









Weiss rifled through the beakers and bottles in a panic, checking every label in sight, looking for the VX411 vaccine. With each passing moment, his movements grew less sure—and more dangerous. Overhead, Bergin’s useless siren continued to wail, a perfectly psychotic sound track for Sydney’s current situation. Each rise and fall of the alarm raised her tension level higher.

“Weiss,” Sydney shouted. Her own hands were working furiously, checking the vials on the first table. Any second, another troop of guards could burst in on them, making the task at hand even more difficult.

Weiss dropped a vial but grabbed it before it could roll off the table and smash on the floor. He put it back in its grid, took a deep breath, and kept searching. This was not good.

“Weiss!” Sydney shouted again. “You have to get out of here!”

Either ignoring her or unable to hear, Weiss turned from his table and started to search the next one. Sydney’s heart pounded with trepidation and pity. He was fearing for his life.
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Chapter 1



“Where is this guy? Doesn’t he realize this is supposed to be his party?”

Sydney Bristow hid her moving lips behind a glass of sparkling champagne as she scanned the large ballroom, looking for her mark. Men and women milled about in their designer tuxedos and gowns, their laughter and congenial chatter crowding the air. A string quartet played a lilting, classical repertoire to heighten the elegance of the room, but at a low enough volume to keep from intruding on the conversations taking place among the elite guests. Everywhere Sydney looked there was another older man slipping his finger across the shoulder of another beautiful woman. A group of displaced-looking scientists debated in a corner as student waiters and waitresses slid noiselessly about, refilling glasses and offering hors d’oeuvres.

Holding court near the back of the room was the university president, graciously meeting guests and accepting their sizable donations for California University’s science department. The party was in full swing, but there was still no sign of the host, a star biochemist and highly regarded member of the department, Dr. Lance Bergin, the man Sydney and her partners had come to see. And to take into custody.

“I didn’t attend a single one of my birthday parties until I was fourteen years old,” Eric Weiss said in Sydney’s ear, even though they were separated by thirty yards and about a hundred people. The miracles of modern technology. Sydney had a speaker in her ear that was so tiny, even someone tucking her hair back for her wouldn’t be able to see it. “I mostly just hid under the tablecloth in the dining room, sneaking cupcakes.”

“That explains so much,” Michael Vaughn said.

Sydney smirked and glanced in Vaughn’s direction. He was standing just to the left of the bar in a tweed jacket and thick glasses, his hair mussed and his five o’clock shadow darkening his jaw. Even disheveled, he was still, in Sydney’s opinion, the most handsome man in the room. Her eyes slid past him, barely making contact with his, and fell on the short, balding man in the too-tight waistcoat who had just stepped tentatively into the room. A taller man with glasses whispered something into his ear, then slipped away, leaving the balding man to greet his guests.

“Dr. Lance Bergin,” Sydney whispered.

The doctor looked around nervously, clearly uncomfortable in the role of the host, then smiled obsequiously as an older man stepped forward to shake his hand. As they parted, both of them wiped their palms on their jackets. Turning away from Bergin, the older man grimaced in disgust as he moved on. Already busy greeting other guests, the balding man failed to notice. Working this guy was going to be a piece of cake.

“I’m going in,” Sydney said, moving away from the wall.

“Let him schmooze a little more before you swoop down on him,” Vaughn said. “He may not be so easily seduced if he hasn’t had some face time.”

“Have you seen who you’re talking to?” Weiss asked.

“Point taken,” Vaughn replied.

Just then, Sydney stepped in front of a huge plate-glass window and caught a glimpse of her own reflection in the dark pane. A short, blond wig grazed her sharp cheekbones, highlighting her huge brown eyes. The glittery gold gown she wore clung to her curves and swished deliciously around her ankles, tickling them with every step. She looked, in a word, breathtaking. All just part of another day’s work.

“This guy is never going to know what hit him,” Weiss said with a laugh in his voice.

“In more ways than one,” Sydney added under her breath.

Sydney sauntered toward Dr. Bergin, sizing him up as she approached. He had long, unkempt sideburns, and a patch of stubble on the underside of his chin he had missed during shaving. His paisley cummerbund was riding up a bit, exposing a line of his white shirt along its bottom hem. As various well-wishers approached and chatted with him, Bergin barely met their eyes. It was difficult to believe that anyone this skittish and insecure could have had the confidence to create a bioweapon as dangerous as the one Bergin had reportedly concocted. According to intelligence reports, his VX411 was one of the deadliest compounds ever conceived. Unfortunately, the CIA had no idea how the VX411 was contracted, what its effects would be, or why Bergin had been compelled to create it in the first place. These were the facts Sydney and her team had been sent to uncover.

