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	Dust blew over the cracked sidewalk. The windows of the surrounding buildings shook in the harsh wind. Jake's dusty suit nearly carried him away. Luckily, for him, he wasn't a small man. 
	Jake followed the sidewalk and turned a corner. As wind settled down, Jake looked up. An enormous skyscraper stood before him. Jake made his way to the entrance.
	"Welcome to The Tower," said a gruff voice. "State your name and job group."
	Jake glanced to his left. A SecForce officer walked out of a small shack and approached him. Another guard remained in the shack, watching. The first guards right hand sat at his hip, gripping a sidearm.
	Jake looked towards the top of the massive structure. A dense cloud of smog returned his gaze. Just beyond the border of smog, Jake made out the words: TULE ENTERPRISES. Jake's attention returned to the officer. 
	"Jake Cushing, Designer," Jake replied, eyeing the weapon.
	The guard followed Jake's gaze, released the sidearm and produced a clipboard instead. "Sign here," said the guard. "I'll take you up."
	The guard escorted Jake into the building and to the elevators. The elevators shone of gold. Jake entered the elevator as the guard pushed a button. "Good luck," said the guard, as the doors closed.
	Jake stood in the center of the elevator with his hands in his pockets. The elevator rose. 
	The elevator stopped, dinged, and the doors opened. Jake stepped out and came face to face with another officer. This one, a young girl. 
	"CEO Sanders will be with you momentarily. Please wait here." She gestured to a small couch near a window. Jake walked over to it, but remained standing. 
	The young woman left Jake to wait. Jake peered out the window and down to the street. Smog covered his sight like a curtain. Jake waited.
	"Hello, young man," said CEO Sanders as he entered the room. He stroked his groomed beard and set a glass of scotch on the table. "I've heard you have done some great work."
	Jake straightened himself and offered a handshake. CEO Sanders adjusted his tie and picked his glass up. 
	"Y-yes, sir," Jake started. "I've been told that."
	"I need one of your designs. I have a new assembly line opening up and heard you may be working on a new one."
	"Yes, sir," said Jake. "I have just finished. I have it here." Jake opened his briefcase and pulled out blueprints. 
	CEO Sanders snatched them out of Jake's hand, adjusted his glasses, and examined the blueprints. 
	"These can't be right. Where are the Workers supposed to...you know, work."
	"That's the thing, sir. This assembly line is one-hundred percent automated."
	"Meaning?"
	"Meaning there isn't a need for such a large work force. I want to cut out on the need of..."
	"The people?"
	"Sir?"
	"You realize that with this, millions would be without a job."
	"Yes, sir. My hope is to create a reason for different jobs."
	"Is that so?" CEO Sanders eyed Jake from top to bottom. "Would you wait right here."
	"Of course, sir." Jake sat on the couch.
	CEO Sanders spun around and stormed out of the room. Jake gripped his suitcase. Two men burst into the room from the elevator—SecForce officers. The officers Jake and cuffed him. Jake thrashed against them and one of the officers clubbed him.

	Jake awoke to a loud ringing. A heavy hand clapped his shoulder. 
	"C'mon, new blood. Shift change," said a voice.
	Jake swung his legs off the side of a small cot. He looked around at the Workers, buzzing as they jumped in and out of the honeycomb of racks. 
	"Where am I?" asked Jake.
	"Factory 17-C, Sector 7, line 14, or as I call it, home," said Heavy Hands, a large man who was passed his prime. "My name is John." John extended his arm for a handshake. As Jake grabbed his hand, John hauled him off towards the line. 
	The line consisted of six parallel conveyer belts. Each belt moved opposite the next. Groups of men congregated at each end. They carried boxes from one belt to the next.
	"This isn't right. There's been a mistake."
	"Transferred to the wrong place? It happens. I knew a guy that..."
	"No! I mean, I'm not supposed to be here. I'm a designer."
	The workers nearest him on the line stopped. They eyed Jake as if he were lunch.
	"That's not what this says." John held up Jake's arm to reveal a tattoo—W-3482-C. Jake winced at the realized pain. 
	John pulled Jake closer and whispered. "Don't cause a riot, kid. Whatever happened, you're here now. We can talk later." John dropped Jake's arm and laughed. "Crazy kids," he announced to the others. Everyone went back to work, including Jake.
	
	The bell rang again. "Chow time," said John. "Follow me." John led Jake away from the line. They approached a large cafeteria. John shuffled Jake through a line where they received their meal.
	"What time is it?" asked Jake.
	"Second Shift, First Meal," replied John. "Mmm, chicken." A ladle-full of brown mush landed on his tray. Jake received the same mush and followed John to a seat.
	"So," said John. "What's this about you being a Designer?"
	"I am! I had just been hired for a new line."
	"If you really were a designer, why would they send you here."
	"My line was entirely automated. It required no Workers."
	"No Workers? I can see why they fired you."
	"What do you mean?"
	"You aren't the only one to be fired for something like this. I was a Mechanic, myself. I got fired for leading safety briefs at the factory I worked at. I overheard the CEO talking to my Foreman at the time. He said that extra safety prevented casualties and casualties helped with overpopulation."
	"That's insane. You're insane. This whole place is insane."
	"Insane but true. Or do you really think that it's just some coincidence that you were fired?"
	Jake remained silent for the rest of the meal. When the next bell rang, John stood up.
	"C'mon," he said. "Back to work."
	They walked back to the line and Jake watched as a box passed him by. John grabbed the box and moved it to the next belt. "Just do this until the next bell. Then find me near the racks when you're done." John walked away.
	"Wait," said Jake, but John was already gone. Another box came to Jake. He picked it up and placed it on the next line. 

