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Chapter One: Conciliation  
 

-Screen scans over the rubble of multiple buildings. Matthew Byron begins 
to narrate as the screen moves along over the destruction.  
 
Byron: Life is a tricky thing. One day you may have it all, house, family, great job. 
But an instant later it could be stripped away from you. The life you once had 
would be gone forever, and there is no turning back. My name is Matthew Byron. 
Dr. Matthew Byron. At least that is who I used to be. I was the head of the 
Radical Development department, or the RDD, a successful part of one of the 
biggest industrial companies in the world, the Platforms. Unlike many of the other 
department heads, I actually participated in my studies and projects. My current 
experiment was on the verge of being one of the most advanced and powerful 
inventions of all time. This technology was to change our world. My world. This, 
is my story. 
 
-Screen fades into a series of hallways. It moves down the hallways, Byron 
begins to narrate again. 
 
November 22nd, 2007. A pleasant day it had turned out to be. Shows how much 
weathermen knew. It was the day of the progress review for my current project, 
Project I-3SO.  
 
-Toward the middle of the narration, the camera shows someone’s legs 
walking toward a room, the camera moves upward to the back of their 
head. It is Byron. He is wearing a black suit and pants with a blue tie. He 
walks into a conference room. There is a large oval desk with multiple 
seats filled up with men. 
 
Byron: Gentlemen! Thank you for coming. 
 
 ~He begins to shake their hands. The narration finishes as he completes 
shaking their hands. He walks up to the projection screen and begins to 
speak 
 
Byron: I just would like to say that my colleagues and I appreciate your time. 
Board Member: Mr. Byron the pleasure is all ours. I’m sure that if your superiors 
recommended us, the head development board, to personally review your project 
than it must have some enormous potential for our organization. 
 



-Screen zooms in on the member as Byron narrates. The man you see before 
you is the director of the board, Dr. Elliot Torban. Rumor has it that he was in 
direct contact with the Platform’s administration. For years Torban was titled a 
puppet for the administrator, and on top of that a coward. Lucky for me he 
seemed to be in a good mood. 
 
Byron:  Potential is a mere understatement, Dr. Torban. And in a few short 
moments I believe you will agree with this concept. 
 
-Byron clicks a button on a remote and an animated video of atoms and 
such appear on the screen beside him. 
 
Byron: Project I-3SO, codenamed Iso. The project began as a result of failed 
experiments with laser technology. We accidentally were able to create 
something of unnatural power, something in which we had never seen before. So 
with this starting discovery we decided to scrap the current project and start 
anew. Iso technology is the result of a beam of light being charged with electrons 
creating a conundrum in the molecular balances. In result, this beam can 
consequentially pierce through just about any material known to man. The 
charge of it is very unstable unless proper precautions are made. 
Torban: So basically, Iso technology is just a super charged laser 
Byron: Hypothetically yes it is. However it is more than that. You see, a laser 
beam cannot be stretched to any length or used for reinforcement. The difference 
between this than any other laser is that we can harness its unmatchable power. 
By being able to control the electrons that surround the light rays, we can use it 
to form shields, reinforce armor, protective force fields, and etc. 
Torban: And have you been able to make any products using this new 
technology, Dr. Byron? 
Byron: Yes. 
 
~Byron presses another button on the remote the projection goes to a long 
silver pole with multiple wires hooked up to it.  
 
Byron: Stock-2A, codenamed the egg. We call it this because it creates an egg 
shaped force field around its central harnessing pole, which we call the Maestro. 
You can place any item inside this force field, and nothing will be able to reach it. 
Observe.  
 
~Byron presses another button and the force field around the pole 
activates. There are multiple items inside of the force field. A man walks up 
to the force field and sticks a long block of metal inside; the half that is 
stuck in instantly disintegrates with no remaining ashes.  
 
Byron: Watch this.  
 
~Byron says with a smile on his face as he presses another button. The 



force field disables and the man walks up to the maestro, the force field is 
then reactivated around the man, concealing him from the outside. the man 
waves at the camera.   
 