Sydney stepped up next to the evil scientist. He cleared his throat and looked up at her uncertainly. Sydney had at least four inches on him.

“Dr. Bergin, it is such an honor to finally meet you,” Sydney said, extending her hand.

“Uh…yes…hell…hello,” Dr. Bergin replied, touching her fingers quickly. Sydney refrained from wiping her hand. He had left a nice layer of sweat on her fingertips.

“My name is Cora Barlow,” Sydney said, touching her hand to her chest. She filled her eyes with awe and went on as breathlessly as possible. “I read your paper in the American Journal of Medicine? The one about your recent breakthrough in a cure for Alzheimer’s disease? And I just had to tell you in person how you’ve changed my life. My whole family’s life, really.”

Sydney slid her arm through Bergin’s and turned him around, walking him toward the cavernous hallway beyond the lavishly set buffet table and away from the eager guests in the ballroom.

“It…it changed your life? How, exactly?” Bergin asked, clearing his throat again.

“Well, Grandpa Barlow, my father’s father, was recently diagnosed with early stage Alzheimer’s,” Sydney said, tears springing to her eyes right on cue. “You know how it is when you learn that this disease has affected someone you love. It’s just…devastating. Like a death sentence. Grandpa Barlow…he didn’t get out of bed for days. He was so depressed.” She paused near the entrance to the deserted hallway. “But your work, it brought us hope. Grandpa’s back to his old self again. Just knowing that the possibility for a cure is out there…it brought him back.”

Dr. Bergin flushed with pleasure. “Well…we’re still years away from an actual cure….”

“But to know that someone as brilliant as you is working on a solution…,” Sydney said.

Apparently overcome by emotion, Sydney brought her hand to her face. Dr. Bergin looked around, uncomfortable, and finally fumbled for the handkerchief in his pocket. He held it out to Sydney, and she took it with a grateful smile.

“Thank you so much,” she said, touching the tiny cloth to her eyes. “You are so kind.”

“Of…of course,” Bergin said, glancing down the hallway. There was no one in sight, and not a soul had followed them out of the bustling ballroom. Still, it seemed as if Bergin was worried that someone would approach them at any moment. An odd fear, considering they were standing in Bergin’s own home. What was he so scared of? Whatever it was, it was making it difficult for him to focus on Sydney, which was crucial to the task at hand.

“You know, I would love to see your laboratory,” Sydney said, taking a step closer to Dr. Bergin. “See where you work. Where all your genius is put into practice.”

Dr. Bergin flushed and looked around, backing himself into the wall. A rivulet of sweat trickled down one of his sideburns and clung to his chin. Now she had his full attention. It was almost too easy. She reached out and ran her fingertips along his lapel.

“Really?” Dr. Bergin squeaked.

“Oh, yes,” Sydney replied with a small smile, moving even closer so that their bodies were nearly touching. She looked directly into his eyes, making it perfectly clear that she didn’t just want to see his lab.

Dr. Bergin inhaled deeply. When he let it out, his breath smelled like mushrooms.

“Follow me,” he said. “It’s upstairs.”

He slid away from her and scurried toward a wide staircase.

“Upstairs? Syd, our intel has the lab downstairs,” Vaughn said in her ear. “In the basement.”

Sydney couldn’t exactly answer him without arousing Bergin’s suspicions and she couldn’t exactly tell Bergin that she knew he was going the wrong way in his own home, so she had to go along and play it from the hip. Bergin pushed open a big oak door and held it for Sydney. She stepped into a large, darkened library filled with heavy, scientific texts and half a dozen leather chairs.

“It’s a little musty, for a lab,” Sydney said lightly.

Bergin closed the door with a thump, blocking out what little light they had. “I thought we would be more comfortable here,” he said.

A small, green banker’s lamp flicked on, and Sydney could now see the eager and somewhat nervous expression on Bergin’s face. How attractive, Sydney thought sarcastically.

Sydney took a step toward him, knowing exactly how to play this game. “Sit down,” she told him in her most commanding voice.

“Wh…what?” Dr. Bergin said.