	Back at the racks, John waited for him. Near John stood a wiry old man. "This is Paul, our leader."
	"Leader?" Jake eyed the man. "Leader of what?"
	"Rebellion," said Paul as he glared right back at Jake. A few nearby workers stepped away. Paul sat across from Jake.
	"Against...?" said Jake.
	"Against the Lead CEO and the Industry that claims itself a government." Paul sat forward. "We aim to destroy it."
	"Destroy it? Why?"
	"Do you know what society does to people like me? People that can't work anymore."
	"You retire. Sent to a home, right?"
	"Maybe as a Designer. But as a Worker, you are terminated."
	"That's just a way of saying fired."
	"Tell me, Mr. Designer. You've been in the city. Have you seen one of these homes?"
	"No, but..."
	"And have you seen anyone older than forty?"
	"No, but..."
	"But, nothing. It's time we do something about this. I'm not planning to die anytime soon."
	"This whole thing is..."
	"Crazy? Yeah, you already said that," said John.
	"Let him think it over. He could be the one we need," said Paul as he stood up and walked away."
	"Consider what he has to offer. A better life. For everyone," said John who left Jake alone at his rack.
	
	Jake awoke to the same heavy hands. "Time to go," said John. Jake Manned the line and moved his boxes. He looked up once. His eyes locked with those of the Foreman. The Foreman glared at Jake, wrote something down on a clipboard and spun around towards his overlooking office. When they were released for chow, Jake found John. 
	"I'm in," said Jake. "Whatever needs to be done."
	John grinned

	Paul sat across Jake's rack again. "What will you have me do?" Jake asked. 
	"You will work with John and the Mechanics that have joined our cause. You design, they create. Us Workers will man the machines you create."
	"What type of machines?" asked Jake.
	"Machines of War, my friend."

	Jake stood in front of a table covered in blueprints.
	"Three months," said John. "We're finally finished."
	Jake held up a blueprint. The top read: Mechanized Assault-Bot. Jake set it in front of John. "The first batch has already been built," said Jake. "When does Paul want to attack?"
	"This week," said John. 
	"This week? We barely have anything."
	"I'm not supposed to tell you, but we have a much larger network than just here. We have sent your blueprints to many Rebellion groups. We are strong."
	"Then let us be finished with this."
	Jake rolled up his blueprint and went to his rack. 

	The bell awoke Jake as it always did. The same heavy hand pulled him out of his rack as well. "It's time," said John.
	John led Jake to their make-shift workplace. Paul and several Workers and Mechanics awaited him. 
	"We all know why we are here," said Paul. "One of our rebel hideouts was attacked. SecForce knows that we have these machines. The other rebel groups are already mobile. We must strike now. Workers, are you ready?"
	The Workers all cheered in unison. Paul motioned for dismissal. The Workers jumped into the machines and marched out of the Factory 17-C. 
	
	SecForce had already reacted. The sounds of battle echoed through the streets. 
	Jake turned to Paul. "We can help them."
	"No," said Paul. "They're our distraction. We should get to the Tower. Our target is the Lead CEO."
	Jake stared in the direction of fighting. He turned away and continued down the street.
	They approached the enormous skyscraper. SecForce stood surrounded the entrance and flooded the street. 
	"Stop right there!" a voice said over a loudspeaker. "We are ready to open fire."
	The Workers advanced and the bullets flew. The machines protected the Workers from the first volley. Bullets ricocheted off the machines. SecForce upgraded to explosives.
	The first machine blew up to Jake's left. A Worker's body flew from its seat. Paul led the charge. Jake followed. 
	The Workers suffered many casualties. SecForce dwindled but held fast. The side of the building flickered and became a screen. A man appeared on it. Lead CEO Darrin Tule spoke.
	"I know of you, Designer. Lay down your arms and I'll spare your life."
	"Just my life?" barked Jake. "What of the lives of these men?"
	"The Workers? They can be replaced. You, however, could go on to achieve greatness."
	"You call this great? Times are about to change."
	"So be it. Eliminate them all."
	What remained of the SecForce open fired on the last few Workers. A wall of machines protected Jake and Paul. "Get going," said John. "We'll hold them off."
	"But..." said Jake.
	"There's no time," said Paul. "Don't let their sacrifice be for nothing."
	Paul steered Jake towards the building. He scooped two guns off of dead SecForce officers. "We'll need these." He handed one to Jake and entered The Tower.
	Jake followed Paul to the elevator he had taken months ago. They took it to the top floor. The doors opened. Bullets flew passed Jake. 
	"Get down!" said Paul. Paul covered Jake as he stuffed himself in a corner. He shot blindly into the room. The gunfire stopped.
	Jake popped his head out. Two SecForce officers littered the floor. Blood pooled around them. A door opened.
	"Cease fire! I am unarmed." Hands popped out of the door. A face followed.
	Paul aimed at the man.
	"Get on your knees."
	Lead CEO Tule stepped out of his office and kneeled in the middle of the room.
	"I'll give you anything you want. Just don't kill me!"
	Paul walked up to Tule and put his rifle against Tule's head. "Too bad."
	"Wait," said Jake.
	Paul replied without looking away from Tule. "I've been waiting my whole life for this moment, kid. Why should I wait."
	"You kill him and then what? Kill everyone that tries to stop you? What does that solve?"
	"He deserves it!"
	"No one deserves death. And if anything, we need him."
	Paul turned the gun on Jake.
	"Who are you to tell me what to do? This is my Rebellion."
	"Listen to yourself. You sound just like them. Leaders don't get to decide everything."
	Paul grunted and lowered his weapon. "You're right, kid." Paul grabbed Tule and looked into his eyes. "This whole country is under new management."
	Jake walked up to Paul and put a hand on his shoulder. "It's time to make some changes."
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