Byron: As you can see he is completely safe out of harms way. 
Torban: Dr. Byron this new technology is very intriguing however my one 
concern is the capability of this harnessing technology you speak of. Is it possible 
for it to die or burn out after a long period of time or of excessive use? 
Byron: An excellent question.  
 
~Byron presses another button on his remote, a diagram of the harnessing 
unit appears on the screen.  
 
Byron: Every Iso beam is extremely unstable until it is treated with the 
harnessing units emitted energy. Our first model was just a piece of glass treated 
with this energy, however after multiple uses the energy would wear off leaving 
the Iso rays wild and unstable. It was necessary to produce a more effective unit, 
so we designed a new model that still used energy treated glass. But instead of a 
one-time treatment, a unit consistently emits this energy to the glass as soon as 
a loss of radiation is detected. This unit is located in every product using Iso 
technology. 
Torban: And is it possible for these units to die out like the treated glass lens? 
Byron: We designed the unit to be highly effective and to be extremely potent 
and reliable. However just as normal equipment dies, so do these units. But the 
difference between normal machinery and our units is that as soon as one of the 
units begins loosing power or becomes decadent, it signals the Iso product to 
shut down thus becoming unusable until the unit is replaced. 
 
~Nobody says anything for a few moments. Everyone is starring at Torban. 
He fiddles with his pen as he begins to talk once more. 
 
Torban: Dr. Byron, I must say, this is quite unique. I do not believe I have ever 
encountered such a radical invention in all my years at the Platforms. 
Byron: Thank you Doctor. 
Torban: As promising as it may be, I am a little concerned. You see, the 
Platforms are not new to the introduction of ingenious ideas and products. We 
are one of the largest military suppliers in the world. My one concern is that we 
may not be ready to accommodate such an advanced achievement. But what do 
I know; I am no thoroughbred scientist like your self. The question is, Dr. Byron, 
are we capable of extending your research in this project? 
Byron: Sir I believe we are obliged to do so. We have stumbled upon the first 
true laser technology of our time. If we do not act now, someone else will. So the 
answer to your question is yes; I believe we can create something that the world 
has never seen.  
Torban: Very well. I recommend that we extend the project result deadline back 
say, 14 months? 



Byron: I would appreciate that very much, Sir. 
Torban: One more question Dr. Byron 
 
~Torban raises his hand in the air and raises his index finger.  
 
Torban: Can this Iso technology be used to create weapons and artillery? 
Byron: Hypothetically, yes, I would assume so. However we have not done any 
testing or development in weaponry. Nor do I plan on it either. 
Torban: And why is that?  
Byron: Dr. Torban, I’ve visualized Iso to be an advancement in defensive and 
protective purposes. To protect the environment from oil tankers in case of a 
spill, to reinforce bulletproof vests for combat. But the power of an Iso weapon is 
unimaginable. I cannot speculate the massive amounts of destruction they could 
cause.  
 
~Torban looking upset says nothing else of the matter. 
 
Torban: Very well than. All in favor of supporting project I-3SO, please rise 
 
~To Byron’s surprise every board member rises. 
 
Torban: Well that settles it then. Thank you very much Dr. Byron for your 
impressive report. We, the Head of Development Board for the Platforms Inc. 
give approval for project I-3SO to retain future development, funds for research, 
and research freedom. 
 
~Byron nods his head in acknowledgment. 
 
Byron: Thank you. 
  
~The members of the board slowly exit the room. They slowly walk past 
Byron who is still standing in his place. Once all the board members have 
left he collects his belongings and leaves the boardroom. A man in a pull 
over yellow sweater stops him in the hallway. Byron begins to narrate as 
approaches the man. Camera zooms around the man. 
 
Jonathon Delmoore. A good friend of mine, but also my boss. We actually joined 
the Platforms at the same time. He decided he wasn’t cut out for the science 
field, so he became a corporate official.  It was his decision to recommend the 
board to personally review I-3SO. So I guess I have him to thank. 
 
Delmoore: Well, I’m guessing it went well? Judging by your smile of course. 
Byron: Caught me! 
Delmoore: Congratulations Matthew. You deserve this. Your hard effort finally 
paid off. What did they agree to do? 
-Delmoore and Byron hug each other. 



