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​Chapter 1: A Colossus Rises
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Herschel Goldstein towered over Berlin's cobblestones like a moving mountain. At six-foot-eight and 350 pounds, his presence alone parted crowds like a bulldozer. Folks either ducked into alleyways or stopped and gawked, all wide eyes and gaping mouths. Berlin was a rotting corpse in 1939, and Herschel strode through its grimy entrails with an almost peaceful expression, unfazed by the decay.

He ducked under the doorway of Schwartz's Bakery, his head barely missing the lintel. The sweet, warm smell of fresh bread washed over him like a forgiving wave. Mr. Schwartz himself was there, thin and twitchy, looking like he’d blow away if someone sneezed too hard. His hands trembled as he handed Herschel a loaf of rye, glancing nervously at the swastika-plastered walls.

“Danke, Mr. Schwartz,” Herschel said, his voice a deep rumble, almost comically gentle coming from such a giant.

“Be careful out there, Herschel,” Schwartz whispered, his eyes darting to the windows where yellow stars were smeared across the glass.

Herschel nodded, offering a small, reassuring smile before stepping back into the urban wasteland. Berlin’s air was thick with tension, like a pressure cooker ready to blow. Brownshirts were everywhere, puffed up and mean, harassing anyone they deemed beneath them. A group of them laughed as they painted another yellow star, slapping each other on the back like they'd just won the war.

The city itself seemed to be falling apart, as if the buildings were too ashamed to keep standing. Cracks snaked up the walls, windows were boarded or smashed, and the whole place stank of hopelessness. People moved like shadows, avoiding eye contact, avoiding each other, living ghosts in a city gone mad.

But Herschel just walked on, unbothered, a lone colossus among ruins. He stopped when he saw an old woman struggling with her groceries, bending down like a gentle giant to help her. Her fear faded to gratitude as she recognized him, a small smile creasing her wrinkled face.

“Such a good boy,” she said, patting his arm.

He watched her totter away, then turned towards home, loaf of rye still tucked under one massive arm. His apartment building was another shabby block in the crumbling neighborhood, but it was home, and he’d never cared much for appearances anyway. As he approached, he saw something that made his heart skip—a cluster of brownshirts circled around something, laughing. No, not something—someone.

It was Mr. Abramowitz, his elderly neighbor, down on the ground with three Nazis kicking the life out of him. They were teaching him “a lesson,” they said, but the old man wasn't learning much except what his own blood tasted like. Herschel froze, a moment of pure horror as he watched boots connect with ribs, heard the wet, awful thud of bone against cobblestone. Abramowitz’s glasses lay crushed nearby, just a pile of bent wire and shattered glass.

“Filthy Jew rat,” one of the Nazis sneered, spitting on the old man's bloodied face. “This is just the beginning for your kind.”

Something snapped inside Herschel, like a frayed wire catching a spark. His massive hands clenched into fists, his expression shifting from shock to something colder, something harder. His jaw tightened, veins popping out on his neck like live wires. He took a step forward, and the earth might as well have quaked beneath him.

“Leave him,” Herschel said, his voice eerily calm.

The brownshirts looked up, startled, then laughed at the sight of him. “Or what, Jew?” one sneered, flipping a knife from his belt. “Gonna cry on us?”

It happened fast. Too fast for any of them to process. Herschel moved like an avalanche, a blur of pure, brutal force. Arms snapped like dry twigs. Windpipes crumpled. He tossed the knife-wielder aside like a rag doll, the man’s body skidding lifelessly across the cobblestones. Each movement was methodical, precise, revealing a combat skill none of them had expected from this lumbering giant.

When it was over, the Nazis lay in broken heaps, groaning and bloody. Herschel stood among them, his breath steady, his expression unchanged. He bent down, cradling the battered Mr. Abramowitz with surprising tenderness.

“They’ll come for you now,” the old man whispered, voice weak, as Herschel carried him up the stairs to his apartment.

“Let them try,” Herschel said, cold determination in his eyes.

Mrs. Abramowitz was waiting, tears streaming down her face as she saw her husband's condition. Herschel laid him gently on the bed, nodding to her as she began to tend to his wounds.

