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“Ylan, what’s the problem?” Asked the Line Supervisor.


One could see in the circuit board that powered the robotic arm an injury that could have only been done by a human hand. Ylan saw and immediately knew the issue and the cause, yet he decided to remain silent about it, instead he ripped out the circuit board in such a way that it would be too damaged to verify as sabotage, and he threw the pieces into the trash bin and replaced the circuit board with a fresh replacement. A few careful solders later, and Ylan allowed the current to flow, bringing the robotic arm back to life.


“Faulty circuit board, the same as usual.” Said Ylan.


“Damn, I need to write a report to Corporate, whomever is providing us with these boards needs a serious kick in the rear!” Yelled the Line Supervisor, the delays adding difficulty to an otherwise uneventful job.


The Augmentation factory of Stamford owned by the Augamani Corporation is one of the largest factories of Human Augmentations in the world. The main attraction of Stamford, the little city that was annexed by the Nation of New York several decades back, the Augamani Augmentation Factory of Stamford is one of the prize jewels of New York. The producer of all sorts of augmentations, the factory is one of the main suppliers of the insatiable hunger for augmentations that can be found in the Mother Metropolis, southwest of her location. 


“I’d put in the word and request that the circuits be homemade, I wouldn’t trust the supplier with such circuitry considering the level of issues that we have been having.” Said Ylan.


“I’ll relay your concerns, although to be frank, this is already a Low-Grade line, we don’t produce much of value here, and I doubt that circuits made in house would amount to anything. Either way Ylan, do not forget that your employment relies on these failures.” Said the Line Supervisor.


“Of course, this anomaly either way is now fixed sir.” Said Ylan.


Ylan gathered his tools and packed them into his backpack, then threw the sack onto his back and got up. The robotic arm was still in standby position, ready to receive commands. The Line Supervisor activated his Holographic UI, and it connected to the assembly line, and from the palm of his hand emerged a screen with different options. A few presses and swipes with his free hand onto the Holographic UI and the robotic arm awakened from its slumber, as did the assembly line; and the great ranks of arms moved quickly and in unison, briskly constructing the respective augmentations that flowed from end to end.


His job being finished, Ylan picked up his corporate-issued personal computer, and it detailed the next task for him. Report to Public Relations, no delay. His task clear, he maneuvered carefully out of the assembly line and into the corridors of the factory. A swarm of workers, both human and android, were present, and Ylan immediately squeezed into a free spot in the body mass as he traveled to his destination. The corridors had no decorations, no finish, just crude metallic rivets, and metal sheets, the same as the construction found aboard one of the deep space vessels sent to the outer system. Practical, efficient, and greatest of all; cheap. Efficiency and cheapness, adequate for the job and any possible circumstance, not a New York Cent more, that is the Augamani way.


Ylan flowed through the corridors, flanked by android and human workers, until he arrived at his destination. He slipped out of the highway of workers easily and went through the doors and towards his destination without delay. Ylan looked out of place in the Department of Public Relations, uniformed employees of the Augamani Corporation were present, with android servants and assistants also dressed appropriately. Yet no one paid Ylan much attention, and he entered the room that was his destination without any issue.


“Excellent, you must be the worker that the computer selected, please come with me.” Said a Public Relations employee, who got up from her desk and escorted Ylan through the corridors which had many doors, leading to a multitude of offices and studios. 


The two walked, and Ylan’s curiosity overpowered his natural concern, and he asked the employee escorting him the following question: “You are a human worker, I thought that the greeter is generally an android position now?” Asked Alvin, carefully and with a tone that expressed curiosity. 


“No need to watch your words with me, I do not mind them. And you are correct, the greeter and secretary roles are generally android now, however many in our department enjoy the human greeting, rather than the very carefully cultivated android one. Hence, I am still employed, I am certainly not complaining.” Replied the Public Relations employee.


“I see, thank you.” Said Ylan.


The two continued to walk the corridors of the Department of Public Relations, until they reached their destination. It was a single lonely door, at the end of a hallway, which clearly led to a large and open room. 


“And here you are!” Said the Public Relations employee. 


“Thank you.” Said Ylan, as he walked in.


