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	“5.0 out of 5 stars:

	“A thrilling exploration of duty and technology.”
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	Chapter 1

	LOVE AND LOSS

	 

	Our story takes us a little over two years after the inception of Magnanotron. 

	Jason Patrick has had a rough few weeks, his emotions worn thin by the sudden death of his dear father Robert Patrick. It all started on a cold, gray day in early April. Jason was on base when his mom called; she was hysterical and not making much sense at all. Jason rushed out, drove like a maniac, and found his dad had passed away sitting in his favorite chair, the TV on, his newspaper on his lap. 

	Jason held his dad’s hand and prayed. Then, struggling to gain his composure, Jason hugged his mom and the tears began to flow. 

	Slowly, Jason gathered himself and called his wife, Emma. After the call, Jason sat there full of emotions, holding his father’s hand again, as he tried to accept that his dad was gone. 

	At least he left in his sleep; he looks peaceful, Jason thought to himself. It must have been his heart. 

	He remembered when he was young and unsure, but knew he wanted to join the military. It was his father’s words which helped him decide: Join the Army… I did, and I don’t regret it to this day.

	The funeral and church service were emotion-filled; lots of friends, associates and family members came to pay their respects for the loss of Jason’s father. They came to be there for a friend, for his family and his son, the commander of Fort Bragg, Lieutenant General Jason Patrick. It was a bright spring afternoon, and birdsong filled the air from nearby trees, as everyone gathered at the gravesite. 

	Father Peter looked over the crowd and said his comforting words of prayer, as Delta Team stood in full dress, their brass glowing in the warm sunlight. Jason was with his mom, Emma, his kids and his best friend, Command Sergeant Major Tex Larson. Jason did his best to keep his composure, as he stared at the flag-covered coffin. 

	Dad was always there for me, he thought to himself. I was a good son. Lots of good memories. Jason was again somehow feeling that he didn’t thank Dad enough for his love, and for the fine father he was. How Jason wished he had just one more day with his father.

	After the funeral, Jason took the week off. He spent the following days at home, going over some financial things for his mom and trying to be of comfort to her. Jason was relieved that Dad had a nice life-insurance policy; the townhome was theirs, and his pensions and benefits would go to Mom. 

	Then, late one night, the phone rang. 

	Jason jumped out of bed, thinking: It must be something at the base. 

	He was surprised to hear that it was his mom. She sounded strange, not making sense. 

	“I will be right over,” Jason said, and rushed to get dressed.

	“What’s going on?” a sleepy Emma asked.

	“Not sure, honey, but something’s wrong with Mom,” Jason replied. “I need to get my ass over there!”

	Jason made the short drive and pulled up in front of the townhouse. He noticed that the house was mostly dark, as he headed to the front door and found it unlocked. Jason ran inside and turned on some lights. 

	“Mom, it’s me,” he yelled. “Where are you?” 

	No reply.

	She must be upstairs, he said to himself, as he ran up to her bedroom. 

	Jason was taken aback at the sight before him: Mom was passed out on the bed, a half-empty bottle of whiskey on the night table. 

	“Mom, Mom, are you okay?” Jason said, over and over. 

	And, then… she slowly opened her eyes. 

	“Oh, my son, you’re here now!” she said.

	“What happened? Why did you drink so much?” Jason asked, holding the bottle of strong Tennessee whiskey.

	Mom started crying, then went for the whiskey bottle. “Please, Jason, I don’t want to be alone… I want to go to Heaven with your father!”

	Jason was shocked, as he gripped the bottle and hugged his mom. “I’m here now, Mom. It’s gonna be okay. You’re coming home with me.” He took out his cell phone and called Emma. Then, Jason carried his drunken mother downstairs and, finally, got her into his car.

	Back at the house, Emma was waiting at the front door when they arrived. She gave Jason a hand, as they got Mom upstairs and settled in bed, in the spare room. 

	Before going back to bed, Jason and Emma had a talk, and decided not to leave her alone until things settled down. Mom was staying over, maybe for good. 

	The next morning, Mom had a shower, some breakfast and coffee. Jason was relieved that she was doing much better, and had said she was sorry about what happened. Then, Jason and Emma had to laugh when, out of nowhere, Mom said: “Jason, I need a TV in my room. You know I have to watch my soap operas.”

	Later on, Emma had a talk with the kids about Grandma. They liked the idea of having her over. They loved their Grandma; she was really good at spoiling them.

	 

	*

	 

	Time goes on: Robby was now five years old and big sister Lori was ten. A week later, Jason woke to the sound of his kids getting ready for school. Both of them ran by the door yelling at each other, and went rumbling down the stairway. 

	Time to get back to the base, Jason said to himself, and dressed in his uniform. 

	Emma had the kids quietly eating breakfast by the time Jason went for his coffee and gave his love a hug.

	“How you doing, soldier?” Emma said, with a big smile. “I love my man in uniform.”

