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What if Hitler never died in the Fuhrerbunker?If his purported suicide was the beginning of an
elaborate master plan?And using the last resources of Nazi Germany...He created an
underground Aryan refuge, birthplace of the Fourth Reich?Who would be there to save the world
from Hitler's ultimate revenge?NSA agent Ronald Fletcher's life is turned upside down after a
terrorist attack on a beach in Israel, and he won't stop until he personally enforces his own
special brand of justice. But is he prepared to face the secrets he'll uncover?In this wild game of
intrigue, the stakes are high, the gloves are off, and all the players have the same motivation:
cold, hard vengeance.

About the AuthorScott M. Neuman grew up in Chicago, Illinois. He holds a degree in criminal
justice from the University of Illinois at Chicago Circle, as well as a J.D. from Thomas M. Cooley
Law School of Western Michigan University. He is a veteran of the Israel Defense Forces, where
he served as a combat medic and fought in Operation Peace for the Galilee, otherwise known as
the 1982 Lebanon War. He is also a black belt in Tae Kwon Do. He is currently a practicing
attorney in Michigan.
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AGENT OFVENGEANCEBy Scott M. NeumanCopyright ©2019 by Scott M. Neuman. All rights
reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner
whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief
quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.To my wife, Gila.Without her help, this novel
wouldnever have seen the light of day.1The ominous night sky almost seemed to reach down
and touch the Wailing Wall as the Jews of the City of David trembled in silence. The State of
Israel was on a level five security alert, meaning imminent war, and Jerusalem had become a
ghost town. Many of its residents had already been called up for reserve duty in the Israel
Defense Forces, and the remainder were huddling in bomb shelters, awaiting the unknown.
Mishmar Hagavul, Israel’s Border Police, was vigilant in keeping the hostiles among the Arab
population inside under a strict curfew. Not one soul could be seen among the ancient streets
and corridors of the Old City.A feeling of doom had swept over the city. The midnight deadline
was drawing closer. In a land famous for its prophets, no one could predict what would happen
after the clock struck twelve. The following twenty-four hours had been given a name in the spirit
of the Bible: Armageddon Day.Nervous mothers, young children, and elderly grandparents
whispered to each other in the darkness. Their statements of comfort echoed the old phrases
that had often been used on the eve of countless tragic events in Jewish history. “Everything will
be just fine.” “Surely God will protect us.” “Do not fear, the Messiah is about to arrive.” “We Jews
have always outlived our enemies.”Strangely, there was no mention of disaster. However, in their
hearts they knew that there was only one logical outcome: the complete annihilation of their
beloved country. Every citizen of Israel, save one, was sure that the dawn would bring a terrible
holocaust ending the dream of the modern State of Israel.The one citizen that knew better was
the Prime Minister. The leader of the nation of the Jews that night was making a very different
prediction: “Israel will not only survive, but will be victorious against all odds.”This Prime Minister
knew that God’s chosen people would not suffer. The leader of the Jewish nation was holding a
key that would open up the gates of Hell. This key was to be used only when it was determined
that there was no other option to protect the People of Israel. Now, Israel’s enemies were
gathered at the border and waiting to attack without mercy. The Prime Minister understood that
Israel had no choice but to do to these invaders what they were planning to do to the Jewish
people.A single low-watt bulb suspended by a twisted black electric cord was the only source of
light in Shelter R-4. The bulb cast long shadows as it slowly swayed above an aging olive-green
metal utility desk with a lone black rotary phone and 1950s era swivel chair. The shelter was
located over one hundred feet below Israel’s parliament building, the Knesset. With its Brutalist
rectangular shape, concrete and stone construction, and narrow slits for windows, the Knesset
resembled a giant military pillbox. It had been designed to be the most secure building in the
world. Its security system was so elaborate that experts had deemed it better protected than the
U.S. gold reserves at Fort Knox.Shelter R-4 was small, just twelve by fourteen feet, and only