Immediately Ylan was greeted by an android sentry. “Worker GHT-344, please follow me.” Said the android, as Ylan walked with the android down a staircase, and across the room towards the corner of the Holographic Studio. 


“There you are...and you are useless to me in this state, please remove your outer garments.” Replied the Public Relations Film Director. 


“Yes sir.” And Ylan did as he ordered, leaving his regular corporate-issue civilian clothes on.


“What were you doing last?” Asked the Public Relations Film Director.


“Repairing faulty circuit boards on one of our assembly lines sir.” Replied Ylan.


“Alright, we’ll give you a quick shower, we need you clean for the advertising shot that we are about to do.” The Public Relations Film Director looked at a female android standing at the corner of the room, and snapped his fingers, which summoned her at once.


“Yes sir?” Asked the android.


“Take the worker to the showers and give him a scrub.” Ordered the Public Relations Film Director.


“Right away sir.” Replied the android, and she motioned Ylan to follow.


The two walked to the back of the room, and entered a small door, which had two showers, a seat, and several brushes and soap. The android quickly grabbed everything that she needed to complete her task and placed it within reach. She then began to take off Ylan’s clothes.


“Let me know if there is any issue sir.” Said the android.


“There is none whatsoever, continue with your task.” Replied Ylan.


Once Ylan was naked, the android grabbed Ylan’s corporate-issue civilian clothes, and threw them into the recycling bin. She then proceeded to clean every part of Ylan’s body quickly and carefully, from the head on down to the soles of the feet. The work was quick, yet painless, and within a few minutes, Ylan was completely clean from any potential dirtiness or residue, and another android walked in and handed her a sealed package of clothes, which Ylan proceeded to put on with the female android’s assistance.


“All set sir, is there anything else that I can do for you?” Asked the female android.


“Negative, I’ll return to our boss.” Replied Ylan.


“Excellent sir, I will be right behind you.” Replied the android.


The two walked out, Ylan fully dressed and squeaky clean, and returned to the waiting Public Relations Film Director. He was eager to begin.


“Excellent, I trust that our android did its job adequately?” Asked the Public Relations Film Director.


“Indeed, was she made in house?” Asked Ylan.


“Of course, it would be very foolish of us to allow rival Corporations to sell us androids, which may be defective, both accidentally and deliberately.” Relied the Public Relations Film Director.


“Indeed sir, well I believe I am ready for my assigned task.” Said Ylan.


“I believe so. You are to do a short job advertisement, directed to the pupils in public education that are nearing the completion of their primary stage of education. General propaganda is what we need, tell them of the merits of the job, and answer the questions that we ask you. Please take a seat at the chair in the middle of the room.” Ordered the Public Relations Film Director.


“Right away sir.” Replied Ylan, as he took a seat.


The chair was in the middle of the room, completely green, and fluidic in rigidity, molding and matching the body of Ylan as the weight of his body pressed down on it. The floor was also green, and the holographic scanners and analyzers that were trained on Ylan and the chair now glowed, with a dim yet noticeable blue.


“Proceed with the questions.” Ordered the Public Relations Film Director.


“Right away sir!” Replied the Film Interviewer.


“Ylan, tell us what the best part of your job is?” Asked the Film Interviewer.


With shrewd erudition, a necessary skill to survive the corporate life, Ylan replied: “The best part of the job first and foremost is the privilege to serve the Augamani Corporation.” Replied Ylan.


“And why do you say that?” Asked the Film Interviewer.


“Simple, the Augamani Corporation is the premier Corporation of our glorious nation. I have been given many amenities free of charge by the Augamani Corporation, both while working, and throughout my life, during childhood and adolescence. I can go into the specific amenities that are given to me here if you wish.” Replied Ylan.


“Please do so!” Responded the Film Interviewer.


“Gladly, first and foremost naturally is the pay, it is several times that of any other rival Corporation. This pay allows me to live in a luxurious apartment on the Long Island, and afford the greatest of amenities, I can eat out every single day, at any restaurant that I so choose. I can enjoy the many fun and interesting things that are offered to those who live on the Long Island, because of the salary that the Augamani Corporation provides. And finally, I am allowed a great and generous employee discount on any single Augamani augmentation that I wish to buy! This final privilege given to all employees of the Augamani corporation is my favorite by far!” Said Ylan.