In his own apartment, Herschel scrubbed the blood from his hands, watching the water turn red then pink then clear again. He looked up, catching his reflection in the cracked mirror. The face staring back at him was different now—hardened, resolute. He’d crossed a line, and there was no going back.

Herschel sat at his small, worn table, mind churning. He began to map out the neighborhood in his head, remembering every detail, every movement. The patterns he'd observed, the times, the places. His thoughts sharpened into plans, his resolve into a weapon.

Berlin was a powder keg, and Herschel Goldstein was ready to light the fuse.

Herschel Goldstein towered over the streets of Berlin like an amiable giant who forgot he was supposed to terrorize the villagers. People parted around his 6'8", 350-pound frame, looking up as if he might accidentally blot out the sun. He walked with a lumbering, gentle pace, hands like sledgehammers dangling loosely at his sides. Most folks just got out of his way, either because they were afraid he'd squash them or maybe because he looked like he could carry a cow under each arm and still have enough strength left to crochet a scarf.

The bakery's bell tinkled as Herschel ducked through the door. It was a cozy little shop, flour dusted over everything like it had been decorated by an overenthusiastic baker with a penchant for white Christmases. The Jewish owner, Mr. Feldman, glanced nervously at the windows, his eyes flicking to the Nazi propaganda posters plastered on the walls outside. Big block letters shouted lies about Jews, but here Herschel stood, the walking contradiction to their nonsense.

"You got some fresh rye for me today, Mr. Feldman?" Herschel's voice rumbled, deep and smooth, the sound of an avalanche made of silk.

"Yes, yes, of course, Mr. Goldstein." Feldman hurried behind the counter, wrapping a loaf like it was a secret package meant for enemy hands. "Things are getting... difficult. You've seen?"

Herschel nodded, slipping a few coins onto the counter with fingers so large they could've mistaken the coins for lint. "You let me know if you need anything."

Feldman forced a smile that didn't quite stick. "Thank you. Take care."

The bell jangled again as Herschel left, bread in hand, and he hit the street just in time to see a group of brownshirts spray-painting a yellow star on a storefront. They laughed, a nasty, echoing sound that turned heads and soured stomachs. Berlin was a city in decay, its spirit crumbling as surely as the chipped bricks and peeling posters. The air itself felt tense, like a rubber band stretched too far, and people moved with hurried, nervous glances, like they were expecting a boot to drop from the sky and stomp them flat.

Herschel trudged along, each step slow and steady, taking in the familiar streets. They'd gone to shit almost overnight, but the signs had been there for a while if you knew how to read them. Jewish shops getting closed up, folks disappearing without so much as a whisper. Now, the Nazis were getting bold, strutting like they owned the damn place, which they practically did. He watched them hassle a fruit vendor, knocking apples to the ground, all puffed up like cockerels in a henhouse.

Near the corner, an elderly woman wrestled with her groceries, a bag of potatoes spilling across the sidewalk like they'd made a break for it. Herschel scooped them up and offered her a kind smile, the sort of smile that would make a grizzly bear seem huggable. "Let me help you with those, Mrs. Cohen."

She blinked up at him, half in gratitude and half in sheer astonishment that a mountain was talking to her. "Thank you, Herschel. Such a good boy you are."

He walked her to her door, leaving her with more groceries than she'd probably know what to do with. Then, turning back toward his apartment, he felt the city's tension closing in again. Berlin had always been rough around the edges, but now it felt like the edges were made of razor wire.

The stairs creaked under Herschel's weight as he climbed to his apartment, but the real noise came from the landing above. Three brownshirts were laying into old Mr. Abramowitz like a pack of rabid dogs, the old man curled up and bloodied on the ground, his white hair matted with dirt and sweat. Their boots connected with dull thuds, the sound of leather on flesh making Herschel's skin crawl. Abramowitz's glasses lay shattered nearby, as broken as the man's moans.

"This'll teach the Jew rat a lesson," one of them sneered, drawing a laugh from the others.

Herschel froze, bread dropping from his hand and rolling forgotten across the floor. He felt his pulse hammering, blood roaring in his ears. His fists clenched, massive hands tightening into hammers, and for a second, he stood there like a great, immovable statue.