minimally furnished. There was only one entrance, on the east wall, a four-inch-thick door made
of solid steel. It was opened by way of a unique cylindrical key that was passed directly from
each outgoing Prime Minister to the incoming Prime Minister. There was no other copy of this
key. Every Prime Minister was required to wear the key around his or her neck twenty-four hours
a day, 365 days a year.Located along the north wall was a metal cot with a thin blue foam
mattress. There was no sheet. A striped pillow without a case was laying on the bed along with a
gray wool army-issue blanket. Along the south wall rested two steel boxes of different sizes.
From the larger box one could barely hear the low humming of a machine. An electrical cord
connected the machine within the box to a special generator which was designed to provide a
practically indefinite source of electricity. The Prime Minister felt chills looking at this box, which
emanated a foreboding aura. It contained, in a concrete sense, the essence of evil.This was the
first time the Prime Minister had entered R-4. In fact, none of Israel’s Prime Ministers had ever
entered the room. The leader of the Jewish nation, who had been a combat soldier and fought
courageously in more than one war, had been overcome by a feeling of dread upon entering. It
was time to make a decision that would affect millions of lives and alter the course of history, and
the clock was ticking.The Prime Minister reflected on the course of events that had led to the
need to open Shelter R-4. Less than a year ago, the Supreme Leader of Iran, the Grand
Ayatollah, stunned the world by announcing that his county had completed a multi-billion-dollar
project to replace the United Nations. He called the complex the “New United Nations.” This
action, the result of a pact to undermine U.S. dominance in world affairs, was secretly backed by
Russia and China. In less than a week, nearly every country in the world withdrew from the U.N.
The only countries that remained were the United States, England, France, Australia, Brazil,
Chad, Fiji, Canada and Israel.One hundred and eighty-five countries gathered in Teheran a
month later for the inauguration of the New United Nations. After a lavish opening-day ceremony,
the first meeting was held. At the top of the legislative agenda was “Liberation Resolution One: A
Permanent Solution to the Palestinian Problem.” A working committee formed earlier in the
month, made up of delegates from Libya, Syria, Iran, South Yemen, and chaired by a Palestinian
Arab who was referred to as the Ambassador from Canaan, had created the proposal. The
resolution stated that Israel would be ordered to dismantle its government and military forces
and surrender its sovereignty to the New United Nations. This body would then install a new
government made up solely of Palestinians and a new country called Canaan would take its
place among the nations of the world.Liberation Resolution One was unanimously approved by
both the General Assembly and the Security Council. To implement the resolution, the Security
Council ordered the formation of a multinational force so overwhelming that the Jewish State
would have no alternative but to submit to its will. In the event that the State of Israel refused to
disband its government and open its borders to the army, it would be subject to invasion in which
every one of its citizens, regardless of age or gender, would be declared a hostile combatant
and eligible for summary execution under the rules of the New Geneva Convention. The Grand
Ayatollah called this strategy “the Ultimatum.”Over the past few weeks, the largest army in the



history of the world, comprising over forty million soldiers representing most of the nations on
Earth, were deployed along Israel’s 624 miles of borders adjoining Lebanon, Syria, Jordan, and
Egypt. In the Mediterranean and the Red Sea a massive naval force which included over a
thousand warships were waiting to unleash a barrage of cannon and missile fire on the tiny
county. In airfields located in the Sinai Peninsula, Saudi Arabia, Lebanon, and Jordan, a
combined air force consisting of well over 40,000 jet fighters and bombers readied for the
coming air strikes. At 22.00 Greenwich Mean Time, midnight Israel time, the multinational
military force flying under the flag of the New United Nations would invade the State of
Israel.Earlier in the day, the President of the United States had called the Prime Minister of Israel
to apologize that all diplomatic efforts including threats of sanctions had failed. The President
sincerely expressed his dismay and confusion on how to respond in a world where insanity
seemed to reign supreme as the forces of darkness had taken over much of the planet.The
President surprisingly offered the services of the United States Rapid Deployment Force to
stand in solidarity with Israel. The force consisted of two airborne divisions that could be fully
deployed in Israel in less than eight hours. CIA analysts predicted that the invasion would last
less than two days. Therefore, these two divisions were the only support that the United States
could offer in such a time frame. Moreover, the President’s power was limited without Congress
voting to declare war on practically the entire world.The Prime Minister thanked the President for
this true offer of friendship, but told him in no uncertain terms that modern-day Israel has never
asked another county to defend it, and even now, in the face of insurmountable odds, Israel
preferred to handle the situation alone. “Besides,” the Prime Minister added, “two divisions, more
or less, would not change the course of events.”What the Prime Minister did not discuss with the
President was the dramatic recommendation made by the Chief of Staff of the Israel Defense
Forces earlier in the day. After delivering a lengthy report regarding Israel’s ability to defend itself
against a massive multinational force, he had concluded: “That there is no possibility that our
military, neither alone, nor combined with others sympathetic to our plight, can repel an attack of
the magnitude that will be delivered by the so-called New United Nations Freedom
Expeditionary Force. Therefore, with no other options or alternatives, it is recommended that the
Prime Minister implement the “Fletcher Option.”Surprisingly, the Chief of Staff had no idea what
the Fletcher Option was or what it entailed. He knew that it was connected to the legendary
American hero, Ronald Fletcher, who was affectionately referred to in Israel as the “Gentile
Giant.” Fletcher had been awarded Israel’s most distinguished medal for bravery. This military
option was referred to only in a single directive called “Ain Brierah,” meaning “no choice.”The
directive dated back several years. It listed the conditions necessary for the Chief of Staff to
recommend implementation of the Fletcher Option. It was clear from the directive that its use
could open a Pandora’s box that might result in a worldwide apocalypse. But now Israel was truly
facing the Armageddon.After speaking with President, the Prime Minister descended to Shelter
R-4, opened the special lock, and approached the smaller of the two boxes. Pulling open the
box’s front panel revealed a keypad. Every Prime Minister since the institution of the Fletcher



