Black Hawk


220 miles above earth, the crew on shuttle Cornelius were preparing to perform maintenance on the I.S.S. “Huston, we are go for maintenance” Radioed Astronaut Mike Spencer. “Copy that Cornelius, over”. “We are opening exterior hatch.” Copy that Cornelius, Huston out”.


Jason Masters and Gordon Harvey were in-between the interior hatch, and exterior hatch, ready for their Space Walk. Although this would mark Jason’s third Space Walk, it was Gordon’s first. “Nervous?” Asked Jason “Yes sir.” Replied Gordon “Don’t be” Said Jason “This is my third walk, nothings ever gone wrong. Don’t worry. It’s just like the simulation… Except in space… I promise” “I’ll try not to mess things up… Too bad sir!”


The exterior hatch opened. The view of or was even more unbelievable outside the ship. Gordon stepped out first. “Absolutely amazing” Said Gordon “Let’s get started,” replied Jason. As Jason was about to step out, a flash of light hit Gordon’s suit. “Gordon!” Jason grabbed the safety strap attached to Gordon’s suit and pulled an unconscious Gordon back inside the ship. “What the hell was that!” shouted Jason “a Meteor? “ Replied Mike up in the control room. “I don’t know what that was, but it wasn’t any meteor”. 


“Huston, we have a problem”


Gordon woke up in a hospital bed. Looking at his wrist, he saw an I.D tag “St. Marks Hospital. Patient: Harvey. Gordon. B: #1183”.


Gordon Harvey’s memory returned, everything that had happened on the Space flight. He realized something had happened, some sort of electrical force knocked him out. He looked on his body, no visible injuries.


He let out a sigh, knowing he was OK. He reached over onto the table, pushing cards and flowers to the side, got the remote, and turned on the T.V. Turning on CNN, hoping to see some news of what had happened to him


“INSC (International Network Security Corporation), a Company devoted to providing security equipment, crew, and technology to some of the world's largest corporations, agency’s, and governments. Has announced today, that they have now signed on with the U.S government to create a new high tech combat suit for the military. This means that they are now in an agreement with the U.S.A, and all long-term contracts with other countries have been cut off. In other news, as we heard earlier, Astronaut Gordon Harv-“


Gordon let out a sharp cry, he felt as though his spine had just been ripped out. His eyes faded into a dark red tint. Rather than color, he was seeing heat signatures. He panicked, jumped out of bed. Throwing his fists in the air, he hit the wall. With a sudden burst of strength his hand and arm went straight through the wall. He looked at himself. His muscles, were growing. “What is this? The freaking incredible hu-” Gordon was cut off, he was no longer in control. Something else was. Something dark... something evil. Something in his head, speaking in a language he didn’t understand. Gordon leaped straight up, through the ceiling, and all five floors of St. Marks. Flying through the air, Gordon blacked out, something else was in complete control now.


4 Weeks earlier…


S.O.D General Michael D. Cory was not only S.O.D but also Brother In-Law to Jansen Ivan, Owner and CEO of one of the largest Electronics Retail Stores in the world, Ivan & McMullen.


Michael was visiting Jensen, before work, Saturday morning. Wile talking about current events, Jensen said “I have something I thought you, and the U.S Government would be interested in, Mike" "and what would that be?" Asked Michael "Come" Jenson motioned inside “And I’ll show you”. 


Although Jensen was born in Japan, he grew up in New York New York, and has a very heavy Brooklyn ancient, on top of his heavy build, and that fact he never wore a suit, he didn't appear to be you average multi billionaire, and an owner of a world-wide company, which is one of the reasons he and Michael got along so well, he liked a change from the pencil pushers that he has to deal with on an everyday basis. 


Michael followed Jensen off the balcony, inside, and down three flights of steps, to the bottom floor of Jensen's mansion. 


Jensen waved off four Security Guards, slid his Key-Card trough the slot, and placed his hand on a scanner, and keyed in “+2”. Michael had never seen this room before, and felt uneasy considering that he was the S.O.D that after ten years, Jensen was only just sharing this with him. 