	“I’m good, but these two here…” he looked at Lori, “they sure make a lot of ruckus.”

	“It was him,” Lori replied, pointing at her brother as he was eating his cereal.

	“Never mind that,” Emma added in a stern voice; “the rules are the rules: no jumping down the staircase!”

	Jason smiled as he dug into his oatmeal. He was thankful Emma was so good at keeping order at home. Seldom was the need for him to be the bad guy.

	After, Jason grabbed his keys, stepped out into the cool morning air and jumped in his car. Happily, he had noticed that the days were getting longer lately; at last, the unusually cold winter was easing its icy grip. 

	He was feeling a little better about things after going to church on Sunday, and talking with Father Peter about the loss of his dad. Father Peter had said: “Be grateful for the time spent with your father. Focus on the good memories and it will get better for you.” Jason was thankful for the words of comfort, and glad that his work promotions had allowed him free time for some good years with Dad. 

	Another week or so and it will be the first day of spring, Jason repeated to himself, as he headed for the interstate, and into the world of Army Special Forces and Fort Bragg.

	 


 

	Chapter 2

	PIECES OF THE PUZZLE

	 

	In Maryland, at the science-and-research lab area in Devcom, led by the brilliant scientist Peter S. Androvski, Darious Patel was setting up a Magnanotron display area, for the ongoing training of a group of young scientists and technicians. Androvski was in his office area studying, working with their new, high-tech computer system and large display screen. 

	Since the inception of Magnanotron, over two years ago, there had been strong funding for Devcom, and an almost non-stop implantation program underway. Ever since the Russia affair, there were the ridged, locked-tight safety and security standards in place that went with anything to do with Magnanotron and Devcom.

	If one were to walk into Androvski’s office, they might say it was a mess, with empty coffee cups and papers scattered about, but, to the busy scientist, everything was as it should be. 

	On the display screen was a structural drawing of the US Navy’s high-tech naval vessel USS Zumwalt (DDG-1000), one of the deadliest destroyers in the world. Androvski’s big project was equipping the Zumwalt with Magnanotron protection: codename “Martha”. Much progress had been made over the years; so far, about twenty-five percent of Special Forces were now Magnanotron-trained and equipped.

	Both Patel and Androvski spent months on the Zumwalt, installing the large flux-shield intensifiers needed to keep a nominal density and flow over such a large perimeter. They were close to being finished, but there was more still to do.

	Androvki’s cell was ringing. He picked up to the voice of Special Forces Commander Thomas Ryan. 

	“How’s Martha coming along?” Ryan asked. “We have another group ready for shielding.”

	“Martha is going well, sir; almost complete,” Androvski replied. “We just finished a new batch of Magnanotrons. I will send over the units you need.” 

	Ryan had a few more questions about Martha before ending his call.

	 

	*

	 

	At The White House, President Jameson’s main concern was the ever-present problem with Iran, and their push to go fully nuclear. Iran, as was well known, was a country run by terrorists. How can they ever be trusted? Jameson constantly thought to himself.

	Peace was hopeful in Ukraine, but not in the Middle East. The threat to Israel and the surrounding area was only getting worse. The attacks on shipping and American bases by the radical Islamists continued. Iran’s funding of the terrorist groups, the Houthi, Hezbollah and Hamas, was getting out of hand. Iran was trying to control the Persian Gulf and the seas in the area.  

	President Jameson wanted to keep his options open. To him, the eventual possibility of an assault, or war with Iran, was not out of the picture. 

	 

	*

	 

	At Fort Bragg, Sergeant Major Tex Larson was with specialist Jorge Morales, going over the latest results of the testing and training for a new round of candidates. The testing was intense, both physically and mentally, requiring strength and endurance at high standards. There are many men who are good soldiers, but only a select few have the edge, the intangible abilities it takes, to make it in Special Forces.

	“Sir, with the last of the dropouts gone,” Morales said, “the rest of the group is doing fairly well.”

	“Good work,” Tex replied, as he looked over the progress report. “I got a meeting with the boss; he will be happy to hear it.”

	Jason Patrick was in his office, finishing a call from Special Forces Commander Ryan A. Thompson. The discussion was about the violence and death the Iranian-backed terrorists were inflicting on their friends in the Middle East. Jason was told that the president was contemplating an insertion into Yemen, to help stop the attacks on shipping in the area. An air-and-ground attack on a major Houthi military missile installation, and their base of operations, was being considered.

	Tex walked in and handed some paperwork to Jason. “Good to have you back, sir. Looks like everything is going well here.”

	“Good, keep at it. And thanks for keeping an eye on things for me while I was off,” Jason replied, with a smile. 

	He got straight to business: “Just got word from Commander Ryan; it seems we may have some action ahead for Delta.”

	“Action? Hmm… sounds interesting, sir,” Tex replied, with a smile. “We’ll be ready for it.”

	“Good, I know you will be,” Jason replied. “We will have a meeting with the team as soon as the details come in.”

	The two old friends talked
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