Option had been required upon taking office to memorize the 48 numbers needed to open the
smaller box. Strangely, the larger box had no keyhole, no panel, and no keypad. It was as if the
contents had been sealed forever.Inside the smaller box was a thick file, which the Prime
Minister placed on the green utility desk and began to read. The file began with a brief chapter
called “Introduction to the Fletcher Option.” This chapter explained how the Fletcher Option
came into existence and Ronald Fletcher’s role in its creation. Reading the introduction brought
back old memories of the Prime Minister’s own personal relationship with Ronald Fletcher, and
the role the leader of the nation of Israel personally played in the development of the protocol
about to be implemented.Following the introduction was the bulk of the file, which detailed over
two hundred possible scenarios Israel might face and ways the Fletcher Option might be utilized.
The Prime Minister scrutinized every option to determine which one contained the best solution
to Israel’s crisis. Finally, the Prime Minister selected Protocol XXVII, which described a scenario
eerily similar to that which that Israel was facing and a strategic response that could be
implemented.Now that the decision was made, the Prime Minister opened the heavy steel door
of Shelter R-4 and walked slowly down the long hall to a room labeled “Tactical Operations.”
Inside was a brightly lit command center containing all the equipment necessary to execute any
of the protocols detailed in the Fletcher Option. The Prime Minister handed the selected protocol
to the lone soldier in the room, who immediately set about carrying out its detailed
instructions.The Prime Minister then returned to Shelter R-4 and sat down on the cot. With eyes
closed, the Prime Minister thought about the significance of handing such a file to an ordinary
soldier and the catastrophic consequences that would soon be unleashed. Then the Prime
Minister smiled, remembering Ronald Fletcher and the events that took place years ago, and
warm memories slowly replaced the cold reality of Israel’s current crisis and the burdens of
leadership and responsibility.2Herr Professor Werner Broder was a perfectionist par excellence.
He had been working on the same experiment since the end of World War II. Every day, without
a moment’s break, he would spend fourteen straight hours in his laboratory. Broder had not
taken a vacation in years. He was living up to his pledge not to rest until the program he had
created would end in success.Physically, Broder reminded his colleagues of a small, mole-like
creature not accustomed to life above ground. His oval face and completely bald head were
accentuated by thick, wire-rimmed glasses. It was often joked that Broder was wearing two of his
microscopes. He had no discernible neck to separate between his head and his short, chubby
body. He also only had one outfit: an ancient lab coat, long turned gray, which appeared as if it
had not been sent to the laundry in decades. Broder’s assistants would whisper that with his
disheveled appearance he would eventually be mistaken for one of the Jewish subjects of his
laboratory experiments.Broder had only one project on his agenda. All his efforts were directed
toward developing a stable delivery system for a certain deadly biological agent. For years he
had slowly and methodically tried to solve the last step holding him back. Overcoming this
obstacle was his only goal in life.Broder carefully noted in lab book 3328 on the “Strain Program”
that experiment 738,065 had been a failure. He took it in stride. After all these years, Broder had



begun to anticipate failure. However, he still felt that he would eventually find the solution.“Luck
plays no role in scientific research,” he often lectured his assistants, “and only strict adherence to
the rules of experimentation can produce positive results.”During the final stages of World War II,
Adolf Hitler spoke passionately of miracle weapons in development that would save Germany.
The Allies thought that he was referring to V2 rockets or nuclear weapons. However, after the
war, the Allies searched in vain for signs of the revolutionary military technology that they were
sure Germany had been pursuing. Instead they found a half-hearted attempt by a poorly staffed
and inadequately funded research facility that had barely succeeded in completing the initial
steps needed to construct an atomic device.Broder, however, knew the Fuhrer had been
referring to a weapon of an entirely different nature. He understood why so little of Germany’s
vast resources were directed to the production of an atomic bomb. The reason was simple: all
scientific efforts had been focused exclusively on the Strain Program. Both Adolf Hitler and
Werner Broder agreed that the Strain was the most powerful weapon ever conceived.Werner, a
solitary man in his youth, had reacted with uncharacteristic enthusiasm when Hitler became the
head of the Nazi Party. In fact, he idolized Hitler. Broder had the distinction of being the first
faculty member at the University of Berlin to join the Nazi Party. Universally recognized as a
brilliant scientist, he became a full professor of microbiology at the age of thirty. However, no
matter how busy he was in his lab, Broder was always among the first in line to hear Hitler speak.
He saw in Hitler a strong leader capable of reclaiming the lost glory of Germany.Werner’s
fondest memory was his first private meeting with the Fuhrer. “Speak up, don’t be bashful!” Hitler
said, with a warm smile on his face. “I have been told that you have some information you will
only tell me.”Broder was standing in front of Hitler’s large mahogany desk. The year was 1944.
Werner was visibly trembling. Last week, in the National Biological Research Center in Munich,
Werner came upon a discovery so startling that he insisted on reporting it directly to Adolf Hitler.
After much debate among Broder’s superiors, following Werner’s persistent refusals to discuss
his finding with anyone other than the Fuhrer, it was decided to allow Werner to, in their words, to
“hang himself.”Though Martin Bormann, Hitler’s personal secretary, was initially skeptical, he
eventually consented to allow the meeting given Broder’s long history with the Nazi Party. He
scheduled Broder four minutes to speak with Hitler.Entering Hitler’s office, Werner was beyond
himself. “My Fuhrer, I am a specialist in microbiology. For the past week I have been analyzing
soil samples from an open gravesite at the extermination camp Treblinka. About ten days ago, all
the Jewish laborers and two camp guards assigned to a marked-off area suddenly died of an
unknown cause. Normally, this would be a matter of little consequence at Treblinka. However,
two facts caused the camp authorities to call our center for assistance. First, they died suddenly.
None showed any signs of any illness prior to their demise. Second, and more importantly, the
report stated that after their sudden deaths, their skin and bone tissues broke down within
minutes, turning the bodies into dust.“Of course, when I reviewed the report, I must say that I did
not believe it. As far as I know, such a phenomenon has never been described in any scientific
journal. So I decided that I must go to the site personally to investigate. When I arrived, I told the



