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It was midday when one hundred and eighty two floors below me, five figures, no bigger than dust specks from my view, walked into the tall, white building I was in. I had been leaning against the railing on the balcony, looking out at what had become of 8th Block. Twenty-one years ago, I had sat on this very same balcony at the feet of my father and looked out at the city I called home. Back then, it was a thriving city with skyscrapers, prominent businesses, restaurants galore, boutiques that made up the finest shopping in the entire 8th Borough and a population of nearly three million. I remembered looking down and seeing people running left and right attempting to get to their final destinations. Some were running into the skyscrapers; others ran into the restaurants that lined the streets. However the majority of the population was just taking their time and walking along the 8th Block and observing the scenery. Out of the 12 Boroughs of New Elm, 8th Block was the giant tourist trap. The quaint little tourist shops used to sell mugs, plates, and even those little bells, all with 8th Block’s logo. There were always people admiring through the shops’ windows and children laughing. There was so much sound. There was so much life. But now, it was the complete opposite.

The skyscrapers were empty and their windows weren’t crystal clear like they had once been. Dust filled the window cracks and dark gray soot from the always-constant smog had attached itself to the buildings themselves, covering their faded paint and leaving them all identically the same color- the most disgusting excuse for a color, a gray that resembled the color of dirty snow that gathers along the side of the sidewalks and roads. The once vibrant 8th Block had been every shade from bright orange to dull turquoise but now, only one color survived and I hated it, much like everything else in Capital’s world. But what was worse than that horrible color, which made me want to go and hurl, was that 8th Block Borough was there was no sound. It was dead silent. No cars. No birds. No life and I am quite sure the wind wouldn’t even blow here anymore.

I know music existed in that old world; I had heard it. I knew colors existed there too, I had seen them. I even knew mass quantities of people existed; I had watched them hustle and bustle around 8th Block Row. But why did all of it have to go away? Why wouldn’t Capital let it stay? Why did Capital bring this horrid world to us?

What would my great-great-great-great-great grandfather think of this world? Would he be impressed by the rise of technology? Would he love how far humans had come? Would he be proud of what the world had come to? He may have loved the technology boom but I don’t know how he would be able to love this world; I don’t think anyone could love this world full of hate, cruelness and pain, I certainly didn’t. I bet the heads of Capital did though; they controlled everything and he who controls has the world in his hands and Doctor Michael Anderson had that. The evil bastard who had turned the world of my ancestors into one that even animals didn’t want to exist in, let alone people. But when there is one way of life and it is the only acceptable one, people reform, suck up their pride and deal with it. Well, happily, I was not one of those people. Maybe it was my Design but I was not happy with this new world and I sometimes wondered if I would be the only one to change it.

Looking out to the city, I glared to the far end of the 8th Block Row where a once dark blue lake had had been. It was still there but like everything in this damn and rotten world, it was that disgusting gray color and just looking at it, I felt like throwing up. It had been years since I had actually touched the water. When Capital left about five years ago.

I remembered my mother taking me out to the lake, when it was that gorgeous blue color and dipping my feet it. As I stared longer at the lake, I began to think of the world I lived in, or more specifically, the world I used to live in.

8th Borough had once been the epicenter of New Elm but after Capital’s relocation to the 12th Borough, 8th Block had become a ghost town. But don’t get me wrong, 8th Block had its fair share of glory days. The Noelle Building, a colossal, white stone building dominated the middle of the 8th Block Circle. With one hundred and eighty three floors, the Noelle Building was not only the tallest building in all of New Elm, it was highly efficient for hiding what occurred behind its closed doors. And it was behind these doors, that the world that had once existed hundreds of years ago vanished and Capital was to blame.

Roughly two hundred years ago, in the year 2576AD, the world that had existed, remarkably for that long, crumbled under the consequences of humans and their actions. It was then that the founders of Capital along with their beliefs took advantage of the defeated societies and planted their own ideas into the world. According to the history books, Capital wanted to make a better world and they had the plan to make it happen. They had the technology to fix and better the world that had once existed. Within a few years, Capital controlled the world. When people are at their lowest, they will believe anything and that is how Capital got its power and kept its power to this day. It’s hard to understand any other world besides the one that Capital had created and I often wondered what my ancestors would think of this world.

