her feeling mind, blotting.

out everything in growing flickers of dizzinees and.

her chet was imploding, her lungs eating them-

selves. She kicked and kicked and kicked and s her
Tega started to weaken, the dark flickers swallowing
her up - air, sweet, wonderful sir slapped across her dying
face. She drank convulsively, gasping in great, heav-

ing gulps of the stuff, stll not thinking at all. Her body
thought instead, groedily swallowing life, the spray

‘and sting of salt,the warmer, rocking waves, & bigh,
‘edy buzz...

CRASHI

A masvive wave of prossure pushed her forward,

driving water up her nose as buckets of it suddenly
ruined down on top of he.

Rebecca gasped air, apinning, her mind connected

o her body again.

David! What's...

“Rebeccal™ A choked cry, from somewhere in the
buzzing dark. The buzz was clearer now, it was..
CRASH!

Another surging wave, another torrent pouring over
her, sceking 10 drown her as Griffith had boen unable

0 do, and s the rain fell away, she saw light - thick
beams of it percing the dark, wild surface of the cove.
A'bowt. An engine's powerful, decpening thrum s

it sped toward her over the thrashing sea.

“Rebecca!™ David's desperas call, from her left.

“Tm here..
CRASH!
‘She could see the explosion this time, see the giant
column of water silbouetted against the searching
beams of light befare the dobris-encrusted wave.
kmocked her back, blinding ber with a vicious slap of
foum. She managed 1o take a quick gulp of air before
the column came down, crashing over her, spatiering
Toudly against the choppy surface.

Depth charges, they're firing depth charges...
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Umbrelia?
The boat was lews than thirty mefers away when the
engine suddenly cut out, the lights playing acroms the:
‘water in front of her. There was  splashing move-
ment nearby and the lights moved, one of the blindingly
bright beams finding David's exhausted, dripping face
a short distance sway.

A man's voice, coming from the bost now moving
slowly towand them. “This is Captain Blake of the
Philadelphia 5.T-A-R 5.1 Identify yourself™
STARS?

Blake wext on, his shout louder as the boat came.
clower. “The water's not safel We're coming t0 get you
out”

David called back, his voice clogged and crack-

ing. “Trapp, David Trapp, Exeters, and Rebecca
Chambers...”

‘When Blake shouted ngain, he ssid the most won-
derful, most beautiful words that Rebocoa had ever
heard.

“Burton sent us o find you! Hang on!”

Barry. Ok, thank God, Barry!

As drained as she was, as spiritually wasted, tom by
Joss and fear from the long, terrible night, Rebecca
had just enough strength to smile.

That's when she heard the choking groan behind

her.

There was darkness, tinged with red and an echo of
pain. In that darkness, there war o self and no peace;
he was alone and engaged in batile, a furioun struggle
to find the end o that sbeence of light. Fe knew that
finding the end quickly was important, but a maze of
strange and somehow frightening image blocked his
way, insisting that he dida* need to hurry. A ghost, &
soldier, a rage. The ringing laugh of a woman he had
known who was no more and the terrible dead eycs
that had taken away the light in an explosion of fire.
‘andl sound. Eyes that he knew but was afraid to
The maze beckoned him, called to him to explore
decper and give up his search for the ead of
darkness - that the path would only lead to greater
pain - and he'd almost decided to stop fighting, 10 let
the shadows take over when the light found him in an
explosive blast of deafening thunder.

“Then be was being shot through ice and liquid
black, pounded to consciousness by pain - and it was
the pain that he focused on in that scrcaming, terrible
i, the pain that drove him to figh the darkness. His
‘awarencas spun away as the air curdled in bis lungs
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and even aguinst his drying clothes, and David let the
thoughts go for the time being, content o simply sit
‘and not think at all. He was very, very tired.

As the first rays of the sun dlipped over the horizon,
Blake prongunced the waters clean, though neither

David nar Rebecoa heard him; both had fallen into &
decp and dreamless slecp beneath the twilight of the

‘coming day.
EPILOGUE

THE MEETING ROOM WAS A STUDY IN QUIET
but anpretentious elegance. Three men sat a the stately
oak tabie, a fourth standing by the window and staring
out thoughtfully at the hazy moming sky. The man st
the window could see the others reflected in the gla
though doubted that they noticed his careful scrutiny;
for as sharp s they were politically, they tended to be
fairly dull about watching what went on around them.
Aftex the phons conference, the man who always

‘wore blue spoke firt, dircetly addressing the elderty
‘man with the groomed mustache.

“Do we need 1 discuss the ramifications of this?*
Blue asked.

Mustache sighed. 7 believe the report covered
them, " b suid airily.

The tea drinker broks in, setting his cup down with a
ratle. Steaming liquid slopped over the sides, distorting
the tiny umbrella design that adomed the ride.

“I don't think it's @ wise idea 1o underestimate the
magnitude of this ... difficulty,” Tea ssid. "Particu-
larly not with the current instability factor in develop-
ment..*

Blue nodded. "7 agree. Things like tis have a way

of getting out of hand. First the secondary in Rac-
coon, now the Cove. ..”

‘Mustache cut him off with s sharp glance. Blue,
properly abashed, cleared his throat, his face red as he
struggled 1o recover.

“That is t say, I believe there should be a more
thorough investigation into these matters. Don't you
think so, Mr. Trent?"

The man at the window tumed sround, wondering

how these people had ever managed 10 get where they
were. He didn't amilz, knowing how much it bothered
them when e didn't smile.

“T'm afraid Il have o get back to you on that,”
Treat said coolly.

Blue nodded quickly. "0f course, take all the time.
‘you nced. No hurry, gentlemen, am 1 right?"

Without another word, Trent turmed and walked out
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of the room, outwardly as intimi i
they expected him to be, mwmmmb:
Tnside, he sondered how much longer the game
‘could go on.






