
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


MAGNANOTRON, A BOND OF
BROTHERS THRILLER.

1st Edition, January
2024.

Copyright 2024 by Robert J.
Saniscalchi.

All rights
reserved.

 


No parts of this book may be
reproduced, stored or transmitted, unless for review or purchase
purposes.

Author: Robert J.
Saniscalchi

Editing: MJV Literary Author
Services

ISBN-13:
9798224943395

 


This is a work of fiction;
names, places, characters and incidents are the product of the
author’s imagination, or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance
to actual persons, living or dead, events and locales, is purely
coincidental.







 


 


 


MAGNANOTRON

A Bond of Brothers Thriller

 


 


 


by

Robert J.
Saniscalchi







 


 Acknowledgements

 


The author would like to
thank friends and family for their support and encouragement. He is
thankful for the inspiration given by the brave men and women of
our military and law enforcement. Special thanks to all Robert’s
readers, for their inspiring comments and praise for his
stories.


Reader comments and praise for Robert’s award-winning-
Bond of Brothers Series

 


“The
story of this gripping
thriller develops as a monument to the
combined might of the men and women who have fought for our
freedom.”

By David B., Danger Close, an Epic
Military Symphony

 


“High-action, breakneck pacing and political
intrigue mark Saniscalchi’s
latest. The
action is almost nonstop, with bodies
galore and nice twists right to the end. Amid all the high-profile action and violence, Jason and
Emma’s romance brings lightheartedness to the
narrative.”

A review of
Bond of Brothers: Danger Close;

The Prairies Book
Review

 


 


“Black Water, The China Connection emerges as a thrilling
sequel, picking up the momentum from
Danger Close. The narrative is a high-octane blend of action,
intrigue and the unbreakable bonds of brotherhood.”

 


“Black Water surges
through the pages, bringing with it
a cataclysmic wave of
suspense. The hostile president’s plan to
unleash a toxic chemical nightmare on American soil is a
pulse-pounding premise that keeps readers hooked from start to
finish.”

Review of
Black Water: The China
Connection; by RM

 


MAGNANOTRON, A Bond of
Brothers thriller

“Saniscalchi's narrative style echoes the essence of an
action-packed film reminiscent of "G.I. Joe: Rise of Cobra" or the
"Mission Impossible" series. The use of cutting-edge technology and
vivid action sequences gives the book a cinematic quality, making
it feel like a leap from a Hollywood script.”

 


“Magnanotron is a super exciting story full of action and
suspense by Robert Saniscalchi that will
keep you glued to the pages from beginning to end. If you like
stories about soldiers and thrilling adventures, this book is
perfect for you.”







 


Dedication

 


This story is dedicated to
law enforcement, the intelligence community and especially the U.S.
Army Special Forces. We owe them more than we will ever
know.



Chapter 1

Fort Bragg And
Family

 


Time moves on. Two years
had gone by since Jason Patrick and his Special Forces Delta Team
took down the evil and daring Chinese “Black Water” threat. The
long, hot summer had turned to autumn and the trees were a tempest
of red, yellow and orange colors. It was the
15th of
October – a cool, crisp evening in Fayetteville, North Carolina –
as Jason walked outside to check the mail.

He went back into his garage to gather
up the last of his hunting gear, reminding himself to give his
dirty SUV a much-needed wash, as he put the hunting gear in the
rear cargo area. Early the next morning, his dad Robert Patrick Sr.
was coming up for some small-game hunting, at a sprawling wildlife
management area not too far of a drive northwest, in the foothills
of Blue Ridge Mountains.

Jason was happy his mom and dad had
decided to leave the old house in Jersey and move down, close to
Fayetteville. They had got into a nice senior community, about ten
miles south of the Fort Bragg base.

Jason went back inside, to the sound
of a commotion going on in the kitchen. He could hear his loving
wife, Emma. “No, no! You’re both making a mess!” she
yelled.

Jason held back his laughter. What a
sight: little Rob’s face was full of mac’n’cheese.