Byron: Well, they said I’d have more funding, which is a must, more time for the 
deadlines, oh, and research freedom. 
Delmoore: They gave you research freedom! I’ve only seen them give that to 
maybe three other projects.  
 
Research freedom is basically the best thing a project can have. It allows you to 
use any means necessary to further research and progress on a project. Even if 
the project head resigns or perhaps dies. And when I mean anything, I mean 
anything. 
 
Byron: Yea can you believe it? Who would have thought that this project would 
have came so far. After all, it is the result of a failed experiment. 
Delmoore: You should be very proud Matthew. Congratulations. 
 
~Byron heads toward the elevator. Right before he is about to enter the 
elevator, Delmoore beings to speak again. 
 
Delmoore: Matt, wait one second. There is one more question I have to ask you.  
Byron: Sure, what is it? 
Delmoore: Why wouldn’t you develop Iso into weaponry?  
Byron: John it’s a matter of morals. The result would wield a power of 
tremendous strength. If it was to fall into the wrong hands, I don’t want to think 
what could happen. 
Delmoore: But what if the proper measures were taken so that would never 
happen? 
Byron: Forget it, I will not develop weapons using MY technology. End of story. 
Delmoore: You’re thinking one-dimensional Matthew. The power the Platforms 
would obtain, think about it. Even as we speak we are gaining strength over our 
competitors. With or without Iso we would hold one of the largest monopolies of 
all time in one of the most profitable industries in the world. With Iso we’d be 
more than just a simple company with greedy ambitions! Do you realize how 
powerful we’d become? Entire countries would kneel at our feet, just a taste of 
what you’ve created! 
Byron: Are you listening to yourself, John? You sound like Torban! It would be 
equal to an bloody atom bomb in a goddamn pistol! They will use that power to 
seize control of our competitors with force I can’t even bare to imagine! For 
pete’s sake Jonathon!! Do you even comprehend the chaos that would no doubt 
follow? Do you think keeping my technology out of the hands of some lunatic is 
really on their agenda? Do you believe that Elliot Torban’s superiors really care 
about the well being of this world?  
Delmoore: Matthew for god sake, please consider the possibilities! Think this 
through! There is no need to jump to conclusions! You have more than enough 
time to develop Iso. We can discuss this later on. 
Byron: Jonathon, if you cared about this project or myself, you wouldn’t be 
asking me to do this.  
 



~Byron presses the lobby button in the elevator shutting the doors leaving 
Delmoore standing there in awe. After a few seconds he says to himself…. 
 
Delmoore: I’m sorry Matthew. I’m so sorry. 
 
~The screen jumps to a dark security room and pans around it. It moves 
over to a security monitor displaying the image of Delmoore and Byron’s 
argument. You see someone turn the monitor off and walk out of the room.  
 
~Scene cuts to Byron in his car driving home. He picks up his cell phone 
and calls his wife Laura. He sounds tired over the phone. The view 
switches from Byron to his wife and daughter as they talk. 
 
Laura: Hello? 
Byron: Hey it’s me. 
Laura: Oh hey. How’d the presentation go? 
Byron: Very well. We have full authorization and more to continue. 
Laura: That’s great! Congratulations! But why do you sound so tired? What’s 
wrong Matt? 
Byron: Oh it’s nothing. They just wanted to stir the project in a different direction. 
But it’s nothing to worry about. So what’s for dinner? 
Laura: I worked on it all night just for you, chicken parm. 
Byron: Mmmmmm, I can smell it over the phone. Put Katie on the phone 
Laura: Well your daughter is glued to the TV. Oh no she’s not! Here she is. Katie 
do you want to say hi to daddy? 
Byron: Hi sweetie! How was your day? 
Katie: Hi daddy! It was good. 
Byron: Really? Well what did you do? 
Katie: Well me and mommy… 
Byron: Mommy and I. 
Katie: Mommy and I went to the park, then we got ice cream, and then we came 
home! 
Byron: Wow that sounds fun! Put mommy back on the phone. 
Katie: Ok! I love you! 
Byron: I love you to sweetie. 
Laura: Man she can be a handful. 
Byron: Hey we were all like that at one point. I still am but we aren’t complaining.  
Laura: Ha! Easy for you to say! 
Byron: Yea Yea yea. I’ll be home soon. I’ll see you then. 
Laura: Ok, drive safe. 
Byron: I will.  
 