Sydney reached out and pushed him, hard. Bergin fell back into the leather chair behind him, radiating excitement and anticipation. Sydney leaned over him and grew closer…closer…until he was practically drooling on her cleavage.

She suddenly grabbed his arms and pinned them to the chair.

“Hey! What’s going on?”

“Where’s the lab?” Sydney asked, tightening her grip.

Bergin struggled, but to no avail. He was unsurprisingly weak. “You don’t have to be so rough,” he whined.

“Yes, actually, I do,” Sydney said. “My name is Sydney Bristow. I’m a government agent and I happen to know that you have a bioweapon hidden in the lab in your basement.”

Bergin’s watery eyes widened, and he slumped down in the chair. Sydney wasn’t sure if this was a new tactic for escape or if she had just scared all the air right out of him. She had a feeling it was the latter.

“Now, you are going to take me down there and show me exactly where you’re storing this stuff, or we are going directly to my boss, who, trust me, is a lot stronger, a lot less pretty, and a lot crueler than I am,” Sydney said. That wasn’t entirely true—at least not the “stronger” part—but it was all designed to intimidate the little weasel.

Dr. Bergin got the insinuation. He winced in pain as Sydney’s grip tightened even further.

“All right! All right! I’ll take you down there,” he said, practically blubbering. “Just no torture, okay? I can’t handle torture.”

Shocker, Sydney thought, releasing his arms. Bergin rubbed his wrists, looking betrayed.

“Don’t try to run or alert anyone. I’m not the only one here,” Sydney told him as she stood up straight and smoothed her gown. “If you cooperate, I can make things a lot easier for you.”

“Wh…what do you need, exactly?” Bergin asked, standing on unsteady legs.

“All the samples of the VX411 and its vaccine,” Sydney said matter-of-factly. “There is a vaccine, I assume.”

“Ye…yes,” Bergin stammered.

Thank God, Sydney thought. A bioweapon with no antidote would be the absolute worst-case scenario. “And I’ll be copying your computer files as well,” she told him.

Bergin let out a strained whimper and walked past her toward the door, his shoulders hunched. Sydney knew his life was flashing before his eyes. Once she, Vaughn, and Weiss had collected all the evidence, Bergin was basically done for. Of course, considering what he had been up to, Sydney didn’t really care. He was going to get exactly what he deserved.

 

Bergin led Sydney downstairs and back into the party. As they crossed the room, a few people stopped Bergin and commented on the lavish event or congratulated him on his latest grant. With each encounter, Bergin grew paler, sweatier, and more nervous, but no one seemed to notice. Luckily, this was Bergin’s usual demeanor.

“And who’s your lovely companion, Dr. Bergin?” a gentleman in an Armani tuxedo asked him, giving Sydney the once-over and clearly liking what he saw.

“Uh…she—”

“Cora Barlow,” Sydney said, extending one hand and placing the other firmly on Bergin’s arm. “Lance here is just taking me on a tour of his beautiful home.”

“I’ll bet,” the man said with an appreciative nod. “I’ll let you two get back to it.”

“Thank you. It’s been a pleasure,” Sydney said, pulling Bergin away. “You’re doing fine,” Sydney said in Bergin’s ear as he stumbled a bit on his way to the door at the far side of the room. “Just keep moving.”

“Syd, there’s a guy headed your way—more pro wrestler than scientist,” Vaughn said in her ear. “Watch your back.”

Adrenaline started to rush through Sydney’s veins. She scanned her immediate surroundings as Bergin reached the door and opened it. The only potentially suspicious guy she saw was Weiss, who was nonchalantly following her as he chowed down on some shrimp scampi.

Bergin led Sydney into another hallway and was about to close the door behind them when a beefy hand stopped it. The door was shoved open by a broad man with huge shoulders and a goatee. The seams of his tux looked fit to burst, and he puffed up his chest as he approached them. Dr. Bergin tripped backward so quickly, Sydney had to steady him with her hand.

What is going on around here? Sydney wondered.

“Good evening, Dr. Bergin,” the man said in a gravelly voice. He glanced dismissively at Sydney. “Where are we going?”

“I…uh…I was just giving my friend Carla—”

“Cora,” Sydney corrected.

“Right! Cora. I was just giving Cora here a tour of the house,” Dr. Bergin replied, clasping his hands together.

“I don’t think that’s a wise idea, do you?” the man said.