Ylan has said the above a countless number of times. As is everything when spoken in Corporate walls, it was exaggerated. The pay was much greater than any other rival Corporation, because all rival Corporations that the Augamani Corporation gives permission to operate within New York borders have a maximum salary cap. Combined with the high tariffs implemented by the Augamani Corporation, the premier Corporation of New York, and its government, against any rival Corporations; the salary is indeed greater than any other Corporation that one could work for in the nation of New York. 


The pay is also standard for survival, assuming the consumption of the Low-Grade Tier of amenities. Mid-Tier level is affordable for the best employees, while High-Tier and Elite-Tier are for the upper strata of society, and those who amass the wealth needed to purchase such equipment. The luxurious apartment Ylan can afford is the same Low-Grade apartment that the lower strata of the New York society can afford. Restaurants are the Low-Grade restaurants owned by the Augamani Corporation, which is affordable at any time for all Augamani employees. The amenities of entertainment that Ylan can enjoy is the same story, affordable at all times, thanks to the Augamani employee discount. 


The final benefit that Ylan mentions, the employee discount on any augmentation made by the Augamani corporation that Ylan wishes to buy, is a good benefit that all Augamani employees are entitled to, however even the Low-Grade augmentations are wildly expensive, and very difficult to afford if one cannot save up a good amount for their purchase. The Mid-Tier augmentations are dreams for the lower strata, not even including the High-Tier and the Elite-Tiers. And the Low-Tier augmentations end up costing more in medical expenses to remove once they break down or malfunction, than the cost of installing a Mid-Tier augmentation, which lasts more or less in its entirety for many years. 


“Excellent, I am glad to hear that your work experience with us is progressing so smoothly! One final question, how easy is the study and obtainment of the job that you currently have?” Asked the Film Interviewer.


“Very easy, for one the secondary education is paid for by the Augamani Corporation, and even those who are currently struggling in their studies can obtain a wide number of jobs with the Augamani Corporation. If you choose to commit to an Augamani education program, then you will not be disappointed, the Augamani Corporation takes care of its own!” Replied Ylan.


“Excellent, we are finished!” Said the Public Relations Film Director.


“How did I do sir?” Asked Ylan.


“Excellent my young man, we have enough of your voice to add additional dialogue if necessary, and you hit all of the marks that we were looking for. Your supplementary pay, it is well deserved.” Said the Public Relations Film Director, as he wired $100 New York Dollars into the bank account of Ylan, all done using an Eyeball UI and Neural Thought Interface, the benefits of being a High-Level Film Director employee in the Augamani Corporation, which provides High-Tier augmentations that augment work efficiency free of charge for all High-Level workers. 


Naturally Ylan, being a Low-Level employee, receives no corporate-provided augmentations, not even of the Low-Tier level. The Low-Level employees do not have the adequate clearance or efficiency requirements that are needed in order to justify the expense of providing them with augmentations, and the Central Efficiency Analyzer, the supercomputer that reviews all possible expenses, and weighs the pro and the con of continuing to feed such an expense, has for many years upheld the futility of augmenting the Low-Level workforce.


“Thank you, sir; is there anything else that you need from me?” Asked Ylan.


“Not a thing, I’ve already instructed the Workflow Analyzer that your task has been completed, it should give you a new task any moment now.” Replied the Public Relations Film Director, the moment that he finished his sentence, Ylan’s corporate-issued personal computer beeped, alerting him of his new task.


“And there it is, thank you for the work sir!” Said Ylan.


“Not at all, continue to serve the Augamani Corporation well!” Said the Public Relations Film Director as Ylan walked up the staircase and left the Holographic Studio. 


Ylan walked out of the Holographic Studio, and he was met with an android assistant, who was waiting for him as he emerged from the studio.


“Hello sir, I’m to help you navigate the corridors of the Public Relations section, and help you return to the main corridors of the factory complex.” Said the android.


“Thank you, lead the way!” Said Ylan. 