“What is going on in here?”
Jason said, trying to keep a straight face, as he noticed the food
was all over Rob’s high-chair and the floor. Young Laura was
laughing and adding to the chaos, until Dad yelled: “Okay, knock it
off!”

Little Rob’s face went from smile to
frown, and he started crying at the sight of his father standing
over him. Laura ran up the stairs to her room, with her mother
behind her.

“Good,” Emma said. “You’re
grounded. Stay in your room, young lady.”

Jason pulled his son from his
high-chair and gave him a hug, until he calmed down. He then got a
towel and cleaned up the little guy’s face. Jason could see Emma
trying not to smile as she came over.

“It was Laura again. She
started the fooling around when I was on the phone, throwing food
at her brother.”

“I see that Mom was right
on it,” Jason said, with a smile. “You remind me of my old drill
sergeant.”

“Somebody’s got to get
tough around here,” Emma said, as she hugged Jason and they both
laughed about it.

Jason had come to realize that it was
the simple things that made him happy, like a food fight in the
kitchen – and being home to be part of it.

 


 


In Fort Bragg, Chief Warrant Officer
Tex Larson was going over his paperwork, and a report on the new
group of recruits trying to qualify for Special Forces. His Delta
Team members were Jorge Morales, Julius Dudash, Andrew McDonough
and some new faces, to round them off to a six-man team. The
addition of communications and medical specialist Blair Crouse, and
weapons specialist Thomas Blaknal, were a welcome addition; Tex
liked them both. Blaknal reminded him of Derek, and Blair, as a
seasoned veteran, was a good fit.

Jorge Morales walked in and handed Tex
a folder. “Sir, today’s trials are done. The complainer quit today;
he’s gone. But we still have a problem with the big guy who’s
overweight.”

“Hmm, okay,” Tex replied.
“We’re better off without the first one.” Then he paused for a
moment, thinking. “What’s the other guy’s name?”

“It’s Frank Wagston, sir,”
Morales replied. “He’s from West Point. Top of his class, but he’s
not cutting the physical stuff.”

“Okay, Jorge,” Tex replied,
“send him over. I need to talk with him.”

History has shown how the training
standards to qualify for Special Forces are so demanding and
rigorous; only about twenty men make the cut, out of the hundred or
more who sign on.

Jorge left and Tex sat finishing up
his report, which base commander Colonel Jason Patrick would be
expecting when he got back. Tex was learning, over time, that with
his promotion to Chief Warrant Officer came decisions, and the
responsibility that goes with them.

Before long, Wagston walked into Tex’s
office and saluted. “Yes, sir? You wanted to see me,
sir?”

Tex looked at his recruit. “At ease.
Have a seat, soldier,” he replied.

As Wagston took a seat, Tex noticed
that his uniform was neat and clean, his shoes polished, but he
could tell that the man was nervous. Wagston looked tired, worn
out.

Tex pulled out Wagston’s file. “I see
here that you were an excellent student. Very impressive.” He
paused for a moment, studying the file.

“I may have something – an
open position, as far as I know. I think it may be a better fit for
you.”

Wagston seemed to brighten up. “Yes,
sir. It sounds interesting.”

“They’re looking for
leadership in Logistics and Support,” Tex said, as he handed over
the paperwork with some of the details. “What I can do is run it by
the base commander. If it goes well, it could be your big chance,
soldier.” Wagston was smiling as Tex continued: “Perhaps the
commander will put the good word in for you. I will let you
know.”

Wagston smiled as he saluted. “Yes,
sir. Thank you, sir!”

Tex stood up as the recruit left with
a smile.

That went better than I
thought, he thought to himself.
Now I hope Jason will
agree.

 


 


Early the following morning, Jason
woke to the sound of Emma’s voice, and could feel her shaking his
arm. “Wake up! Wake up! Are you okay?” Emma was saying.

“Okay, okay, I’m up,” Jason
replied, his t-shirt soaked in sweat. He looked at Emma. “I had the
crazy dream about the bad guys again… Please, go back to sleep,
baby.”