“I just—”

Over the man’s massive shoulders, Sydney saw Weiss slip into the hallway. She lifted her foot in its four-inch gold heel onto the upholstered bench next to her and bent down to refasten the buckle on the strap. The maneuver gave the hulk of a man a perfect view down her dress, which he enjoyed in earnest. In the split second he was distracted, Weiss grabbed a brass vase and slammed him over the back of the head with it. The wrestler’s eyes rolled back into his head and he crumpled to the ground, slamming his temple against the wooden arm of the bench.

“That’s gonna leave a mark,” Weiss said.

“You guys, there’s a couple more of them headed your way,” Vaughn said. “Better get a move on.”

“All right,” Sydney said, racing down the hall and pulling Bergin with her. “Vaughn, do your thing.”

 

Michael Vaughn yanked out the colorful flyers he had stashed in the back waistband of his pants and jumped up onto the bar. To get the crowd’s attention, he kicked a few glasses and a bottle of hundred-dollar Scotch to the floor, where they smashed into bits and sprayed the nearest partygoers with sour brown liquid. A few gasps and screams let Vaughn know he had the floor to himself.

“This university supports Indonesian sweatshops!” Vaughn shouted at the top of his lungs, raising his arms over his head. “All the clothing in the university bookstore is imported from third-world factories! Children as young as six years old working in squalor for pennies, just so students can wear propaganda! Stop the madness!”

He tossed out flyers to the nearest onlookers, most of whom let the pages flutter to the floor.

“Hey, buddy. What’re you doing?” the young bartender asked, looking up at Vaughn nervously. “Get down from there before you get me fired.”

“Don’t you care about the plight of third-world laborers?” Vaughn shouted, his eyes wild.

“Actually, I kind of care about the plight of this laborer,” the bartender hissed, glancing left and right. “I gotta make tuition.”

From all corners of the room, Vaughn saw the rest of Bergin’s guards scurrying toward him. The two guys he had noticed following after pro-wrestler man turned and headed straight for the bar. Vaughn hid a smile, knowing he had done his job. For the moment, Sydney and Weiss were safe to get on with the mission. Vaughn kept on shouting until the guards took him down.

 

“Down here,” Bergin said, shoving through what seemed like the hundredth door in a row and clomping down a few cement steps. He turned down a slim hallway that trailed at least fifty feet before turning another corner.

“What do you have down here, a football stadium?” Weiss asked.

“I need a lot of space for my work,” Bergin told him, approaching a metal door. “This is it.”

Sydney glanced at the keypad next to the door. A red light blinked in warning. “Open it,” she said, listening to the sounds of pounding feet coming from above. Vaughn had bought them some time, but she had no idea how much. “Open it now.”

“Okay! Okay! Don’t rush me!” Bergin said. His fingers trembled as he reached for the keypad.

Weiss looked toward the ceiling. “You sure have a lot of man power for a guy on a science professor’s salary.”

Bergin punched in a series of numbers and hit the large button at the bottom of the pad. “Well…you know…have to protect my…research…,” he mumbled.

The door buzzed and the lock clanged free just as another guard in a tuxedo slid around the corner. “Stop right there!” he shouted. He fired off a shot, and the bullet hit the wall and ricocheted down the hallway.

“Inside!” Sydney shouted, shoving Bergin through the door. Weiss fired one retaliatory round as he jumped in, closing the door safely behind them. Someone slammed into it the second it was shut.

“Anyone else know the code?” Sydney asked.

“No. No one,” Bergin said, shaking his head.

“They’ll find a way in,” Weiss said as the pounding intensified. “Let’s get this over with.”

Sydney turned and found herself facing another door, this one made of heavy glass. The lab was just beyond—a white, antiseptic room with four long, chrome tables in the center. Along the walls were glass-fronted, climate-controlled storage cabinets, each filled with hundreds of vials and beakers. It was a good thing they had coerced Bergin into cooperating. It would have taken hours to search that room.

“You’ll need to wear these,” Bergin said, lifting a protective suit from a hook on the wall. He slid a huge helmet down from a shelf and started to dress himself. Meanwhile the pounding at the door intensified, accompanied by threats to Bergin to open up.

“I just love mad scientists,” Weiss said sarcastically, putting his gun down and slipping into the blue coveralls.

Sydney secured her own gear, then zipped Weiss’s hood to his suit. He did the same for her. Just when everything was snapped into place, the pounding stopped.