The android immediately started to walk, and Ylan followed. The pace was brisk, since Ylan’s clearance did not allow him to be in the Public Relations section of the factory, knowing this, the android made small talk whenever Ylan’s glance was focused on things that he should not be seeing.


“So how was your assignment sir?” Asked the android.


“It was good, I was paid well for it too.” Replied Ylan, used to the Corporate small talk designed to keep a worker focused on the assistant leading him out of an area, and not on things that he is technically not allowed to see. 


“I’m glad to hear it, and what is your new assignment?” Asked the android.


“I have not checked; I will do so now.” Said Ylan, as he pulled out his corporate-issued personal computer and checked the notification that he received. He was to report to an inquiry alongside other Factory Maintenance Technicians. 


“Looks like a Technician briefing, a good assignment.” Said Ylan.


“I’m glad to hear it!” Replied the android.


The two continued to walk the corridors of the Public Relations section of the Augamani factory, and in just a short while, the two reached the greeting office, where Ylan first walked in and was greeted by the Public Relations employee. She was still there, perusing general reports that were sent her way.


“Ah you two have arrived, thank you android, you may go to your next task.” Said the Public Relations employee, and the android went back into the Public Relations section of the factory.


“A good assignment I hope?” Asked the Public Relations employee.


“Indeed, it was a very good assignment; and I’ve just been assigned a new one that is good as well!” Said Ylan.


“Glad to hear it, carry on!” Said the Public Relations Employee, and Ylan departed the Public Relations section, and squeezed into the great line of traveling workers and androids, who were reporting to new assignments.
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The main factory corridors and the people who traversed them were the same as always, expressionless, and brisk in their paces. Time is money, and being late to an assignment is dangerous, especially in the Augamani Corporation, where efficiency is everything. As such, everyone did not pay much attention to the depressing lack of beauty in the main corridors, one for the most part does not pay much attention to the corridors at all, as the rush prevents any focus other than the destination. After a few minutes, Ylan arrived at his destination.


It was a general door, which Ylan entered, and it led to an empty hallway, the same bland architecture and color as the main factory corridor. Ylan walked the corridor and opened a second door; this door was different than the other one, since it led into a medium sized room, where other Factory Maintenance Technicians, dressed in the same corporate-issued clothing as Ylan, were standing and awaiting further instructions. Ylan found an opening in the room, and stood there, awaiting like everyone else further instructions. The wait lasted several minutes, and a few more Factory Maintenance Technicians entered before a High-Level employee, clearly wealthy from the clothing and augmentations that he had, entered and walked onto the stage that was in the front of the room. His uniform and sidearm betrayed him as a member of Corporate Security, officer rank.


“All summoned are present according to the computer, so we can finally begin. First and foremost, this is a serious matter, all of you have been given this assignment as the last one of your shifts and you all will receive supplementary compensation for this last assignment of the day, alongside your general daily wage. It has come to our attention that we have some saboteurs among us here today, some of the recovered malfunctioning parts, that have been plaguing our Low-Grade lines for months now, have been analyzed by Corporate Security, and we have found that the malfunctions and problems have been made by worker hands, and are not issues that originated in a factory.” Said the Corporate Security Officer.


“Who’s the bastard that has been harming our great corporation!” Yelled out a Factory Maintenance Technician, whether the anger was legitimate or a mask, was unknown. 


“That is what we are trying to find out, the issue of course is that all of you routinely maintain the Low-Grade lines, and the fact that the components that are used are prone to wear and tear, means that they may be serviced several times daily, all by different Technicians.” Said the Corporate Security Officer.


One of the Technicians, clearly eyeing a possibility of receiving augmentations, said the following: “We should establish a mandatory Ocular Augmentation program, and have the augmentations that we receive record on the job, so that we can catch the traitors within our midst!” 


“We have thought about that very thing, however the Central Efficiency Analyzer has determined that it would be a gross waste of resources and efficiency, especially since we only produce Mid-Tier on up Ocular Augmentations. But I thank you for the suggestion Technician, it is a good one!” Replied the Corporate Security Officer.


“Any idea what we should do?” Asked another Technician.