I snapped out of my history lesson as a sharp bell rang one hundred and eighty two stories below me. I smiled, turned my back on the disgusting excuse for a city and walked into room 182A. Out of everything in 8th Block after Capital’s flee from the borough, the Noelle Building—the place of my origin, the place of my creation, the place that started this so-called life I lived—was the only thing that stayed the same. This building, even with my utter hatred for it was the first place I’d ever called home. The room and all items that occupied it were one color but thankfully that color was not gray; it was white, Capital’s designated color. It almost made me sick looking at the white walls, white furniture, white carpet, and white tile. But, on the positive side, it wasn’t that undesirable gray that cloaked 8th Borough. I slammed the door—I wasn’t very happy to be here but something needed to be done and I was the only one that could finish the job—behind me and listened to it bounce off the frame. A gentle twitch ran through my body as frustration filled me. Stupid door. God, I hated this place.

The room before my eyes was exactly the way it had been twenty-one years ago. To the left of me, was the kitchen. I was surprised to feel happy when I realized that that time hadn’t changed it. A solid black granite countertop ran in a u-shape around the kitchen with a double sink underneath a small window. Across from it, on the other side of the kitchen, a thin but stocked full pantry. The same canned food that my mother had purchased on her last grocery shop, twenty-one years ago, was still there. It wasn’t safe to eat but as I looked at it, I knew that my mother had loved me even though she wasn’t supposed to since on the top shelf, four jars of baby food still sat. Looking at them, I felt a surge of hate for both of my parents and had to stop myself from running over there and throwing the jars across the beautifully, plain white walls.
I collected myself, focusing on the task at hand. I turned to my right where a short hallway led to a small bedroom and a smaller bathroom. If technology hadn’t gone the way it had, those rooms probably wouldn’t have existed but they did. They would have been my room, my bedroom and my bathroom. On the walls would have be pictures of my parents, the friends I would have, places I would have gone and even one or two of me. There may have even been posters on the walls but technology took the path it was meant and I had been robbed of calling this place home permanently. I cringed thinking about this place being a home to anyone. Floors one to fifty were the farthest things from homely. I didn’t want to think of what torture, what pain and what horror were etched into the walls of those rooms. I shuddered, getting my mind away from thoughts that would set me off. I quickly snapped back to reality and the five figures that were making their way up to my room.

I smirked, thinking of those idiots that Capital sent up to finish me off. They should have known that their attempts to stop me or even have the chance to see me would be useless. I let out a small laugh just thinking of them attempting to stop me. I wished them all the luck in this black hole of a world.

Deciding that it was time to put my little ploy into action, I walked to the kitchen and stopped when my eyes finally fell upon a slightly closed door. A rush of excitement quickly ran through my body but it was replaced with a sudden guilt that I couldn’t shake. I walked over to the door and gently tapped it opened with my foot. It creaked open and I walked into my parents’ old room. 

Everything was completely the same way my parents had left it and out of all the things in the Noelle Building that gave me comfort. Their giant mahogany four-poster was still standing, with dust on every inch. Their once midnight blue comforter had a good three inches of dust on it. I walked over to the side of the bed, hesitantly. As a child, I wasn’t able to come in this room. My parents weren’t allowed to form attachments but my mother did, later on in my life. Another twitch, this time a bit harder, shot through my body as I remembered my mother. Seconds later, my eyes fell upon a quilt, with a significant dust layer, in the middle of the bed with a small piece of paper on it. I moved forward and gently placed a hand on the quilt. Using my other, I picked up the paper and it simple said, “#15 4th Block, 4th Borough.” I recognized the handwriting immediately and began to shake. Anger, betrayal and guilt began to swarm in front of my eyes as I slowly pick the quilt up. So she knew after all these years that I would come back here. I wonder if he knew she had left this behind. I couldn’t help myself as I hugged it to my body. So, I guess she loved me in the end. Or she felt guilty more than anything. If she had loved me, truly loved me, why had she chosen this life for me? 

