Lot i,

S

The chilling novelization of the motion picture
In theatres this fall
1:. " '“"'_5 . . -
B My name is Alice
P and | remember everything
L 1
# &i ok
@ o
4
h |
! I
‘ |
i

. A novelization by Keith R.A. DeCandido
I{_ Based on the screenplay by Paul W.S. Anderso
Based on Capcom’s bestselling video games




DENT

A novelization by Keith R.A. DeCandido
Based on the screenplay by Paul W.S. Anderson
Based on Capcom’s bestselling video games

i

POCKET STAR BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney



The sale of this book without its cover is unauthorized. If you purchased
Mbookwlﬂioutamr.wuahouldbeamthatitwasrepomm
the publisher as “unsold and destroyed” Neither the author nor the
publisher has received payment for the sale of this “stripped book”

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents
are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.
An Original Publication of POCKET BOOKS
A Pocket Star Book published by
POCKET BOOKS, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020

Copyright © 2004 by Davis Films/Impact (Canada) Inc. /
Constantin Film (UK) Limited

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce
this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.
For information address Pocket Books, 1230

Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
ISBN: 0-7434-9349-4

First Pocket Books printing September 2004

109 87 65 4321

POCKET STAR BOOKS and colophon are registered
trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

Manufactured in the United States of America
For information regarding special discounts for bulk

purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at
1-800-456-6798 or business@ simonandschuster.com.



ACKIIOWLEDGHMEITS

Special thanks to editor Marco Palmieri, who dragged
me into this; agent Lucienne Diver, who kept me in it;
author S.D. Perry, who did all the other books; writer
Paul W.S. Anderson, who provided the source material;
the game developers at Capcom, who provided Paul’s
source material; GraceAnne Andreassi DeCandido, who
kept my writing sound; and my super-duper wonder
sweetie Terri Osborne, who keeps me going.



ABOVUT THE AUTHOR_

Born in the Bronx to a pack of feral librarians, Keith
R.A. DeCandido is the best-selling author of dozens of
novels, short stories, comic books, eBooks, and nonfic-
tion books in a variety of media universes, ranging from
Star Trek and Doctor Who to Farscape and Gene Rod-
denberry’s Andromeda to Spider-Man and the X-Men to
Buffy the Vampire Slayer and Xena. This is his second
trip to the milieu of Resident Evil, following the adapta-
tion of the Apocalypse prequel, Resident Evil: Genesis.
His first original novel, Dragon Precinct, was published
in summer of 2004, and he has several Star Trek novels
in the works. Find out various uninteresting things about
Keith at his official Web site at DeCandido.net.



OIIE

Major Timothy Cain didn’t take any shit.

He’d been born with a different name in Berlin back
when the city was separated by a large wall. The third of
four children, and the youngest boy, he had the misfor-
tune to be on the wrong side of it. Shortly after Mother
died, when he was six ather had managed to secure
a way for them to emi to the United States. Upon
arrival, Father had declared their name to be Cain—an
anglicization of their name in German—and gave all his
children new names. They were now Michael, Anthony,
Timothy, and Mary, because those, Father said, sounded
like American names. Anytime they used their old Ger-
man names, Father would hit them until they stopped.
Not being fools, all the children learned quickly to think
of themselves with.their new identities.
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In grautmde to his new home, Timothy enlisted in the
army on his eighteenth birthday. Shortly thereafter, he
was sent overseas to fight in the Gulf War. Father was
happy that his son did so. Michael, who was three years
older than Timothy, had moved to Chicago and become
a police officer; Anthony had moved to San Francisco
and lost touch with the rest of the family. As for Mary,
- though women could serve, she had no interest in doing
so, preferring a career in business.

Timothy Cain became alive for the first time in the
desert. He hade.always succeeded academically, but
mostly by folé. H2 was a fast learner, but he had never
had much enthusrasm for.it. The two years of school
he’d attended since immmgrating were difficult, since
Timothy spoke with a thick German accent, which made
him the target of tefsiilg by his peers, and made it diffi-
cult for him to derivé’any kind of enjoyment from the
learning experience.

Combat, though, he took joy in that, especially when
that combat was against the enemies of the United
States of America. And in the desert, nobody cared
about his accent, except for a few idiots, and they all
shut up once they saw Timothy Cain in action.