Jason then noticed that it was 5:30,
and time to get up for today’s hunting trip, anyway. He quietly got
dressed as Emma went back under the covers.

It was the same nightmare he’d had
before. He could see it all so clearly: standing outside the Black
Water compound, the intense firefight and, after it was over, the
smell of the battlefield still in the air. Then Derek came to the
doorway, smiling…

He started to say
something, and—

Boom! Derek’s blood
splattered everywhere. His head disintegrated before Jason’s
eyes.

Everything seemed to be in
slow motion, as Jason went down low and Dudash, with a wild look in
his eyes, moved out, his gun blazing as he ran inside the cartel
compound...

Jason felt better after washing up and
sipping his coffee. He would tell his doctor about his dream again,
but for the most part he accepted that they were part of his
memories, and instead tried to focus on the good times he’d had
with his lost friend, Derek.

Dad arrived right on time, and they
got settled in Jason’s car for the ride north.

His father smiled, “A little frosty
this morning, son,” as he sipped his coffee. “They said it would be
in the low forties and they were right.”

“A little cold for this
time of year, but I like it,” Jason added. “We’re dressed right.
It’s cold but there’s no wind; good weather for walking in the
woods.”

 


 


Jason pulled off the interstate and
onto the winding road leading up to the hunting area. Out in the
distance, the yellow-orange sun was making its grand appearance on
the cloudless horizon.

“Will you look at that?”
Jason’s father said, pointing to the trees that lined the road. The
maples and elms were catching the first rays of sunlight, and
showing their fall colors in full glory.

“It doesn’t get any better
than that,” Jason said with a smile, as he made his last turn into
the wildlife management area.

Before long, the two were
getting their gear from the back of Jason’s SUV.
Jason grabbed his old favorite, a 12-gauge
Remington 1100 Deluxe field model, the gun his father gave him when
he turned sixteen.

Dad smiled. “I see you’re still taking
good care of that baby. You know, it’s worth more now – probably
double what I paid for it – especially with the deluxe field
upgrade.”

“Not as much as that
ancient Parker shotgun you carry,” Jason replied. The friendly
banter continued as they made their way up the gravel access
road.

On the two pushed, up the long hill
winding through pines and hemlocks, until they came to some large
cornfields. The first field was cut down to nubs, but the rest of
the corn was left for winter feed.

“You okay, Dad?” Jason
asked, as he handed his father some water. “Let’s take a
break.”

“Thanks,” Dad said, as he
took a sip. “The water is good, but I’m okay.”

He pointed: “I say we head to the
corn. Get in the middle of it and split up.”

“Sounds good,” Jason
replied, as the two walked across the first field of cut corn. They
soon got to the edge of the other field.

As they started to move through it, a
huge, male pheasant flushed up, cocking and moving out slowly over
the cut corn. Dad had it covered and fired. The bird exploded in a
cloud of feathers.

Just then, another big one flushed.
This time Jason was on it. He fired twice with his autoloader and
the second shot found the mark.

Jason looked back, and could see his
father running to get his game, so he went for his own
bird.

He was putting it into his game bag
when he noticed, out in the distance, his dad was slowly trying to
stand up. Jason ran over.

“What happened?” he asked.
He noticed that Dad was flustered a little.

Dad gathered himself and lied: “Oh, no
problem, I just got my boot caught on one of those damn corn nubs
and tripped.”

What really happened was that Dad
blacked out as he was running, and hit the ground hard. His left
shoulder was now hurting, but not too bad. Stubborn man as he was,
he decided to keep things to himself until he’d had a chance to see
his doctor.

“Besides,” Dad said, trying
to change the subject, as he picked up the big bird, “this one is a
world record!”

Jason was relieved; his father was
shaken, but okay. “That cocker bird is a winner for sure, Pop. And
I got me a nice one, too.”

“I will dress them later,”
Dad replied. “Susan will make a nice meal for us.”

The two continued hunting the corn and
Jason bagged another pheasant, but it was not long before Dad said
he’d had enough – not surprising, considering what had happened to
him.