If love could be put on trial for what it had done to my mother than love would be found guilty of causing a miserable and extreme life for someone who never asked for it. Oh, my father was a great man and my mother was the puppet at his side. They could have chosen any other opportunity for me but my father had decided what would be best for him and my mother went along with it. 

I forced myself to snap out of what should have been my life daydreams and the parents who no longer existed and remembered that I had a mission that I had to complete. I walked back to the kitchen, where on the counter, a black backpack lay. I opened it, pulled out a small tape-recorder, placed it on the counter and stuffed my mother’s note and quilt into the bag, with the utmost gentle stuffing of course. Once I had successfully shoved the quilt in, I picked up the tape-recorder and moved quickly back into my parents’ bedroom and into their bathroom. It was a decent sized bathroom complete with bathtub, toilet and freestanding sink. I walked over to the bathtub, dropped the plug and turned the water on. As it began to fill, I pushed play on the tape-recorder and the sound of my own hums filled the bathroom. I retraced my steps back to the kitchen, finally stopping in front of my backpack. I unzipped the top pocket and pulled out five shotgun shells. I then proceeded to walk over to the pantry, knelt down, fumbled though the cans on the bottom shelf and wrapped my fingers around a shotgun. I pulled it out and smiled. Well, my father had chosen this career for me so they might as well have stocked their apartment well. 

The second I heard the door lock click, I flew across the kitchen and climbed into a kitchen cabinet that I had been specifically made to fit in, closed the door slightly and it was here, that I waited. My heartbeat slowed, like it had been Designed to and my breathing also slowed until my body was completely silent. I lifted the shotgun up and through the crack between the cabinet and cabinet door, I aligned it in a straight line to the bathtub.

The following second, I heard the door slam against the living room wall. I listened and heard four very different footsteps walk into the room. I listened as they stepped around the living room. I heard a soft thump as one of them sat on my mother’s couches. 

“Get up.” A commanding voice ordered in a silent hiss and I was happy to recognize it. Oh, it was going to be a wonderful and very good day. Obviously, these so-called assassins had no idea of what and whom they were dealing with. Anyone who was dealing with me should have known that my hearing was more than excellent and my ears would catch talking and the slightest bit of noise. But not these fools; Capital must not be preparing their suicide missionaries anymore. I nearly chuckled but caught myself. 

I looked out the crack and saw the four figures moving towards the bathroom and the sounds of my humming in a single file line. I forced my attention away from the four approaching what they thought was me and turned my senses, especially my hearing and listened for the fifth figure. It took me a few seconds to realize that he was climbing over the balcony. I heard his soft footsteps move into the dining room and stopped. It was Casey, the reason I was here. He had been Designed to be the best climber possible; Designed to be able to climb any surface and Designed to climb any height, vertical or horizontal. With such a simple Design, I envied him.

But my attention was brought back to my Design and what I had to do. The leader of the line was standing outside the bathroom and his passé was directly behind him. One shot, through all their chests and my mother’s perfectly painted white walls would be drenched in red.

Of course, I had planned this out and Capital should have known this. This was my Design, my genes, who I was and who I had always been. I placed the shotgun on my knee as I began to figure out how I was going to kill the four, who were inching closer to the bathtub. Any other person would probably not be able to do with what I did. I couldn’t blame them. If it hadn’t been in my genes, I probably couldn’t have killed anyone. But it was all I knew how to do. It was my Design.

I knew I only had a few seconds from when the buck shell left my shotgun to shoot another into Casey. I hated taking another Design’s life away but there was only one logical reason for him being here, he was with Capital now. We were such few since Capital had me eliminate the majority of them over the past year.  There were nine of us left, well eight once I finished off Casey and I was going to get hell for it later tonight. 