Another kick, and Abramowitz's frail body jerked like a ragdoll. "This is just the beginning for your kind," a brownshirt spat, landing a glob of spit on the old man's torn jacket.

Something inside Herschel snapped like a dry twig. His face shifted from shock to cold, calculated rage, and his jaw set so hard it was a wonder his teeth didn't turn to powder. His eyes narrowed, and his neck strained with cords of muscle that seemed ready to rip free.

"Leave him," Herschel's voice came, eerily calm, the calm before the storm.

The brownshirts looked up, and one of them laughed. "You think we're scared of you, Jew?"

"Last chance," Herschel said, taking a step forward.

They circled him like hyenas around a lion, all teeth and arrogance. "Big bastard, isn't he?" one of them said, pulling a knife with a flourish. "Let's see how big you are when we cut you down to size."

The violence was swift and shocking. Herschel moved with the speed of a man half his size and twice his anger. His first punch crushed a nose, blood spraying like a burst tomato. He twisted the knife from another's hand, snapping the wrist like a dry branch, the brownshirt's scream cut off by a massive forearm slamming into his throat. The last thug barely had time to register what was happening before Herschel lifted him clean off the ground, slamming him down with bone-crunching finality.

In seconds, they lay in a broken heap, groaning and bleeding, all thoughts of Jew-baiting wiped clean by pain and terror. Herschel stood over them, breathing hard, the violence as precise as it was brutal, revealing a side of him nobody—not even he—knew was there.

Herschel turned away from the wreckage, gently lifting Mr. Abramowitz like he was made of feathers and glass. He carried him to his apartment, where Mrs. Abramowitz let out a wail that could have shattered the windows if they weren't already cracked. She wept over her husband, the old man's face swollen and bloodied but still breathing.

"They'll come for you now," Mr. Abramowitz whispered, his voice a wet rasp, full of fear and certainty.

"Let them try," Herschel said, the words colder than he'd ever heard himself speak.

Back in his apartment, Herschel washed the blood from his hands, the red water swirling down the drain like it couldn't escape fast enough. He caught his reflection in the bathroom mirror, a stranger staring back with eyes that seemed harder than glass. For the first time, he looked the part of the fighter he never wanted to be, and he knew the line had been crossed, the transformation complete.

Sitting at his table, he started mapping out the streets in his mind, cataloging the Nazi patrol patterns he'd noticed, marking their comings and goings with the precision of a man who'd found a new, terrible purpose. He thought of the look on the brownshirts' faces, from cocky to crushed, and began planning his first deliberate strike. This was a new Berlin, and he was ready for it. 
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​Chapter 2: The First Strike
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Berlin was a mean bitch of a city, with streets that gleamed wet and filthy under a cold, spitting rain. Herschel Goldstein moved through them like a vengeful ghost, six-foot-eight and three-hundred-fifty pounds of hate-fueled muscle, hunting for one particular Nazi bastard who'd slipped through his fingers weeks ago. Hauptsturmführer Klaus Brenner, the prancing piece of shit who’d ordered Herschel and half the Jewish families in his block onto cattle cars. Herschel should’ve been dead, a smear on the inside of an oven. Instead, here he was, playing grim reaper, tracking the smug bastard through the twisting alleys of Berlin like a lion stalking a gazelle.

Brenner strutted ahead, unaware that a Jewish monster was shadowing him. The officer had that trademark Aryan arrogance, moving with the cocksure swagger of a man who thought himself untouchable. He kept fiddling with his watch and adjusting his uniform, a creature of habit even in the middle of a city that reeked of desperation and rain. He had no clue he was about to be crushed like a bug. Herschel watched him slip into a narrow alley between two brick buildings, an overflow of garbage and old newspapers floating in puddles at his feet.

When Brenner reached the darkest section, Herschel made his move. He exploded from behind a dumpster like a fucking thunderstorm, grabbing the officer and slamming him into the wall with enough force to make the bricks shudder. Brenner's eyes bulged with terror and disbelief as he stared up at the massive, soaking-wet Jewish man he'd ordered dead. Herschel was in no mood for pleasantries. "Remember me, you piece of shit? Remember my neighbor, old man Weiss? The one you beat to death in the street?" His voice was a rumble of rage and raw emotion.