“Well the options that we have are limited, normally sabotage is done by rival Corporations, who seed Mid-Tier on up employees into our ranks, and those are easy to track, their corporate-issued augmentations tend to always reveal their guilt, unfortunately well after the damage is done and they have fled the country. We will be keeping an eye on this situation, I want every single one of you to remain vigilant, take the rest of your day off, and contemplate and think of any suspicious activity that you may have seen, if you recall anything, please contact the Corporate Security Office with anything that you remember, nothing is insignificant for us, we want to know everything. You are all dismissed for the day!” Said the Corporate Security Officer


Once the Corporate Security Officer finished, he dismissed the entire room of Factory Maintenance Technicians, and the room filled with the noise of corporate-issued personal computers beeping simultaneously, alerting their holders of a new message. Ylan grabbed his and looked at the notification, it alerted him that his day’s work has concluded hours early, and it added a number to contact if he recalled anything that could be considered relevant to the investigation into sabotage. Ylan put his corporate-issued personal computer back into his pocket, and alongside the rest of the Factory Maintenance Technicians, left the room in the same direction as he arrived, through the door, across the corridor, and into the main corridor. Since Ylan’s day has ended, and there were no other assignments that needed his attention, he was free to head towards the factory entrance, and leave. After several minutes, he arrived at the entrance, and he scanned his corporate-issued personal computer, clocking out; and walked outside. 


It was around mid-day, and the sun shined brightly as the great assortment of Hovercars and Hoverbuses flew overhead, twinkling like stars as they reflected the suns light. To the southwest, one could see the skyline of the Metropolis of New York City, with enormous buildings that could be easily seen for hundreds of miles. And moving left from the main buildings of New York City, one could see a continuation of the skyline, it got smaller and smaller, but it could still be seen clearly even as far north as Stamford. This was the Long Island, which has slowly over the years turned into an extension of the Metropolis of New York City. 


Ylan walked away from the factory entrance and started to walk on the street. The great quantity of Holographic Advertising Drones zipped on past, always diligently scanning for the greatest concentration of people, and maneuvering themselves so that their projections could be seen. Goods and Services of all kinds could be seen in their projections, food, apartment cleaning, high quality androids, drones, and robotic assistants, at all levels of quality, and at all levels of price. Even products of the Elite-Tier, augmentations and products that the Low-Level employees could only dream of affording; also made an appearance, since one never knows if someone who looks like a Low-Level, has the wallet of an Elite-Level. 


As Ylan continued to walk on the street, and away from the factory entrance, the city of Stamford began to overtake the influence of the Augamani factory, and the Advertising Drones began to subtly change their advertising in order to better reflect the likely crowds that were present further away from the factory. The number of Augamani products and services that qualified for an employee discount started to diminish, instead advertisements from local artisans, local services, and other such things, began to overtake the priority among the drones. 


Occasionally, an interested potential customer looks at an advertisement, and once the drone detects such curiosity from a potential customer; it uniquely positions itself so that the potential customer can get a better view. If this observation continues, or the potential customer motions for the drone to come closer, it descends, and projects several additional details such as contact information for the purchase of the good or service, or other information that the drone believes the customer might be interested in. The process is fast, customers sold on the product or service pull out their personal computers and purchase it on the spot, and once this is done, or if the customer decides to not purchase the product, the drone speeds off and returns to the general advertising behavior. 


The further that one got from the factory entrance, the livelier the city became. Buskers begin to make an appearance, both because they are not forbidden due to city ordinances prohibiting busking and street selling too close to the factory entrance, and because the crowds within the city are more numerous, and more appreciative and generous with their attention and their tips. The mood of the crowds began to reflect that of a small city, and not of a culture that is completely foreign, purposely designed by the Augamani Corporation to foster efficiency. Yet even with this difference in culture, there was one feature that the two crowds shared, both the crowd that was inside of the factory, and the crowd that lived and worked outside of the factory, in the city of Stamford.