Commandant of the camp that I would like to observe what had been reported. He ordered
twenty Jewish inmates into the cordoned-off area. Before my eyes they all died almost
instantaneously, just as the report described! All that remained was a gray, dust-like
material.“For the past week I have been running tests on the soil samples on site using our field
laboratory, with Jewish inmates from the camp as the subjects. This agent is different in structure
than any other known to science. It is unable to replicate outside of a host like a virus, but it does
not seem to be affected by any substance known to kill viruses. It is also unusually resistant to
heat, and continues to be lethal even when heated to extreme temperatures. It is also quite
unusual in that it only affects humans and causes no harm to any animal or plant species. This
agent is by far the most lethal substance I have ever come across. I call it the ‘Strain.’“I believe
that a significant quantity of this substance could theoretically wipe out the human population of
a country the size of Poland in less than a day. What makes this agent ideal for warfare, if it can
be weaponized, is that after extraction from the soil it is no longer virulent after twenty-four hours.
Meaning that after a day, the area in which it was released becomes completely safe for human
rehabitation.”Broder concluded, “I hypothesize that if I can successfully weaponize this
substance, it could be developed into the world’s most effective weapon. After releasing it into a
targeted area, after twenty-four hours we can occupy the country which will be free of its prior
inhabitants. The land, industry, and wealth would be ours, intact!”Up until Werner completed his
speech, Hitler had sat quietly in concentration behind his desk. When Werner finished, Hitler
rose from his chair as if possessed by the devil. The Fuhrer’s steely blue eyes glowed as he
exploded like a madman.“Eureka! How many years have I been waiting for someone to walk
through my doors and tell me of this kind of possibility? Why was I not informed that the potential
for such a weapon could be made?”Hitler returned to his seat, staring out the window in deep
contemplation.Werner was taken aback by Hitler’s sudden outburst. He said, sheepishly, ““Until
now, no such substance was known to science. It is impossible to determine how it was initially
formed. Perhaps it emerged because this particular gravesite was used for bodies that had
undergone unusual medical experiments at Treblinka involving radiation and noxious gases. In
any case, I ordered that the entire site be sealed off, and I am bringing in the most state-of-the-
art equipment from my former laboratory at the University of Berlin. We will not rest until we have
developed the Strain for the service of Germany.”“With your help, Herr Professor, I can turn the
war around!” Hitler said with a glimmer in his eyes.“Mein Fuhrer,” Broder said, “Unfortunately, I
have only scratched the surface with my analysis of the Strain. It will be a tremendous
undertaking to transform it into a weapon of war.”Hitler turned his gaze to the ceiling. Twenty-five
minutes had passed. Outside, Bormann tried in vain to comfort the Ambassador of Japan who
considered the delay a personal insult and an affront to his country.Broder had been standing at
attention the whole time. He was sweating profusely, and his glasses were slipping down his
nose.Hitler turned, looked into the cowered eyes of Broder, and smiled.“Herr Professor, you will
be provided with everything you need to make this weapon. All of Germany’s resources are at
your disposal. Next to me, you will be the most powerful man in Nazi Germany. All I ask is that