“Where are they going?” Sydney asked.

“I…I don’t know,” Bergin replied.

“Let’s go,” Weiss said, grabbing his gun.

The glass door let out a hiss of air as the hermetic seal was broken and Bergin led them into his laboratory.

“Weiss, the computer,” Sydney said, nodding to the left. The computer station was set up along the nearest wall, the flat-screen monitor surrounded by piles and piles of disorganized papers.

“I’m on it,” Weiss said. He quickly checked his protective gear for a place to stash his gun and, realizing there were no pockets in sight, he placed it on his lap as he slipped into the desk chair.

“All right, where’s the VX411?” Sydney demanded.

Bergin pressed his lips together, wringing his hands in their plastic gloves. Sydney could see the beads of sweat forming along his hairline inside the mask. He was stalling, and Sydney didn’t have time to humor him. She grabbed his arm and wrenched it behind his back, just enough to send a sharp, shooting pain all the way up his shoulder and into his skull.

“Tell me where it is right now, you twisted little psycho, or you’re going to find out what I’m like when I’m angry,” Sydney said through her teeth.

“You really don’t want to do that, man,” Weiss added, tapping away at the computer.

“Okay! Okay! Just let me go,” Bergin shouted.

“Point me to the right cabinet,” Sydney said.

“It’s that one. Top left,” Bergin told her, using his free arm to point.

Sydney let him go, and he cradled his elbow as he slid down onto the floor between two tables. She held her breath, her heart thumping in her ears as she opened the glass door on the cabinet. Inside were three grids filled with vials. Carefully, Sydney turned the labels on the first few bottles so that she could read them. There were a dozen samples of the VX411.

“Is this it?” Sydney asked.

“That’s all. That’s all I’ve got,” Bergin gasped, still in pain.

Sydney glanced around and spotted a shelf of metal carrying cases. She pulled one down and opened the latch. The inside of the case was filled with thick foam, which had at least twenty vial-size cylinders cut out of it.

“What the hell?” Weiss said, staring intently at the computer screen.

“What is it?” Sydney asked.

“Some kind of security system I’ve never seen before. Bergin, get your ass over here,” Weiss demanded.

The doctor looked from Weiss to Sydney and back again, clearly confused as to whose orders he should be following.

“Go!” Sydney told him.

As Bergin bent over Weiss’s shoulder, looking pale and clammy and every bit like he was about to throw up into his protective helmet, Sydney focused on her own task. Ever so gently, she lifted the grid full of VX411 vials out of the refrigerated cabinet. The clear liquid swished and swirled inside the vials as she brought the metal grid to face level, and then placed it down on the counter-top next to the carrying case. Sydney stared at the poison, wondering just what horrors the world would suffer if this stuff got out of the lab.

Focus, she told herself. You’ve got it now. Everything’s going to be fine.

With a steady hand, Sydney lifted the first vial of VX411 out of the grid and placed it carefully into one of the cylinders in the bag. It fit perfectly. Once the first vial was secure, Sydney worked more confidently, until finally the very last vial had been transferred. She had the weapon. Now all she needed was the antidote.

“Okay, where do you store the—”

Sydney looked up just in time to see Bergin grab something metal and shiny off a table and swing swiftly toward Weiss, a crazed look in his eyes.

“Weiss! Watch out!”

Eric spun around just as Bergin slashed down with what Sydney could now see was a tiny X-Acto knife. Weiss stopped Bergin’s arm with his own, but not before the doctor made a nice clean slice in Weiss’s protective gear, just along the neckline. Quickly, Sydney closed the case holding the VX411 and flipped the clasps closed. If there was going to be any kind of a scuffle, the most important thing was ensuring that the vials holding the deadly virus were safe—especially now that Weiss’s gear had been compromised.

Weiss quickly subdued Bergin with a sharp jab to the stomach, and by the time Sydney came around the table, the doctor was cowering on the floor. She placed the case full of VX411 on the floor.

“I thought you were going to cooperate,” Sydney said.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Bergin whined, holding his hands up to shield his face. “Please don’t hurt me!”

Sydney rolled her eyes and looked at Weiss. “Did you upload all the files to Marshall?” she asked.