It didn’t take long for him to distinguish himself,
work his way up the ranks. He was leading his fellow
soldiers into combat after only a few weeks, and his
men would follow him anywhere. He had a natural
charisma, an aptitude for ta€tics, and an especially fine
ability to kill Saddam’s foot soldiers. Subject to the
usual armed forces proclivity for obvious nicknames, he
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quickly became known as “Able” Cain, because no mat-
ter how bad the mission, no matter how ridiculous the
plan, no what it was you needed to get done, if
you put eant Timothy Cain in charge, it was going
to get done. Peried.

Cain learned many things in the desert, but the most
important thing was that, contrary to what Father had al-
ways taught him, life was neither precious nor sacred.

- Life was, in fact, cheap.

If life was such a glorious, magnificent, wonderful
thing, then it wouldn’t be so easy to take it away.

If life was a great gift, then he wouldn’t be able to
kill a fellow human being with one hand, as he did often
in the Persian Gulf.

When his tour ended, he %39 to officer candidate
school to get his commission.

After several more years as an officer, he realized
another important truth: there was more to life than the

That truth didn’t so much come from plowing
through the desert and blowing up the enemy, some-
thing at which he had frankly excelled. No, this truth
came from the gentlemen in suits who worked for the
Umbrella Corporation and recruited him to run its Secu-
rity Division. Able Cain had served his country. In a
sense, he would still be doing so, for Umbrella had
many government contracts and provided services for
Americans everywhere.

The main difference was that now he’d be recom-
pensed with an obscene amount of money.
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Having achieved the rank of major, Cain said yes to
Umbrella’s proposition, though he insisted that he still
be referred to by his rank. He was also able to buy Fa-
ther a house in Florida. When Michael was shot in the
line of duty, and afterward was going slowly insane at a
desk job, Timothy made him the head of security for
Umbrella’s Chicago office. He tracked Anthony down in
a crack housejn Berkeley and got him cleaned up, pay-
ing for his - (That he later jumped off the Golden
Gate Bridge was hardly Timothy Cain’s fault.)

When Mary learned her husband was cheating on
her, Cain paid for her divorce lawyer. Then, after the di-
vorce was finalized and Mary had taken the bastard for
all he was worth and then some, Cain tracked the ex-
husband down—Iliving in a shitty little studio apartment
in South Bend, Indiana—and shot him in the head.

Life was, after all, easy to take. But it was so much
more satisfying to destroy someone first.

Now Cain stood outside the mansion. Located in the
neighborhood of Foxwood Heights, two miles outside
the Raccoon City limits, the sion looked like some-
thing out of one of those mﬁﬁsh movies that
Cain hated rather than an actual structure outside a
small American city.

It was also owned by the Umbrella Corporation,
used as the primary entry point to the Hive.

Five hundred men and women employed by Um-
brella lived and worked in the Hive, a massive under-
ground complex where the corporation’s most sensitive
work was done.
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The existence of ﬁ&was not kept a secret—it
was impossible to s;% r five hundred employees,
many of whom were in the upper echelons of their re-
spective fields, without someone noticing they were
missing—though it was not widely advertised either.
Umbrella kept its public headquarters in downtown Rac-
coon where everyone could see it: the public face of the
company that provided the best computer technology
and health-care products and services in the country.

Unfortunately, something had gone horribly wrong
in the Hive. The facility’s sophisticated artificial intelli-
gence—named the Red Queen—had gone quiet, secu-
rity measures were activated, and the Hive was now
sealed. Cain had sent a teant'g by his best security op-
erative, a Special Forces ve who went solely by the
code name One, to find out what the hell had happened.

that, they seemed to have failed, since their con-

plan—sealing the Hive—had been enacted.

That only would have been the case if the team was in-
capacitated or killed.

Cain had assembled a team of doctors and security
personnel outside the mansion as backup for One. Based
on the protocol that the Red Queen appeared to have
used, the crisis was mem nature and the Al had felt
the need to activate a q ne. So the gntire team was
dressed in Hazmat suits, with several s and diag-
nostic equipment on standby, and a stéfile umbilical
linking the entrance of the mansion with the helicopter
that would take them back to Umbrella’s Raccoon City
corporate headquarters.



APOCALYPSE

Observing the feed from the security cameras lo-
cated throughout the mansion on his PDA, Cain and his
team waited to see if anyone would emerge from the
Hive.