you give me your personal pledge that you will not fail me.”Broder nodded as Hitler
continued.“This project must be executed in total secrecy. Only the two of us will know the true
purpose of your work. I will instruct Bormann, my secretary, that you have free access to meet
with me for any reason at any time. Professor Broder, you will not let me down!”Hitler turned to a
large map on the wall behind his desk. He studied it for several minutes. Hitler then picked up a
pointer from his desk and waved it in the direction of the map. He placed the tip over a small
island off the coast of Greece. Then he changed his mind.“You will build your laboratory on
Crete.” Hitler ordered. He gave a parting nod to Werner. “Please wait outside.”Hitler then called in
Martin Bormann. Ten minutes later, Bormann emerged with a letter in his hand. He handed it to
Broder without saying a word.Werner stared at the official letter from Adolf Hitler. It stated that
Werner has essentially unlimited access to all of the resources of Germany’s treasury and
military. The letter granted Broder the power to requisition any funds and personnel that he
needed for the completion of his project.Werner staggered out of the Reich Chancellery.
Meeting Adolf Hitler in person was a dream come true. Now, Hitler had made him his partner to
save Nazi Germany. He told himself, “I have now only one goal in life: to fulfill my promise to my
Fuhrer.”From the Chancellery, Broder went straight to Berlin Airport and entered its
administrative offices. He showed the letter to the director of the airport and demanded a plane
and a pilot. After reading the letter, the director cancelled a scheduled flight to Switzerland and
ordered that Broder be taken anywhere he wished. When he arrived in Crete, he found that with
Hitler’s letter, all doors were open to him.It took Broder less than a week to find a suitable site for
his facility. Mount Kedros was isolated enough for a top-secret laboratory, and its rugged terrain
answered the need for security. Due to local resistance, most of the villages in the area had been
razed to the ground by German troops, and therefore the remaining locals were likely to keep
their distance from Nazi activities.In order to bring in the necessary supplies, Broder set up
offices in the names of fictitious companies in Athens, Barcelona, Budapest, and Prague. Each
office operated independently, and were unaware of the operations or even existence of other
offices. He randomly distributed orders of building materials and equipment so that it would be
impossible to discern what he was constructing.Hitler, an amateur architect, decided that he
alone would design the laboratory and the surrounding facility. His plan was to maintain total
security and at the same disguise the facility’s true purpose.The laboratory was located in the
center of the base and surrounded by three concentric concrete walls. The outer wall was fifteen
feet high and was guarded by an elite SS brigade. The middle wall, twenty feet high, was located
one kilometer inside the outer wall. The terrain was highest at this point. The area between the
outer and middle walls was cleared of all rocks, plants, and trees, leaving a flat surface where a
minefield was laid. The innermost wall, three hundred feet from the middle wall, was thirty feet
high, making it the tallest structure on the mountain. Between the inner wall and the middle wall
a twenty-foot-wide moat was dug and filled with a think synthetic oil manufactured to have the
same characteristics as quicksand. Anything that fell into the moat was immediately swallowed
up by this sticky substance.There were no guards between the three walls. Securing the area



were nests of automatic machine guns set off by weight-sensitive plates placed at random
throughout the areas between the walls. Any movement detected by the plates would also
trigger high-intensity search lights.The buildings above ground level were disguised to look like
weather monitoring facilities. All administrative offices, housing, security, and supplies were
located on the upper level. One building at the end of the complex housed hundreds of Jews to
be used as test subjects. The lower level, located twenty meters below ground, consisted of
several different research laboratories connected by underground tunnels.Soil and debris from
the contaminated areas of Treblinka were excavated by Jewish slave laborers and shipped to the
site in triple layered zinc barrels. Hundreds of Jews were killed by the Strain during the
excavation. The barrels were stored in a large underground warehouse and accessible only by
passing several layers of security and a specially designed airlock.An elaborate security
protocol assured absolute secrecy. No one, including Broder, ever left the area behind the inner
wall. All materials and supplies entered the base via an automated rail line. Flatcars entered a
gate in the SS command center adjacent to the outer wall and passed through gates in the
middle and inner walls without any human assistance. When they arrived to the central complex,
the flatcars were unloaded and stored. Any waste products created by the project staff or
laboratory were burned in a special facility within the complex. In this way nothing from the inside
complex ever reached the outside.The guards in the SS security station in the inner complex
were selected specifically because they were orphans and would have no need to contact family
members on the outside. In the inner security office, there was a single landline and radio
transmitter which was fully disassembled when not in use. The landline connected to only one
phone, that of the chief officer of the outer security center, Oberst Kropp. Kropp was responsible
for fulfilling all needs of the inner compound.With these arrangements, no information
concerning the workings of the project ever left the base, thus ensuring total secrecy. The facility
was manned by Professor Broder’s staff from the National Biological Laboratory. After helping
transfer all the materials excavated from gravesite area containing the Strain, the overseeing
staff from Treblinka were transported to the facility, and the Jewish slave laborers were killed off
with Zyklon-B gas. Therefore, the only person outside of the facility who knew of the Strain
Program was Adolf Hitler.Werner Broder had two objectives in developing the Strain into an
effective weapon of war. First, to isolate the strain from the soil and stabilize it in order that it
would maintain its lethality. Second, to develop a reliable delivery system.After two years of
work, the delivery system was ready. It consisted of a tempered steel cylinder the size of a tennis
ball. The cylinder contained a receiver capable of processing long-wave radio signals. When the
cylinder received a correctly coded transmission it would open, releasing its contents. A
specially designed radio transmitter, similar to the German code machine known as Ultra,
complete with Enigma ciphers, was developed. The Strain transmitter was capable of sending
coded signals around the world. Broder was especially pleased with the construction of the
delivery cylinder. Durability testing confirmed that it was capable of lasting indefinitely, even in
the most hostile environments.Professor Broder was also successful in isolating the Strain from