"What other secrets could he be keeping from me?" Michael wondered, as he watched Jensen press a button on a smooth sliver PDA. Jensen keyed in an access code, 7965, his Birth date on the PDA, then took an eye scan on a key code device, installed on the front of the container


Steam flowed out the coffin shaped container, as the front split in half, and opened up, it was like something out of a science fiction film, Michael half expected an Alien to pop out of the container (then again, being the S.O.D, it wouldn’t be anything he hadn’t seen before). 


Within the container was a High Tech top-of-the-line combat suit, about the size of a Army issue uniform, the metallic alloy shined underneath the lights in Jensen's “War-Room”.


"I recently made a transaction with INSC for 15 of these suits, for my 4 Business Head Quarters. They are made out of a lightweight metal alloy, bullet proof, the helmet has built-in heat seeking & night vision sights, two-way radio (up to 300 miles), and toxic filter, and a small 15-minute air tank. The backpack has glider flaps that fold in and out of the pack, with a lightweight frame. You don’t even have to be on a high surface to glide. It has anti gravity boots, that can push off up to 100 feet into the air. Both arms have 50 stun darts, and 50 bullet rounds, and the belt comes has 5 refills for both. And this, this is just the prototype. Jack said the finished product should have energy rounds, an energy pack, eliminating the need for anti gravity boots, and much, much more”


“I’ve worked with INSC before, and they didn’t offer anything more than your standard bullet proof vest and machine gun…” 


"They just got a new CEO, a young inventor by the name of Jack Stetson he works out of the INSC head quarters in New York. I thought you'd be interested, especially since you dropped your contract with INSC. Although four years ago INSC was hardly what it is now."





“Undoubtedly it’ll cost at least three times the money to buy our contract back” replied Michael.


“Like you said, the original INSC staff, and CEO didn’t know a d*** thing about security, besides guns, and bullet proof vests. They were nothing, absolutely nothing like this. This, is cutting edge,  like the Security you’d find at Area 51 ”





“So… There is an Area 51? And little green men?” Jenson laughs “Jenson, you know there is” Michael and exit the “War Room” laughing.





New York, New York, 2 weeks later…





Jack Stetson woke up in his office, 65 stories high, to his cell phone ringing. He brushed the schematics off his chest, fumbled over pieces of the prototype suits he’d been working on. Brushed more schematics off his desk, and so, some loose tools and parts, he found his phone. He looked at the display “Amy!” he exclaimed, he’d been so caught up in his work, had had forgot to tell her he’d be working late. “Amy, I am so sorry! I completely forgot to call you. I meant to, but I had a break through with the gliding system on the suit. I-” Amy cut him off “I’ve heard this before. You know, Jack, we’ve been married 8 years, you’re in your thirties, and you’re in control of a multi million dollar company. We’ve barely even begun our life together, and I only see you 3 days a week. I am sick of it.” … “I know” said Jack, now wide awake, he grabbed a glass off his desk, throwing his MP3 player (filled with classical music) onto the tile floor “Crap” He exclaimed “Wait, you know… What?” asked Amy “Nothing, I just dropped something.” Jack took a deep breath “Honey, you know I love you. And you have to believe me, I’ll be home soon. Work is really hard right now, but I have some designs for the Final version of the suit, and I think it should be finished, within the next 2-3 weeks. Please, you just need to trust me. I am making history here, and believe me, it’s hard. There’s probably only-” Amy cut him off “I know, I know, ‘there’s probably only two other people in the world who have the brains to pull this off. My knowledge has gotten me this far, but believe me, it wasn’t easy’… … And you know what Jack, I do believe you, I know it’s not easy, I am sorry for reacting the way I did. I just need to be able to talk to you some times” *Ding* Jack heard the elevator outside his office door, he then saw some one was unlocking the door. “Amy… Hold on.” He put the phone down “Jill, is that you?” Jill, he secretary “Jill, you know the rules, you can’t just come in here” … … … “I know, but I didn’t exactly of a choice in the matter” She opened the door, there stood S.O.D General Michael D. Cory, and two officers, one at each side “Excuse me for interrupting Mr. Stetson, but I need to talk to you about your new… Product” … Jack picked up his Razr Cell Phone off the desk “Honey… … … I’m going to have to call you back”.




















