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LEFT FOR DEAD by Sean Parnell
EXCERPT

CHAPTER1
ZHAGANTU,CHINA
The helicopters arrived at midnight, and the men they carried killed everyone they met.

There were three of the machines, black and hulking but sleek as sharks, all emblazoned with
the red stars of the Chinese Communist Party’s People’s Liberation Army. They were Harbin Z-20s,
heavily armed, capable of three hundred knots airspeed at treetop level and each hauling a dozen
assaulters. They looked much like U.S. Army UH-60 Black Hawks, but they were not cheap knockoffs.
Their rotor systems had been expertly cloned from a crashed American stealth helicopter, gifted to
Beijing by the Pakistanis after U.S. Navy SEALSs had terminated Osama bin Laden.

The Harbin Z-20s were very quiet. No one heard them coming at Toqui 13, the most secret
biological warfare laboratory in all of China.

The lab was a Level V facility drilled into the summit of a wind-scarred butte that resembled
Devils Tower in Wyoming. It was located in the absolute nowhere of the north central Chinese
badlands, ten kilometers from the Mongolian border. You couldn’t just stumble upon it, and if you
did you’d be shot on the spot and no one would find your corpse. Toqui 13, whose name meant
“Spearhead” in Mandarin, had been built to harvest only one thing: a genetically enhanced corona
virus called Gantu-62 that could kill a Notre Dame linebacker in fifteen minutes.

Dr. Ai Liang, a full colonel in the People’s Army, was the laboratory’s director, and up until
recently she’d been fervently dedicated to the Chinese Communist Party. The daughter of a
distinguished couple of the Cultural Revolution, she’d already become a star of the Chinese
Communist Youth League at age sixteen and had graduated with honors from Changchun University
of Science and Technology while simultaneously pursuing her military career. Mao Zedong was her
God.

But three weeks ago something had happened that had flipped a switch in Dr. Liang’s head. Her
research assistant, Second Lieutenant Chang Wu—a handsome young man with a lovely wife and

three precious girls in Shanghai—had slipped on a spill of lubricant from an air compressor and had



smashed the glass of an incubator with his elbow. The shards had sliced open his Military Oriented
Protective Posture suit, as well as his flesh.

Lieutenant Wu instantly knew what was going to happen, and so did his mentor. Together, they
had tested Gantu-62 on laboratory animals—first mice, then rabbits, and finally Rhesus macaque
monkeys. The viral storm had swept through Wu’s bloodstream in minutes, and his immunological
response was explosive. It was like an Ebola reaction in hyper speed. Helpless and horrified, Dr. Liang
had watched the poor boy wretch up his own intestines, drown in his own blood, and choke to death
onthe laboratory floor.

Two days prior to this evening, she had finally emerged from three weeks in quarantine isolation,
where she’d examined her life and its purpose and had wept until she had no tears left. She had firmly
concluded that there should be no Level V biowarfare laboratories, or anything like Gantu-62,

anywhere in the world. Tonight she was going to shut the whole damn thing down . . .