On the way back to the SUV, Jason
thought about his dear mother. Besides being a wonderful,
always-happy mom, she was a great cook. The pheasant dinner would
be really good.


Chapter 2

Magnanotron – The
Science

 


In Maryland, at the U.S. Army Futures
Laboratory, Devcom, a group of scientists led by Peter S. Androvski
were working on a new, top-secret project. Androvski – an MIT
graduate and brilliant scientist – was reviewing the latest results
of the “Magnanotron” project with his staff. Magnanotron was
initially developed to protect computer systems and servers, but
now, in the ever-changing world of nanotechnology and other
scientific knowledge, it had been taken to new, breathtaking
levels. The scientists at Devcom were a tight-knit, loyal and
dedicated group.

They stood silent as Androvski stood,
pointing to the large display screen.

“It has taken years of hard
work,” he said, full of excitement, “but now I believe we finally
have it in our grasp! By using all the technology available from
the base project, and discovering many new things along the way, it
has finally happened. It is still hard to believe that the final
piece of the puzzle has come down to the basic theory of
magnetics.”

Another picture appeared, showing a
light-blue-colored, luminescent circle. “Our grounding problem is
no more; the pulse width modulation is sequential,” Androvski
added. “With the help of fellow scientist Darious Patel, we’ve
added a special, rare chemical additive, combined with precise
electro-nano technology. The Magnanotron sequence is finally in
order! It maintains maximum flux density and ultra-magnified
electron flow.”

Androvski sipped his water, full of
excitement, and continued: “Now we have it! The positively-charged
atoms are repulsing and, as you can see, the negative ones are
retro-acting. The end result has created a chain reaction – a
high-intensity, continuous-flowing pulse modulation.

“I believe we have landed
upon an electro-magnetic forcefield. And, if enough initial energy
is applied, one that should be self-sustaining and virtually
impenetrable!”

The room erupted in cheers and
handshakes went around.

Androvski continued as he walked
around the large glass table: “Everyone must understand the
importance of this phenomenon. This discovery must stay within
these walls; not a word to anyone!”

With that said, security services
joined the group, and the meeting went on for hours. Everyone, with
the exception of Androvski and Patel, had to hand over all
paperwork and files that were involved with the Magnanotron
project. Every computer, with the exception of Androvski’s desktop
and laptop, was scrubbed clean after the meeting was
adjourned.

Afterward, Androvski headed for his
office and his secure line. He had some important calls to
make.

 


 


A few days later, at the Pentagon,
U.S. Army General and Commander of Special Forces Ryan A. Thompson
entered one of the meeting rooms, and walked toward a large wooden
table.

Devcom Science Specialist Peter
Androvski and his assistant, the well-known scientist Darious
Patel, were excited. Androvski got up with a smile and came
over.

“Welcome, sir. Thanks for
meeting with us. Please have a seat; we have some important news
for you.”

Ryan smiled as he shook Androvski’s
hand. “From our last conversation, it seems that you and your team
have come up with something very interesting.”

“Yes, sir, we do have
something exciting,” Androvski replied, as he moved to a large
display screen and brought up a picture of the Magnanotron circle.
“These are the results of our promising new project.”

Androvski pointed to the screen. “We
have found a way to flow the electro-magnetic atoms we have
created, with the use of micro-magnetics and advanced nanotron
technology. The result is a super-intense modulation; a circular
pulse-flow. Once the device is charged, the loop is
self-sustaining, sir.”

Commander Ryan smiled. “It seems
you’re very excited about this, but you lost me with the ‘nano’
thing. I need you to give me the scoop on this stuff in layman’s
terms.”

Androvski smiled. “I’m sorry, sir. I
get carried away by the science of it. What we have here is a
self-sustaining, high-energy forcefield.”

Ryan hesitated for a moment as the
words sunk in. “A forcefield? Like a… shield thing, or
what?”

Ryan looked at some of the
familiar faces. “My god. This sounds like Star Trek or something.”