Only two people did. The first was the head of the

Hive’s security, Alice Abernathy, one of Cain’s top peo-
ple. The other was a man Cain didn’t recognize. Of One
and his six-person team, there was no sign.

That was bad news. Not only was One Cain’s best
o) ive, but the team he’d brought were Umbrella’s
eliee? Bart Kaplan, Rain Melendez, J.D. Hawkins, Vance
Drew, and Alfonso Warner were the best of the best, and
Olga Danilova was a talented field medic. If they were

dead. .. &
Sti in felt no trepidation, because Cain hadn’t
felt tion since he enlisted in the army. As a

teenager, sure, he’d felt trepidation all the time—his
skin was breaking out, he’d struggled with the language,
he had difficulty with girls—but once he reached the
desert, he never feared anything again.

Because he knew the secret.

Life was cheap.

As Cain watched on his PDA’s screen, Abernathy
and the man made it to the vestibule just inside the man-
sion’s front door.

The man had three wounds in his shoulder that
looked like they were made by large claws.

Cain instantly knew what had happened. Someone—
probably the fucking computer—had let the damn licker
out.
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This was turning Lm; a clusterfuck of epic propor-
tions. ,
Abernathy stumbled to the floor. She was carrying a
metal case, which she dropped. The wounded man knelt
next to her. Abernathy was crying.

Crying? What the hell had happened down there to
make a professional like Abernathy cry?

The camera had an audio feed, and Cain turned it up.
Abernathy’s voice sounded tinny on the PDA’s small
speaker. “I failed. All of them. I failed them.”

Cain shook his head. It looked like everyone was
dead.
One of the security people asked, “Should we move
in, sir?”

Holding up a hand, Cain said, “Not just yet.”

“Listen,” the wounded man said, “there was nothing
you could have done. The corporation is to blame here,
not you.” He indicated the case that Abernathy had
dropped. “And we finally have the proof. That means
Umbrella can’t get awa—" iﬁﬁ )

He cut himself off, wincing in pain.

Cain smiled. From the sounds of it, this guy was
some kind of crusader. How the hell he’d managed to in-
filtrate the Hive was something Cain would worry about
later. From the looks of things, this asshole was about to
find out just what those wounds really meant.

The jackass kept talking. “—get away with this. We
can—"

Again, he cut himself off,

“What is it?” Abernathy asked.
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The man screamed, and fell onto his back.
“You’re infected. You’ll be okay—I’'m not losing

3

you.

Cain had seen enough. “Let’s move in.”

Two members of the security detail opened the door
and proceeded inside.

Abernathy shielded her eyes from the blinding light
that suddenly poured into the vestibule. “What’s hap-
pening? What’re you doing?”’

One guard reached for her, while the other, along
with one of the medics, knelt beside the crusadmg
moron, who was now convulsing on the floor.

“Stop!” she yelled.

Cain sighed as she fought off the guard with a few
well-placed punches. Something obviously had hap-
pened to her down there that had a profound effect on
her personality—but it didn’t have the least effect on her
fighting ability. She was still the best.

Even as the wounded man was loaded onto one of
the gurneys, three more of the guards tried to grab Aber-
nathy. It took her maybe five seconds to s%‘?gge them.

Damn, she was good.

“Matt!”

So that was the guy’s name. Cain looked to see that
this Matt person was growing tentacles out of the three
wounds gn his shoulder. ,

Definitely the licker. And this might turn out to be
just what they gere looking for.

“He’s mu . I want him in the Nemesis Pro-
gram,” Cain said.
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Maybe they could salvage something out of this
fuckup.

It took about twice as long as it should h 1bi’éilﬁ
guards, with some help from a well-placed :Ené
of sedatives, finally managed to put Abernathy down.
She kept screaming Matt’s name.

Again, Cain wondered what the fuck had gone on
down there.

He checked the case Abernathy had been carrying. It
had room for all fourteen vials of the T-virus and the anti-

but several of the vials were missing. That didn’t
well at all.
. “I want her qua.% ed. Close observation, and a
full series of blood tests. Let’s see if she’s infected. Take
her to the Raccoon City facility, then assemble a team.
We’re reopening the Hive. I want to know what went on
down there.”. . 2 A% L

- One of the medics, a plssant ittle twerp whose name
Cain didn’t give enough of a shit about to leamn, said,
“Sir, we don’t know what kind of—"

Cain didn’t have time for this. He needed informa-
tion, and the only way to get that was to go into the
Hive. “Just do it.”