And this similarity was the quick pace of the walk, the expressionless face among the individual, and the distant stare. All hallmarks of someone who has only a single thought, the prompt arrival to his destination, and the complete and utter focus in order to accomplish this objective. Even with the vast quantity of stimuli, from the advertising drones, from the buskers on the street, and from the ambient noise of Stamford; everyone was focused on arriving somewhere or doing something. Even Ylan, who had a few hours of nothingness, without an assigned task, or necessary action needed to be done right that instant, still walked briskly, still did not focus all that much on the advertising drones, and did not even register the existence of the many buskers on the street. 


His objective was the Hoverbus port. The Hoverbus, and the Hover technology that powers it, was one of the inventions that helped fuel this new and vibrant age; it floats on the air, repelling gravity and gas, and it achieves its lift without any wind produced, one can stand directly under a Hoverbus and not have any issue with chaotic winds, unlike the helicopters of old. The Hoverbus was very cheap, because of the Augamani employee discount, and it is vital for being able to live in the Long Island, and commute to and from one’s residence, especially if the place of work is in one of the remote augmentation assembly factories, which are scattered far away from the metropolitan centers. 


Naturally, one could have a Hovercar, and save on the expenses of the Hoverbus, however the Low-Tier salary of the Low-Grade job is simply insufficient to cover the expense of purchase, and the expense of upkeep. Even the Low-Grade models are too expensive for the Low-Tier salary and renting of a Hovercar is as out of reach as being able to purchase one. Many Augamani workers simply saw the cost/benefit ratio, and did not even bother, since one could afford life even on a miserable Low-Tier salary, thanks to the numerous Augamani employee discounts. 


Ylan was approaching the Hoverbus port, it was here where the advertising drones and the buskers were at their maximum saturation, because it is here that the link between Stamford and the Metropolis of New York City was firmly established. Through this link, millions of people flowed in and out every day, and the millions of eyeball pairs and ear pairs, in certain heavily augmented cases many times that, could be best wooed and seduced here and here alone. 


Whether it be because one is eager, freshly arrived from the Metropolis and eager to the start of a new day, or because one is tired, ready to head home after the day’s labor, it is the Hoverbus port where the potential customer is most likely to be wooed. As such, the advertising drone and the busker compete the entire day, hoping to justify their existence, whether it be the drone’s owner in the case of the drone, or the Busker Licensing Commission, who decides whether a respective Busker is earning an adequate enough profit, and thus a reasonable enough tax level, to justify the renewal of the Busker license.


The port was not as chaotic as usual, such is the benefit of being several hours behind the normal rush hour, when the flood of workers are set free from their daily toil, and are allowed to return home, which always causes a great cacophony of noise as everyone tries to board a Hoverbus as quickly as possible. Every second of delay in boarding a Hoverbus, is a second less of that precious spare time, which could be used by the worker for a supplementary job, relaxation, or other things. Due to being let off early, Ylan boarded a Hoverbus without much issue, a quick scan of his corporate-issued personal computer, and an automatic Hoverbus usage fee deducted from his financial account, and Ylan was allowed in without the need for queue or waiting. 


The Hoverbus port itself was an enormous collection of Hoverbuses, that were descending and ascending all of the time from an enormous concrete lot. Many thousands were in the air, whether going up or down, and many thousands more were stationary, being boarded by eager passengers, ready to return home to the Metropolis. There is a very complicated system of Hoverbus classification that informs the respective customer of the Hoverbus that he would most likely want to board, which would arrive closest to his destination. However, there is a subscription service; accessible through personal computer, that informs the customer of the specific Hoverbus that they should board, in order to arrive as close to the intended destination as possible. 


Naturally, for Augamani employees, this subscription is greatly reduced, and so Ylan opened the service on his corporate-issued personal computer, and it told him without a hassle the section of the lot where he should wait for a Hoverbus. With the information in hand, Ylan walked to the area where the subscription service told him to wait, and the service alerted him that a Hoverbus that would bring him to the closest terminal to his residence was about to takeoff. Ylan found it easily with the help of the subscription service, and proceeded to board the Hoverbus, and he sat down at the end. 