the soil samples. However, whenever the Strain was removed from the original soil sample, it
would die within twenty-four hours. No media proved capable of retaining the stability of the
Strain, and every effort to prevent its breakdown was a failure. Finding an appropriate medium
was critical because Broder’s experiments showed that even in the soil from Treblinka the Strain
was slowly losing viability. Additionally, the Strain was present in the soil diffusely and needed to
be isolated and concentrated to make an effective weapon of war. The problem was that there
was an infinite variety of potential media to choose from. Broder knew eventually that he would
come upon the solution, but time was not on his side.There was also the question of distribution.
Cylinders could be placed strategically to cover all populated land areas of Earth. However,
Hitler had realized that many countries had naval assets at sea that would be out of reach of the
Strain. He sent an urgent message to Broder to address the issue. Broder sent back a message
stating that large cylinders, the size of naval mines, would be produced to be strategically placed
in rivers, lakes and oceans. Upon “Judgement Day,” the Strain in these cylinders would be
released upon all the waterways on Earth infecting any humans at sea.The war situation had
become catastrophic for the Germans. The Allies were closing in on Germany’s borders from
both the East and the West. Crete itself was under nearly constant bombardment from American
and British forces. In December of 1944, mainland Greece was liberated by the Allies. However,
the German garrison on Crete tenaciously held out due to Hitler’s insistence on sending heavy
reinforcements to the island. The German High Command did not understand this obvious
waste of manpower and resources, but Hitler overruled them. What the High Command did not
know was that Germany’s last hope of winning the war was the ongoing efforts of the Broder
Laboratory.Professor Broder, realizing the desperate situation, worked his team of scientists and
technicians to exhaustion. Each was required to fill a minimum of four twelve-hour and three
sixteen-hour shifts per week. Broder himself only slept four hours a day. This grueling work
schedule continued until about three months before the end of the war.On February 3, 1945,
Allied bombers on a routine mission struck a coastal ammunition depot in Crete about one
hundred miles from Broder’s facility.“Hey Jack, great job!” Tom the co-pilot called out to Captain
Armstrong, the squadron flight leader. “Lenny’s B-52 must have hit a munitions dump. Man, it
went up like a match box!”“Probably tripped some sort of chain reaction,” Captain Armstrong
called back.“We have a major problem now, though. The rest of the plane’s racks are
full.”“What’s the problem? We still have plenty of fuel to return to base,” shot back the
Captain.“Roger. But that means we’ll have to stick around for unloading. That and all the
paperwork will cut a half-day off our weekend pass.” Tom groaned.“OK, gotcha. Good thinking.
What’s our secondary target, Tom?”“K-5. Looks like a weather station, but the boys at intel think
it’s a relay station for Kraut signals.”“Great - let’s show ‘em what a Kansas tornado looks like!” the
Captain said with a smile. “And if you Germans are listening, we got enough bombs left to teach
you peeping Nazi bastards the whole English language.”With that, Captain Jack Armstrong’s
squadron of B-17 Flying Fortresses turned to the direction of Broder’s base.3“Ronnie, are you
sure you’re going to meet us at the beach?” Mary asked from behind the steering wheel. She