~Byron hangs up the phone. He begins to narrate. 
 
Laura and I had been married for eight years. We were married for two years 
before we had our daughter, Katie, who is now six years old. I didn’t know what I 



would ever do if I lost them. But I could have never comprehended how my life 
was about to change. 
 
~Byron reaches his house and pulls into the garage. He notices a black 
unmarked truck parked across from his house. He walks into the basement. 
And begins to speak while he walks up the stairs to the first floor. 
 
Byron: Hello? Funny, no noise at all. Laura? Katie? Anyone here?  
 
~He reaches the door and opens the door. He begins to look around the 
house? He begins to walk upstairs to the master bedroom. 
 
Byron: Common guys. Where are you? Are you in here? 
 
~He opens his bedroom door and walks in. To his horror, his wife and 
daughter are dead and bloody, laid out over their bed. They were shot 
multiple times.  
 
Byron:  NOOO!!!! 
 
~Byron runs over and hugs them. As he is hugging them, a guy dressed in 
black wearing a mask comes out of the closet with a nightstick. He hears 
him sneaking up behind him and jumps at the intruder. They wrestle 
around on the floor and Byron gets a hold of the nightstick and knocks the 
intruder out. He begins to go down the stairs but falls down in his panic. He 
finds a group of men in the kitchen dressed in black wearing masks. He 
begins to run toward the door when one of the men jumps in front of him. 
Byron punches him in the face. And begins to reach for the doorknob. 
Another comes up and hits him on the back with a strange rod that 
electrocutes him a bit.  He then shoots him with a tranquilizer gun. 
 
Byron- No…. 
 
~He begins to say as his words fade off. The men open the front door and 
begin to drag him off to the black unmarked truck parked across the street. 
They dump him in the trunk and begin to pour gasoline on his house. They 
ignite Byron’s home and begin to drive off. Screen goes black as he begins 
to narrate. 
 
My wife, murdered. My daughter, murdered. I had no idea who they were, where 
they were taking me or why they stole the most precious things in my life.  But I 
knew, from that point on, my life would be changed, forever.  
 
-Screen begins to flicker once he finishes narrating. As if you are seeing it 
through Byron’s eyes. He sees jets and humvee’s out the window. The view 
is blurry and fades in and out. It goes black for a few more seconds. The 



view comes back fuzzy and fading in and out. He is being dragged across 
the floor. Screen goes black again and you then hear a thud. You hear clips 
and locks being strapped on. You see four men; you cannot see their faces.  
They are talking as the screen once again becomes fuzzy as it fades in and 
out.  
 
Man 1: Seems that the target was apprehended fully intact? 
Man 2: You assume correct. How else could we have gotten him here?  
Man 4: And the files, the information regarding the priority? He will not be happy 
with failure.  
Man 2: Of coarse the data was obtained successfully without error. He should 
not have to worry about my job. But what does he want with Byron?  
Man 3: He does not wish to dispose of Byron. There is one other option 
remaining besides death.  
Man 2: Out of the question. He most be disposed of. 
Man 1: I agree. The program is not ready for him. 
Man 3: Well we are under a different impression. You know of who we are 
representing, am I correct? 
Man 2: Yes I know but the fact of the matter is that if he ever escapes all hell will 
break loose.  
Man 4: Your opinion does not matter, Dr. All that matters is what the 
administrator wants for Byron’s future in the Platforms. He is convinced that it is 
ready.  
 
~Men 3 & 4 walk over to Byron and observe him. They look back to the 
other men.  
 
Man 3:  If he wishes for him to be the prime subject in X-G7K4 than that is what 
he will become.  
 
~Screen goes black again Man 4 continues to speak after the screen goes 
black. 
 
Man 4: He will be most useful for us in the future. 
 
~Byron begins to narrate once the screen goes black for a few seconds. 
There is no sound except for his speaking. Screen is still black. 
 
Life is a tricky thing, you could have it all. Only to be stripped away in an instant. 
That is the last thing I remembered for quite along time. 
 
 

End of Chapter One 