After only a minute of wait, the Hoverbus sealed its doors, and in only a few moments it took off, and started to pick up speed as it gained altitude. Even though it was still daylight, the view of Stamford behind was majestic, plenty of small lights and displays that were the projections from many thousands of advertising drones were visible, and the decent sunny skies gave Ylan a combination of the beauties of both man and nature. Yet it was the Metropolis of New York City, her enormous skyline; dominated by buildings that were miles high in some cases, which was the great view, easily putting the view of Stamford to shame. Even at the other end of the Long Island Sound, the skyline was intimidating in presence, growing ever more intimidating with each passing second, as the Hoverbus got closer and closer to New York City.


This particular Hoverbus was heading towards a Hoverbus terminal near a large apartment complex. This complex is located in the King’s Park borough of New York City, once a hamlet in the state of New York; now a borough in the Metropolitan city of New York, in the nation of New York, a sovereign nation that gained its independence after the dissolution of the United States. It is heavily industrialized, much more so than Stamford, and while it pales in urbanization compared to the inner Metropolitan boroughs, it is still very populated, and very active. As the Hoverbus flew closer and closer to the city, details of the city started to be noticeable to the unaugmented eye, however it was difficult to make them out, as the Hoverbus sped up and entered the city, the details blended together into a massive blur, and it remained so until the Hoverbus started to slow down, and descend down towards the Hoverbus terminal.


In just a few moments, the Hoverbus landed, and everyone got up and disembarked, including Ylan. Immediately after everyone disembarked, the Hoverbus ascended fast, and flew off, in pursuit of more passengers elsewhere. Ylan was home, and he could see the many different sights of the city, as well as the darkened ambiance, a result of the massive buildings that blocked out the sun. The advertising drones certainly did not waste this opportunity, and they illuminated the surrounding sky of the terminal with advertisements, carefully cultivated for the arriving residents of the apartment complex. 


Ylan took in the sight for a moment and started to walk towards the apartment complex, immediately after the terminal was a small park, with a few trees and benches, for apartment complex residents only. Either way it was empty, save for a few retired elder workers in the far corner of the park; as no one had the spare time available to sit on a bench and contemplate things, and if they did, they would not spend it in the apartment complex park. Ylan continued on and quickly traversed the length of the park, in only a few short moments, he entered the apartment complex. In the aft lobby, accessible only by the Hoverbus terminal, was a man; he was sitting on the aft lobby sofa, with his arm around a female android with a well-endowed bosom. 


The name of the man Ylan could not remember, but the man was of the introverted type, sometimes showing up to gatherings orchestrated by the apartment complex, however never with a romantic partner, and he seldom interacted with others. It appears that he has saved up his money and purchased a female companion android, and from the look of his face, he is enjoying his purchase. There are not that many androids in the apartment complex, as the apartment complex is Low-Tier housing, and it is rare to see Low-Level workers having the means by which they can afford the purchase of an android, however it sometimes happens. 


Passing the man cuddling his android, Ylan called for the elevator, and waited as it arrived. Having just ferried the recent arrivals from the Hoverbus down to their apartment level, it arrived quickly, in only a few short moments. Ylan got in, and he was the only passenger alongside a woman, she was wearing Augamani-issued work clothes, the same as Ylan. 


“Going up?” Asked Ylan.


“Indeed, I just got on.” Replied the woman. 


Ylan went to the button console to press in his floor, but he saw that it was already selected, floor 482. Since it was already selected, he pressed the door close button, and the elevator closed its doors and immediately started on up to floor 482. Ylan leaned against one of the walls of the elevator and started to wait until it arrived at its destination.


“I see that we live on the same floor, are you new to the building?” Asked the woman.


“No, I have lived here for a few years.” Replied Ylan.


“I see, do you work for Augamani?” Asked the woman.


“Don’t we all?” Said Ylan, which caused the woman to smile.


The two remained silent for the rest of the trip, once the elevator stopped, and the doors opened, Ylan and the woman got out, as Ylan started to walk towards his apartment door, he felt a gentle hand tug at his shoulder, and he stopped and turned around.


“If you ever get lonely or need some relaxation after a hard day’s work, give me a call handsome.” Said the woman, who gave Ylan a card; and she left for her apartment as Ylan inspected it.