was parked on Hayarkon Street in front of the U.S. Embassy in Tel Aviv, Israel.“Don’t worry, I just
have to give a quick report. Maximum one hour. Honest. Then I’ll join you and the kids at the
beach in Netanya, and then we’ll all go for dinner, O.K.?”“Fine,” Mary said, with a look of
disbelief. “Anyway, I have to go, the kids are waiting for me at home.”Ron bent over and stuck his
head into the open diver-side window. He gave Mary a long kiss. Then she drove off.Ronald
Fletcher was enjoying his current assignment in Israel. As the son of the famed General George
Fletcher, he had been an army brat as long as he could remember, growing up on bases in more
than fifteen countries. When his father retired, the family settled down in Kenosha, Wisconsin
where Ron’s grandparents lived.On his first day at Kenosha High School, Ron, then a junior, met
Mary, a freshman, as they both reached for a straw in the cafeteria. It was love at first sight.As
Ron walked in the direction of the United States Embassy, he thought about how lucky he was.
He had married the first and only woman he had ever loved. She was still, in his eyes, the same
beautiful freshman at Kenosha High School. Mary was five foot five and very petite. Her button
nose perfectly complimented her glowing green eyes and thin, delicate lips. Mary still wore her
glistening black hair with the same simple flip from her high school days. Then, as now, she was
every boy’s dream, but from that very first meeting, she only had eyes for one boy, Ronald
Fletcher.And why not? Ron was a local celebrity. Years of scrimmaging on far-flung military
installations at Stuttgart, Okinawa, and Daegu had honed Ron’s skills, and he had been starting
quarterback for the last two years at his old high school in Washington State. Tryouts at Kenosha
were a breeze, and within a few weeks he was both first-string quarterback and Captain of the
Kenosha High School football team.Ron was six foot five and weighed around two hundred
pounds. He had the squared jaw look of a movie star. Though he spoke quietly, if he lost his
temper it was best to stay clear. With Ron, it was one punch and lights out.Upon graduation,
Ronald Fletcher received a full scholarship to the University of Chicago, not for his athleticism,
but rather for his academic achievements. While he worked on his B.A. in U.S. History, he was
constantly shuttling back and from Kenosha to spend time with Mary. At graduation he asked
Mary to marry him and she joyfully accepted. The wedding took place at the Quadrangle Club.
After Mary graduated high school, she joined Ron at the University of Chicago and studied
psychology while Ron began his post-graduate studies.After completing a P.H.D. in International
Relations and Diplomacy in four years, Fletcher shocked Mary and his family by suddenly
announcing he was leaving academia to serve in the U.S. Army. After recovering from the initial
shock, Mary realized that Ron needed to serve not only because of his own patriotism, but also
because he felt a family obligation to serve.Ron had a natural knack for picking up languages
and had practiced his skills all over the world. He could speak fluent German and Japanese
without an accent, and had a working knowledge of several other languages. Even though he
joined the army as a mere recruit, his intellectual abilities and top physical condition set him
apart from the crowd. After basic training he was sent to Officer Candidate School in Fort
Benning, and then completed the Special Forces training program at Fort Bragg.From there
Fletcher has sent to Fort Holabird, Maryland where he completed further courses at the United



States Army Intelligence Center. By that time the Vietnam War had begun, and he was deployed
to active duty. Ron was made a liaison officer to a Vietnamese brigade, and completed a series
of in tours in which he rose to the rank of lieutenant colonel and was appointed chief liaison
officer for the Green Berets. During his time in Vietnam, Ron earned just about every medal the
United States Army could award.Fletcher gained a reputation as a fearless commando as the
leader of an elite unit of American and South Vietnamese joint unit known as the Lion’s Pack.
Their official mission was to cause fear and panic among the Viet Cong leadership. Operating
behind enemy lines in North Vietnam, and sometimes in neighboring Cambodia and Laos, Ron
and his men averaged capturing or killing at least five Viet Cong officers a week.Ron’s coup de
maître was the capture of Major Ho Lin. Ho had the reputation of being the most proficient
interrogator, i.e. torturer, in the Far East. He had developed his sadistic skills to perfection. Lin
described his techniques as “the art of obtaining information through prolonged agony.” By the
time of his capture, Ho had become the Viet Cong’s top interrogator of Vietnamese agents
caught spying for U.S. Intelligence.Fletcher offered Ho Lin the choice of death or working for the
South Vietnamese. Lin chose the latter and began to employ his talents for Fletcher’s purposes.
When the Viet Cong learned that Lin had joined the South Vietnamese interrogation unit, terror
ran rampant among their leaders. Often Ron would only have to mention Lin’s name and his
prisoner would break down and “volunteer” any information Fletcher requested.Over time, Lin
and Fletcher developed an unlikely friendship, and Lin offered to tutor Fletcher in the use of his
techniques. Ron proved to be an excellent student, finding a mystical harmony in the oriental
philosophy as applied to both physical and mental torture. Ron became proficient in the use of a
tool that Lin had designed called the “Vu Khi,” meaning “weapon” in Vietnamese. This was a six-
inch long collapsible steel needle made with a hollow center into which various instruments
could be introduced. Ron’s favorite accessory was a quartet of titanium microblades that would
could be twisted under the skin to dramatic effect. Lin taught Fletcher how the Vu Khi could be
used either as a weapon or as an aid for extracting information from non-cooperative subjects.
Over time, Fletcher made the Vu Khi his trademark instrument.When Fletcher ended his military
service he was recruited by the National Security Agency, a clandestine intelligence
organization which was established in 1952 by the Department of Defense. He quickly rose
through its ranks. His current cover in Israel was that of Director of Education at the U.S.
Embassy in Tel Aviv Embassy. His real assignment, however, was to accompany Israel
commando teams on their raids into Lebanon. This was in keeping with an undisclosed pact
between the United States and Israel to help ensure intelligence regarding emerging terrorist
organizations was quickly disseminated to all interested parties.It was a demanding position,
since many of the Israeli operations were unusually risky. In fact, the previous four agents who
had held Ron’s assignment had been grated transfer requests on the basis of “immediate
danger to personal safety.” Fletcher, however, enjoyed the raids, and when an operation seemed
to be nosediving out of control, he would unofficially drop his observer status and join in.Two
months earlier, the unit Fletcher was accompanying had been ambushed by a company of