“Almost. I just have to—”

At that moment, Sydney and Weiss turned toward the front of the lab, their attention drawn by a loud, whirring noise. There was a sudden, deafening explosion, and the door burst free of its hinges in a whoosh of flames. Overhead, a piercing alarm sounded, drowning out Weiss’s shouts and Bergin’s cries. Two men wearing protective suits shoved their way into the lab, wielding guns.

Sydney looked around at the hundreds of vials filled with heaven knew what. Bullets and vials. This was not going to lead to anything good.

Weiss started furiously typing at the computer, uploading the rest of the files to Marshall as Sydney picked up the metal case and raced toward the door. If those men came in here, guns blazing, every vial in the place was going to shatter. She and Weiss had to get out of there as fast as possible.

The first intruder shoved through the lab’s glass door and aimed at Sydney’s head. “Don’t move!” he shouted.

But Sydney didn’t hesitate. She braced her left leg and executed a perfect kick to the man’s face, bashing in the mask on his gear. It didn’t shatter, but dented in far enough to break his nose. Blood gushed inside his helmet and the man screamed, flailing about. Cradling the case under one arm, Sydney grabbed his hand with her other hand and slammed it into the wall, releasing the gun. It fell to the floor and bounced away, sliding under a huge metal cabinet. Sydney was about to whirl around to face the other guard when he grabbed her from behind by her neck and pulled her up off her feet. Out of the corner of her eye, Sydney saw a third guard storm in. Weiss leaned down and grabbed his gun, which had fallen on the floor during the scuffle with Bergin.

“Don’t shoot!” Sydney shouted at him. She knew he couldn’t hear her over the blaring siren, but she hoped he would read her lips.

The grip around her neck tightened, and Sydney gently placed the metal case on the floor, then grabbed the man’s beefy arm with both hands. Her legs kicked out, just barely missing a table filled with vials. Normally Sydney had no problem taking down a guy twice her size, but she felt like she was in a wrestling ring where the ropes were made of high-voltage electric wires. She had no room to maneuver and if she tried, she could break something lethal and Weiss could end up dead.

Sydney swung all of her weight to the right, forcing the man behind her to turn right as well. She reached back with both arms to grab his suit, crouched to the floor, and heaved the man over her head, flipping him into the only open space in the entire lab—the area by the door. She heard a loud crash behind her and knew Weiss had taken out one of the other guards. But what had they destroyed in the process? As Sydney turned she saw the computer smashed to bits against the wall and one of the bad guys lying unconscious in the debris. Weiss was taking on the fourth and final guard as Sydney noticed Bergin crawling toward the door.

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” Sydney shouted, though she could hardly hear her own voice above the wailing alarm.

Bergin kept crawling and Sydney quickly picked up the case and lunged after him, but the guard she had laid out roused himself and grabbed her shoulder, yanking her back. Bergin jumped to his feet and ran through the smoldering door frame.

“Vaughn!” Sydney screamed into her comm as she fought off the guard. “Bergin’s escaped. I repeat, Bergin’s escaped! You have to go after him!”

She had no idea whether Vaughn heard her. In the next second the guard knocked the case from under her arm and sent it flying across the room. Sydney slammed a roundhouse kick into his gut, sending him careening into the glass wall. The impact was enough to knock him out, and he slid to the floor.

Sydney whirled around to check on the case. Her eyes widened in terror. The latch had popped open, and one of the vials was rolling toward the far wall. Sydney raced toward the fragile poisonous cylinder. If it broke, the VX411 would be released and then Weiss was a goner.

The vial rolled over and over as if in slow motion. Sydney launched herself into the air to grab it and felt something catch her ankle. She glanced over her shoulder to find one of the guards reaching up from the floor, bringing her down.

“No!” she screamed, stretching her fingers toward the vial. It was just out of reach.

Sydney slammed into the floor, jarring every inch of her body, and watched the vial crack against the wall. Her stomach lurched as the clear liquid seeped out onto the floor, forming a small, innocuous-looking puddle.

Slowly, she turned to look at Weiss. He was just standing up after disarming his second guard. He saw the shattered vial, and the fear that covered his face was contagious. Sydney’s eyes slowly trailed down to the gaping gash in his protective gear. Weiss looked as if he was about to faint.

The guard who had stopped her stood up, a wicked grin on his face as he hovered over Sydney.

You bastard, Sydney thought. You idiotic bastard.

She rolled over and, with every ounce of strength in her government-trained body, brought her right leg up swiftly and solidly into his groin.
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