With that said, laughs broke out
around the table. “Beam me up, Scotty!” Androvski added, and the
laughter continued.

When Ryan stopped laughing, Androvski
continued: “Thanks for the compliment, sir. We believe that, once
the device is at full operational intensity, the Magnanotron shield
will be virtually impenetrable. We would like to give a
demonstration, sir.”

Commander Ryan looked at his
associates, smiling, then stood up, full of excitement himself.
“Yes, indeed we need to see your demonstration as soon as
possible!”

He paused, looking at the display
screen, then at Androvski. “Please, let me know if you need
anything from me when getting things ready. I have some people that
will be very interested in this one, for sure.”

“Thank you, sir,” Androvski
replied. “Just to let you know, we are being very cautious with our
information, and Army security services are closely involved, sir.
I will let you know when we have the Magnanotron demonstration
ready.”

After the meeting, Ryan went back to
his office and called his old friend, Joint Chief of Staff General
Mark Stanis, and told him to keep his schedule open; Ryan had
something very important for him to see.

 


*

Some things never change. Russia – and
now China – were always watching, waiting, for ways to steal the
latest cutting-edge technology from America…

Inside Devcom, there was a middle-aged
man walking the hallways. Gregory Wallis was the new night-shift
janitor. But, truth be known, he was also a long-time Russian SRV
spy.

For the last week, usually during the
last hours of his shift, he had noticed increased activity, lots of
hustle and bustle in the science lab area. He made a mental note to
keep an eye out for a chance to get into the lab, and to report the
recent activity to his contact.


Chapter 3

The Game Begins; Spies
Afoot

 


Back in North Carolina, the long
weekend was over and Jason was on base, in his office, looking over
some new paperwork, when Tex and Morales came in.

“Good morning, sir,” Tex
said, as they both saluted their leader. “We wanted to give you an
update on the recruit training.”

“Good morning. Grab a seat,
gentlemen,” Jason replied, as Tex handed him a large
folder.

“The training has been
going well,” Tex said.

“We have some promising men
out there, sir,” Morales added, “but we also have our share of
candidates who have either quit on us or need to be let
go.”

“I see,” Jason replied,
looking over the files. “I trust you guys to do the right thing.”
As Colonel Hogerbee had said: “It’s tough for a reason. The
standards are what make us who we are.”

Jason signed off on their
recommendations and handed the folder back to Morales.

“Oh, one more thing, sir,”
Tex said, as he handed Jason a few papers: “we got a Corporal
Wagston, sir; he’s a West Point graduate but he’s not cutting the
physical stuff. I talked with an advisor at the school; it seems
Wagston has a brilliant mind – top of his class, sir.”

“Hmm, so what are you
thinking, my friend?” Jason asked.

“I think he would be a
great fit over at Logistics,” Tex replied. “I heard they are
looking for some new blood over there.”

“Good idea; let’s give the
man a chance,” Jason replied. “I like it; I see you are learning
how to think outside the window. Let me make a call; I have an old
friend over there.”

“Thank you, sir,” Tex
replied, then the two left for another meeting with Delta
Team.

 


 


Later that day, Jason finished his
call home to Emma, and was glad to hear that all was quiet on the
home front. He went outside with his coffee and walked over to an
old wooden bench, as he did most every day. He enjoyed his time out
of the office, getting a look at the troops and the busy airfield.
Jason noticed that Delta Team was forming up out on the
tarmac.

It was good to hear that Specialists
Blair Crouse and Thomas Blacknal were fitting in with the team
nicely. Blacknal, an African American from Philadelphia, reminded
him of a young Derek, and Blair – a tall, lean fellow from Florida
– was an airborne soldier with combat experience; he seemed a
natural fit for Special Forces.

Jason stood watching as
Delta moved out toward the firing range. He missed it dearly, being
part of the team. But now, my friend, you
are part of every team on base, he told
himself.

Jason heard that his old
friend Colonel Hogerbee was back for the weekend. It was hard for
him to believe that Hogerbee was now Secretary of State, but Jason
was glad that he kept his condo in town. Once
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