Hezbollah terrorists on maneuvers. All nine of the Israeli commandos were hit with fire. They
were surrounded and outgunned. Ron, the tenth man, was the only one who had not been
injured. Eventually, the Hezbollah terrorists moved in to capture the commandos. Ron noticed
that they were not checking the severity of their wounds, so he acted as if he, too, had sustained
a serious injury. As a result, he was included when they bound the Israelis’ hands and tossed
them in the back of a truck with a canvas roof to take them back to Hezbollah’s base camp.One
terrorist armed with an AK-47 assault rifle was stationed in the back of the truck to guard the
Israelis. Fletcher saw that the guard, exhausted from the maneuvers and the gunfight, kept
glancing out of the truck to keep awake. He covertly removed the Vu Khi from a hidden
compartment in the side of his right boot and used it to cut off his bonds. When the terrorist
again turned his head, Ron jumped on him and stabbed the Vu Khi into his right ear, penetrating
deep into his brain. The terrorist died instantly.Fletcher then grabbed the terrorist’s assault rifle,
climbed out from under the canvas roof, and clinging to the side of the truck worked his way
toward the passenger-side door. He smashed the passenger window with the stock of the
AK-47, and then flipped it around and held down the trigger, emptying an entire magazine into
the front compartment. As the truck veered out of control, he jumped through the broken window
and grabbed the wheel. After a quick stop to kick out the bullet-ridden bodies of the terrorists in
the cab, he drove the truck to the unit’s pickup point, ramming through two roadblocks on the
way. Thanks to Fletcher’s actions, all the soldiers survived. Ron was subsequently awarded
Israel’s highest medal for valor in a secret ceremony.Fletcher entered the U.S. Embassy through
a side door. Waiting next to the security guard was Mike Barnes, the Assistant Director of
Education for the Embassy and Ron’s assistant. Barnes, an African American, was a former
college all-American linebacker with Alabama’s Crimson Tide. He had joined the Navy after
graduation and trained as an underwater demolition expert. From there he was transferred the
then-newly created Navy Seals. He was trained in hand-to-hand combat, high altitude parachute
jumping, and even foreign languages. In Vietnam he had been part of the Phoenix Program, and
had been recruited by the NSA after discharge. He had recently been assigned to the Tel Aviv
Embassy to be Fletcher’s assistant and eventual replacement.“Sir,” Barnes said, “the
Ambassador just called. He wants you to drive down to the Ministry of Defense in
Jerusalem.”“What for?” Ron asked.“He says you need to give an official statement about Israel’s
flights over Southern Lebanon yesterday. There are reports circulating that the Israelis bombed
targets with American-made ordinances.”“Mike, didn’t you tell him that those are just rumors?
We’ve checked this out at least a dozen times!” Ron said, frustrated.“I tried, but he didn’t want to
listen. He said he’s flying stateside this week and has a meeting with the Secretary of State. If
the subject comes up, he wants to show that he investigated.”
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Brigid Lawrence, “Bsap. A bit far fetched but a very readable book. The characters are well
developed and the book has an unusual twist at the end. The only problem I had was that F15s
were flying off aircraft carriers,this could not happen as they are not naval aircraft.”

ESS, “Action-Packed Thriller. An action-packed, well-written thriller. Can't wait to see it in
theaters!”

dnsh, “Action packed sci-fi thriller!. Agent of Vengeance is a fun read. Part action thriller, part
science fiction. Scott takes real geo political history and turns it on its head, in this “alternate
reality” view of how WWII ended and what that would mean for the world.”

Dan Saltsman, “5 Star Action!. Whether it is non-fiction history or an adventure novel the author
keeps you engaged page after page. This is an entertaining read of an action riveting journey.
Awaiting a sequel to start an amazing new adventure series.”

bob z, “Action Packed Science Fiction Thriller. Act of Vengeance is an action packed science
fiction thriller. It provides the happy ending we all seek. The good guys are ultimately rescued
and the bad guys fall victim to their own plotting.”

Ben Gross, “Losts of suspence.. This book has super heroes and super villains, a utopian
society, race against time to prevent world destruction and an armageddon, a twisty plot with
many surprises and many fights.”
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