It was a business card, showing the woman scantily clad in a very arousing pose. She was a sex worker, and the card listed her services and her personal computer number. Smiling, Ylan placed the card in his pocket and started to walk towards his apartment door, which was in the opposite direction of where the woman was walking towards. After a short time, Ylan arrived; and he scanned the door scanner with his corporate-issued personal computer. It unlocked, and Ylan entered his apartment. It was tiny, not that great in quality, and somewhat boring in layout, the general Low-Level package, standard across the borough of King’s Park. 


Ylan was somewhat confused as to what to do, since he had several hours of free time now that the factory has released him for the day. The doubt did not last long however, since only after a few moments; his corporate-issue personal computer rang with a notification. Ylan pulled it out from his pocket and opened the notification, it was an alert from the Supplementary Education Association; asking if he could begin his class immediately, since he was now at home hours early. 


Ylan worked part time as a teacher of history for the Supplementary Education Association, a service to augment the education of children, predominantly the children of High and Elite strata families, the only families who could afford the tuition. Ylan looked at the class, and nearly jumped when he saw that it was a class of Elite-Tier children, this meant excellent pay, but it also meant preparing for a very taxing lesson, since the Elite-Tier families demand the absolute best of the best. Knowing this, Ylan responded to the notification by asking if he could have thirty minutes to prepare; the Supplementary Education Association pressed for a lesson in twenty minutes, and Ylan replied that he would have it ready in twenty. Immediately after messaging, Ylan’s corporate-issue personal computer alerted him that he was locked in for a lesson in twenty minutes.


Ylan frantically prepared a late lunch/dinner, since he was starving; and he started to eat it, all while viewing the details of the class. The notification said that it was a class under Gendered classification, which meant that the pupils that had a Male appearance were to be addressed as sir, while the pupils that had a Female appearance were to be addressed as ma’am. Furthermore, it was under the philosophic and discussion category, which caused Ylan to relax as he ate his meal. A philosophic and discussion class was not bound by curriculum, instead the class is led by the children, who ask questions, and the instructor answers them and educates the pupils with additional details.


It is the best form of education in terms of broadening the mind and increasing knowledge, it is however accessible for the most part only among the Elite-Tier families, who have the wealth needed to not worry about education for employment. Still, Ylan was happy with the fact, and he continued eating as he studied the additional details of the class.







	
[image: image]




	 

	
[image: image]














[image: image]





Chapter Three
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Ylan finished his meal after around ten or so minutes, and he threw the plate and the utensils into the washing bin, which immediately got to work on cleaning, polishing, and drying the plate and utensils, leaving them clean and dry at the bottom of the bin, alongside the rest of the cooking pots and pans that Ylan used. He spent the last ten minutes on setting up the camera and computer, all provided to Ylan by the Supplementary Education Association, making sure that everything was set and ready, and he checked everything several times to make sure of the fact, such is the service that Elite-Tier commands.


After that, he got dressed in elegant civilian clothing, issued to him by the Supplementary Education Association, which was stored in a bin that recorded each time that the clothes were removed, and each time that the clothes were returned, such was the value of the clothes than Ylan could only dream of owning. Once he was dressed and seated, with only minutes to spare, the holographic projectors installed around the computer turned on, and projected a lovely Elite-Tier apartment, complete with all of the amenities and decorations that one would expect from such a place. After all of that, and checking once more that everything was in order, Ylan notified the system that he was ready, and it immediately connected him to the Elite-Tier class, which was comprised of Elite-Tier strata children in their rooms, they were all early-adolescents, around 12-15 years of age.


“Excellent, a minute early, good day instructor.” Said a young boy.


“Good day to you as well sir!” Replied Ylan.


“Alright looks like we are all ready, let us begin! Instructor, I wish to start at the earliest time period that this class covers, the final days before the collapse of the United States, and the rise of the New States. Can you begin by giving us a rough analysis of the United States? We’ll add questions and comments as you speak about the United States.” Asked a young girl.


“Of course, ma’am; I would be happy to begin there. The United States near the end of its life had many problems, naturally all of the problems arose because of the heavy-handed anti-capitalist policies of the government, which is the cause of the downfall of all nations not affected by outside forces.” Replied Ylan, teaching the standard curriculum and analysis accepted by the Supplementary Education Association. 
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