Abernathy and this Matt person were loaded onto
the helicopter. The head of this security detail, a former
Marine named Ward, gathered up his people.

“Ready when you are, sir,” Ward said, sounding sin-
gularly unenthusiastic.

“Something bothering you, soldier?”

“I’'m not even supposed to be here today.” Ward’s
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face was hidden behind the mirrored faceplate of the
Hazmat suit, but Cain could hear the smirk in his voice.

“Tough shit. One’s down there somewhere; it’s up to
you to find out what happened to him.”

“Due respect, sir—if they took One out, we ain’t got
a snowball’s chance in hell. Moving in, sir,” he added
quickly.

Only thosg last three words saved the ex-jarhead
from a to&eilashing. Ward could be a real whiner, but
he did his job. Today of all days, Cain didn’t want to put
up with his usual shit.

Armed with MP5Ks and all looking alike in their
white Hazmat suits, the seven-person team moved
through the high-ceilinged rooms of the mansion in a
moderately tight formation. One of them—probably
Schlesinger; that little punk was always slow—kept lag-
ging half a step behind the other six. Cain brought up
the rear. KB 5

Ward signaled another of his people—Qsborne, the’&
tech-head in Ward’s team, recognizable by the sterile
bag of tricks tethered to the belt of her Hazmat suit—
once they reached the giant floor-to-ceiling mirror in the
sitting room. She opened a panel with two knob
switches, revealing a socket. Reaching into her pouch,
she pulled out a plug and inserted it. .y ¢ .

Theminorsﬁdopentorevealacél'é'raﬁta?%cﬁé@
Osborne then pulled out a minicomputer and started tap-
ping its keyboard with gloved hands. “Sir, I still can’t
access the Red Queen. I should be hardwired into it

2

now. -
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“Try again”

Osborne tapped MOLE okeys. “Nothing, sir.” She
looked up, her mirrored visor staring at Ward’s equally
blank visage. “The only way this could be happening is
if the computer was totally fried.”

“One’s team was supposed to shut down the com-
puter and remove the memory.”

“They did more than that—if it was just that, I'd be
able to restart her in at least a limited mode. But there’s
nothing there to fire up. The Red Queen’s dead.”

Cain ground his teeth. Definitely an epic clusterfuck.

He gave Ward a nod, and Ward then signaled his
team to move down the stairs to the bottom, where the
way was blocked by a giant blast d

This, Cain knew, was the contingency plan in action.

It was about to be put into inaction.

“Open it.”

Ward nodded, then gave another nod to Osborne,
who entered more commands into her minicomputer.

A second later, the blast door opened.

Ward and Schlesinger took point and moved in,
MP5KSs at the ready. The rest of the team followed, with
Osborne and Cain himself bringing up the rear.

Two seconds later, Cain heard the scream.

Only after the scream did he hear the footsteps.

He hadn’t realized they were footsteps at first; they
were so rhythmic that he assumed them to be the back-
ground noise of the Hive’s operations. Byt po, these
were feet moving slowly and meticulously. M n-

Osborne pulled a flashlight out of her pouch and

Il
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shined it ahead just as the sounds of gunfire erupted
ahead of Cain. |

Ward was shooting into a crowd of people. Next to
him, Schlesinger lay on the floor, his Hazmat hood re-
moved, a huge hunk of flesh ripped out of his throat.

As usual, Schlesinger was too fucking slow.

Ward kept firing, but even as the bodies fell, more
kept coming. There seemed to be an endless supply of
them.

“What the fuck are those things?” Osborne asked.

Cain said nothing, but simply looked at them. All of
them were wearing either dark suits or lab coats over
all-white outfits. Said clothes were filthy and muck-
encrusted, but still recognizable as clothes conforming
to Umbrella’s strict employee dress code.

That wasn’t why Osborne had asked her question,
though. No, it was the faces.

At best, they were blank and expressionless.

At worst, they were missing parts.

One person’s neck was at an impossible angle.

Another’s throat was almost completely missing,
only an exposed %uial column keeping head attached to
body.

Another was missing both eyes.

Another, its cheek.

Many had wounds on their bodies—teeth marks on
some, bullet holes on others.

The four hundred ninety-two employees who lived
and worked in the Hive were all dead.

And, based on the fact that this was not stopping
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