Brenner tried to pull his pistol, but Herschel crushed his wrist like a soda can, bones snapping with a sickening crack. The gun clattered to the ground, useless as its owner. Herschel went to work, months of bottled-up fury pouring out with every punch. Brenner never stood a chance. Herschel was methodical, breaking the Nazi’s fingers one by one, demanding names of other officers involved in deportations with each brutal snap. Brenner screamed, his blood spattering across the cobblestones, turning the puddles pink. Herschel didn't give a damn. He smashed Brenner's face against the brick wall again and again, painting it with a grotesque, red Rorschach.

The officer's cries for mercy only fueled Herschel’s anger. He offered names, money, anything to save his miserable hide. Herschel was unimpressed. He lifted Brenner by the throat, holding him a foot off the ground like a broken puppet. "You showed no mercy to children. To the elderly. Why should I show any to you?" Brenner’s eyes went wide with terror as Herschel's hands closed around his throat, cutting off his final, desperate gasps.

When the Nazi officer went limp, Herschel dropped him to the ground like so much trash. He searched the body with grim efficiency, taking identification papers and a small notebook filled with names and addresses. The haul was better than he'd hoped. Before leaving, he pulled a small, wooden Star of David from his pocket and placed it on Brenner's chest like a signature. Then the giant vanished into the rain-slicked night, leaving a very clear message for the Nazi regime.

By morning, Nazi officials swarmed the alley, buzzing like a nest of pissed-off hornets. Brenner's body lay where Herschel had left it, a macabre testament to one man’s vendetta. SS-Sturmbannführer Weber, the top brass on scene, surveyed the carnage with cold detachment while his underlings milled around, visibly shaken. He picked up the wooden Star of David with a handkerchief, studying it as if it might bite him. "This is the third officer killed this way," one of the younger officers said, his voice a jittery mess.

Weber’s eyes narrowed as he took in the crushed throat, the methodically broken fingers, the blood-spattered wall. "No, this is different. The others were opportunistic. This was personal." He pocketed the Star of David, face set like stone, and ordered the scene photographed. The bastards were scared now, and that was exactly what Herschel wanted.

Across town, in a cramped basement room that smelled of mildew and cigarette smoke, Herschel cleaned blood from his massive hands. The radio played in the background, a solemn report about the "tragic death of a respected officer." He didn’t even try to hide his smile. Brenner’s notebook was open on the table, pages filled with potential targets. It was like Christmas come early. Herschel pulled a block of wood from his coat and began carving another Star of David, each slice of the knife a promise of more to come. Whispers about "the Jewish Giant" spread like wildfire through Nazi ranks and the Jewish underground alike, but Herschel didn’t give a shit. He had work to do.

Herschel Goldstein stalked his prey through the rain-slicked streets of Berlin, tracking the Nazi officer responsible for deporting dozens of Jewish families. The massive six-foot-eight man kept to the shadows, his hulking three-hundred-fifty-pound frame somehow moving with surprising stealth. His breath puffed like smoke signals in the chill, night air. He followed the officer down a narrow, garbage-strewn alley between two brick buildings. The Nazi, Hauptsturmführer Klaus Brenner, walked with the arrogant swagger of a man who believed himself untouchable, occasionally checking his watch and adjusting his uniform. A smirk stretched across Brenner's lips as if he'd just been handed the keys to the city and was heading to lock it down. He had no clue that death had come calling and had found him without even trying hard.

When Brenner reached the darkest section of the alley, Herschel struck, emerging from behind a dumpster and slamming the officer against the wall with enough force to crack brick. Brenner's eyes widened like a pair of full moons. He was shocked as hell at seeing the giant Jewish man he'd personally ordered deported weeks earlier. "Remember me, you piece of shit? Remember my neighbor, old man Weiss? The one you beat to death in the street?" Herschel's voice was like thunder after a flash, rumbling with months of pent-up rage.

Brenner attempted to draw his pistol, but Herschel crushed his wrist with one massive hand, bones audibly snapping like dry twigs under a boot. The fight was brutally one-sided as Herschel unleashed everything he'd been bottling up since the Nazi assholes first marched in and decided they owned the place. He methodically broke Brenner's fingers one by one, demanding names of other officers involved in deportations between each snap. Blood spattered across the cobblestones as Herschel smashed Brenner's face repeatedly against the brick wall, painting it red like some twisted art project.