The leader of the line had raised his own gun and pulled the trigger but just a half a second too late. My buck shell flew out of the gun and ripped its way through four bodies. As they dropped like flies, I twisted myself around in such a way that a contortionist would be quite proud and shot another buck shell. It pushed through the cabinet and found its way to Casey’s chest; he didn’t even make a sound. As I watched from the hole caused from the shell, Casey tumbled to the ground, his face landing on the linoleum and his dying eyes staring out at me. For the first time, I literally felt sick as I looked into those eyes. I crawled out of the cabinet, took a few breathes then still on my knees, I looked at my parents’ room. Like I had predicted, the walls were deep crimson and blood puddles were forming on the white carpet. I had no intention of moving the bodies; Capital could handle that. They had a friendly clean-up crew and I would know; my Design kept their jobs alive. Without me, there would be no dead bodies to clean up. I was a functioning part of this society after all.

“Damn. I’m good.” I confessed out loud laughing, standing up and dropping the shotgun on the counter. I walked over to Casey and bent down next to his body. I picked up his face and looked into the brown eyes that were filled with surprise and death. And betrayal.

“You should have known that I knew what you were doing Casey. You can’t hide things from me.” I whispered, wrapping my hand around his throat. 

“But I wonder why you chose to do this. Why leave Chee behind? You do know this going to kill her. And what about IT? You’ve betrayed the very people who love you more than anything. What did Capital offer you?” I asked him tightening my fingers around his throat. His eyes began to roll back and I let go.

“Answer me Casey.” I demanded and he just looked out the door towards the balcony. 

“I guess we’ll never know Casey…” I told him as I reached into his back pocket and pulled out a small gun. I checked the library and happily found it full. I placed it against his forehead and looked at him one more time.

“Cross, you are a danger to society.” He choked out. I released my hand a little more to give him some more air.

“To what society? You call this place a society?” I screeched at him.

“You aren’t safe. I was doing it for Chee…”

“I assume you told them where we living.” I asked angrily. I was getting annoyed now.

“And let them know where Chee is? No, but I did tell them something else quite important. And I found something else equally important.” Casey grinned.

“What?” I whispered.

“I told them where to find Slider…” The moment he said Slider’s name, my body twitched and utter hatred for this poor insignificant altered human in front of me filled every cell of me. Not even thinking, I pulled the trigger and blew a hole through Casey’s face. I stood up, shaking. No, Capital couldn’t know where Slider was. I screamed realizing that Casey would go that far to hurt me. I grabbed the shotgun from the counter and began shooting around the room. The gunshots echoed around the room and joined my loud screams. When the shotgun was out of rounds, I took Casey’s handgun and went into the bedroom. I shot each of the men in there twice in the head. I normally wasn’t this violent but when I was upset, I just lost it. I screamed again when the last bullet entered the leader’s head. I kicked his body in frustration and walked back out the kitchen. I grabbed my bag, the shotgun and walked over to Casey. I knelt down his mangled body and controlled the urge to hurl it over the side of the building. No, that wouldn’t be nice; I had already blown his head off and that should be a good sign for Capital to know that I was still completely functioning and what happens to people who cross me.

My Design, unlike Casey’s was something purely evil.

I was Designed with senses that were unparallel. 

I was Designed to fit into a crowd and not stand out.

I was Designed to use my anger, frustration or any emotion take control of me and use those as a weapon.

I was Designed to defend myself and kill anyone who threatened me.

I was Designed to never miss a shot.

I was Designed to be the world’s best assassin, killer, murderer, spy; all of those mashed into one. I was Designed as a killing machine.

But my creators forgot one simple but significant attachment to my Design to place upon me. But when those idiots at Capital, twenty-three years ago, with my father by their sides, injected my DNA with traits a killing machine needed, they thought they had completely Designed the perfect killing machine. But they were only humans themselves; no Designed genes in their body, so of course they would make a mistake during my Designing. Humans are so greedy and they want the bigger package but forget that those little things matter. Capital forgot to Design a pre-approved conscience for me and that was their biggest mistake.
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