Note: The prelude is written in first person and avoids describing the survivors in order to make it applicable to whichever character you prefer playing as.
-
You are a passenger on a bus, making its way to Raccoon City. The rain outside is running slowly down the window by your seat and you are enjoying the light sound of its tapping on the roof. The conversations go on around you, but they’re of no interest. It’s been a long trip, and you’re much too tired to be bothered by other people’s lives.
You are shaken out of your half-sleep, however, when the bus drifts onto the shoulder of the road and hits a jarring pothole. Shocked into awareness, you look around questioningly as the vehicle is jerked back onto the road. “What the hell was that?” you ask of no one in particular. There are a few moments of worried mumbling and the man next to you leans over, “Apparently the bus driver is pretty sick,” he says, before going back into a whispering huddle with some people nearby.

You look toward the front of the bus, several rows up. A small group is next to the driver, apparently suggesting he pull over. You can hear bits of the conversation. “You really shouldn’t…not safe…please…need a doctor.” You rise from your seat to join them, but just as you step into the isle your attention is again drawn to the driver as you hear a frantic voice calling, “Sir? Sir?!” To your horror, you see the bus driver slide sideways out of his seat, quite obviously unconscious.
You barely have time to grab the padded seat in front of you before the bus jerks off the road and plummets into the surrounding forest. You desperately cling to anything you can get a grip on while the rogue vehicle throws itself wildly through the woods. You feel, more than see, it connect with a tree. For one weightless moment the back of the bus is thrown into the air, before smashing down again. Then, as if with a final sigh, it rolls to its side and remains still.
Some time later a feeling of cool moisture on your cheek prompts you to open your eyes. The windows, which are now on the ceiling above you, are all shattered, and the rain is falling lightly onto your face. You sit up and wipe it away before checking your surroundings. The bus is a wreck, the whole shape having been bent and twisted. Several chairs have dislodged themselves and are lying about randomly. Nothing appears to be moving; all the passengers are either dead or incapacitated. The only sounds you hear are the raindrops tapping on the outside of the bus and on the floor around you.

Across from you a figure stirs slightly. The man who was sitting next to you earlier, and who told you the driver was sick. He rubs his forehead and then notices you. Making a motion with his hand, he acknowledges your presence before pulling himself up into a sitting position.

You are about to say something when you notice a sound apart from the pitter-patter of rain, coming from the direction of the driver’s seat. Like wet meat slapping together, or a steak knife cutting through gristle. You glance across at the other survivor and he nods with a look of confusion on his face, letting you know he hears the strange sound as well. Pulling yourself onto your elbows, you try to get a view of whatever’s making the noise. You see slight movement in the flickering lights of the bus. It looks like the driver, kneeling over someone. He leans forward and pulls back with his head, like he’s trying to tear something away with his mouth. A wet length of grayish-purple material stretches sickly and snaps away from the person below him, and…is he chewing?
As you attempt to get a better look your elbow crunches down on a piece of glass. The bus driver snaps his head up and you see half his face illuminated by a long fluorescent bulb on the ceiling next to him. Immediately, your body freezes and a chill passes over you. His face is sick and gray, and the area around his mouth is covered in a sticky film of blood and tissue. His filmy eyes pass quickly over the passengers of the bus, but he apparently does not realize you are awake. Softly emitting a sound somewhere between a moan and a hiss, he goes back to his terrible meal.
Your face must have been drained of all blood, because the room suddenly seems much colder against your cheeks. The driver, or what used to be the driver, was actually eating one of the people on the bus. Lowering his head to the unfortunate passenger’s neck and gorging himself on the wet muscle. You’ve seen enough old Romero movies that this fact, combined with the creature’s sickly complexion, brings only one deeply disturbing thought to mind. Zombie. I’m looking at the walking-goddamned-dead. 

The man across from you looks as sick as you feel. Your eyes meet for a second and you both apparently realize you need to get the hell out of there. Simultaneously you begin to quickly shuffle your way toward the back of the bus. Somewhere in your head there’s a voice telling you to be quiet, to watch the glass on the floor in front of you, but the adrenaline surging into your veins gives a much more powerful order to escape, and as fast as possible. As you crunch into some of the random glass lying around you, a hissing yowl of hunger rises from behind. Before your mind can even fully register it you’re on your feet and running.

You dive through the hole where the back door of the bus used to be, thankful that it was apparently dislodged in the crash. Rolling again to your feet you tear off into the woods, running faster than you’ve ever run, and somehow managing to avoid losing balance among all the fallen trees and general disorder of the forest floor. Your companion is sprinting along side you, pumping his arms with a life-or-death ferocity. Somewhere behind, closer than you’d like, that horrible cry is repeated, and you push harder. Your lungs are screaming for air, your legs are on fire, your watering eyes are blurring your vision, but still you don’t stop and you don’t look back.
After running for what seems like an eternity, you and your partner burst through a wall of scrubs into a clearing, where you see two people standing at the open door of a derelict helicopter with the emblem of the Raccoon City Police Department stenciled on the side. They raise their heads to look at you, and you bolt toward them. “Hey, what are you-,” one of them begins, but you ignore the pair. Something on the floor of the helicopter catches your eye; the glint of a heavy-looking handgun. The two people try to explain the situation to you, something about having come from the bus and trying to find the road to get help, but stumbling across this helicopter instead. Their attention is diverted elsewhere, however, when the creature on your tail pelts into the clearing and screeches at the four of you.
Before anyone else can react, you dive through the group and snatch at the handgun, spinning and firing before you even hit the ground. Bullets riddle the chest of the former bus driver with little red holes. One of your shots goes wide, punching through his forehead, and he crumples to the ground, motionless.
Everyone stares at the driver for a moment, and then one of the men turns towards you. “WHAT THE FU-” But another undead cry interrupts him, and then another, and soon the whole forest is alive with a mournful, hungry eulogy. You take a deep breath and direct your attention to the small group. “No time to explain, but I suggest you all check that helicopter for more guns.”