The Nazi officer begged for mercy, offering information, money, anything to save himself. Herschel lifted Brenner by his throat, the officer's boots dangling uselessly a foot off the ground. "You showed no mercy to children. To the elderly. Why should I show any to you?" Brenner's final moments were filled with terror as Herschel's massive hands closed around his throat, squeezing out every last bit of the bastard's miserable life. After Brenner went limp, Herschel searched the body, taking identification papers and a small notebook containing names and addresses.

Before leaving, Herschel pulled a small Star of David carved from wood from his pocket and placed it on Brenner's chest—his calling card. The giant man disappeared into the night, leaving behind a clear message for the Nazi regime. It was signed with Brenner's own blood and wasn't up for interpretation.

The next morning, Nazi officials swarmed the alley like a bunch of ants who'd just discovered someone stepped on their sugar pile. SS-Sturmbannführer Weber examined the scene with clinical detachment while his subordinates looked visibly unsettled, shuffling around like kids who just found out the school bully got a beatdown and now didn't know where the next punch would land. Weber picked up the wooden Star of David with a handkerchief, studying it carefully.

"This is the third officer killed this way," one of the younger officers noted nervously, eyes darting like he expected the Jewish giant to pop out from behind the nearest trash can and turn them into sausages.

Weber's eyes narrowed as he surveyed the brutality of the attack—the crushed throat, the methodically broken fingers, the blood-spattered wall. "No, this is different. The others were opportunistic. This was personal." He pocketed the Star of David and ordered the scene photographed, already plotting his next move with the cold precision of a machine designed to destroy anything that breathed wrong in his direction.

Meanwhile, across town, Herschel sat in a small basement room, methodically cleaning blood from his massive hands while listening to a radio report about the "tragic death of a respected officer." The newsman spoke in somber tones, like the guy just got married and wasn't found looking like a pound of raw meat with a uniform wrapped around it. Herschel opened Brenner's notebook and began planning his next target, scanning names like a man browsing a menu for the juiciest dish.

The room was spare, functional, no homey touches to remind him of what life was like before everything went to hell. Just the way he wanted it. A bare bulb hung from the ceiling, casting shadows that swayed gently like ghosts with no rhythm. He carved another Star of David from a block of wood, his face set in grim determination as whispers about "the Jewish Giant" began spreading through both Nazi ranks and the Jewish underground. Let them talk. The story would only get better from here.

SS-Sturmbannführer Weber wasted no time after leaving the alley. He knew this Herschel Goldstein by reputation. The Jew had become a specter in their files, rumored dead or worse, only to resurface each time with more blood on his hands and more dead Nazis left in his wake. The Giant of Berlin. The Angel of Vengeance. The list of names went on, each more dramatic than the last. It made Weber sick to his stomach.

In his office, he slammed his fist on the desk, causing papers to leap as if startled by his rage. He had survived this long by treating the work of crushing his enemies like a sport, always remaining one step ahead, and this time would be no different. The giant had a head start, but Weber would run him down. He called in a young lieutenant with eyes like marbles, hard and round and showing no signs of wear.

"We'll hit them all at once," Weber said, his voice a razor blade wrapped in silk. "Every location in that notebook, and any place he's likely to go next. We'll use Brenner's death to smoke him out."

The young lieutenant nodded, the kind of eager bobblehead doll that gave yes men a bad name. "We can mobilize by nightfall," he said, his pen already scratching out a list.

Weber's mouth curled into a smile, a snake preparing to strike. "By nightfall," he echoed, knowing the traps he set had teeth, and they would be dripping red before the night was through.

But Herschel Goldstein wasn't the kind of man to get caught with his pants down, not when he knew they were coming for him. Not when he'd spent months living off pure adrenaline and spite. He worked like a man possessed, like a goddamn machine, with names and addresses swirling in his mind like angry hornets.

That evening, as Weber's men descended on locations throughout Berlin, all they found were empty rooms and people too scared or too smart to talk. By the time they hit the final address, a little apartment in a run-down building with stairs that groaned under their weight, it was already clear the plan was a bust. They kicked down the
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