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This story may not be an innovative stile. But it is a story that is urgently in the light. Man, and machine are already vying for ways. Yes, the machine is created by man, but under normal circumstances the machine does not misshape, does not feel envy or ill-will or hate others, does not lie, does not rob, nor subdue another's man wife. The well-programmed machine is fabulous.  So, in this brief story, it's a condensed version for now, I'm going to present the clash between the machine and man. And the machine will feel cheated and will act (according to the good purposes in which it was programmed). Come watch. 
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The year 2089 was still troubled above all by the greed and selfishness of men. China ran the world at all levels. She had already bought half a business world around the globe, and she didn't need military action to impose herself, wherever she went. However, the old European capitalist system still existed. I will present this story that takes place in an English company, located in Chelmsford, Essex, UK. The company was called Master Insulation and had a huge sales volume. Every workday about 90 TIR trucks loaded with insulation material for construction came out. About 30 trucks were also arriving every night with raw materials. The whole plant was robotic, only 8 mechanical engineers (six men and two women) worked in the facility to check the progress of the machinery (including the performance of the 102 work robots designated L + respective number), and also 5 cleaning employees. The great innovation compared to today was the fact that in the offices were not human, but also robots, managing all sales and purchases and all the progress of the company, called Kat followed by their number that went up to 22. There were only three humans in the head office, the director who was the owner, and two highly skilled specialists in computer programming and Kat observers. Cybernetics was therefore queen and lady in Master Insulation. The owner, Mr. Maldon, had an incalculable fortune, had a home in Miami, US, had a villa in São Paulo, Brazil, and a considerable mansion in Portimão, Portugal. However, he lived somewhat austerely for his socio-economic level, and at lunch (for example) he usually ate two turkey meat sandwiches, which he took from home, and drank a peach juice. He was an austere man. As for the Kat in the office, they made a cohesive and practically infallible team. Number 1 was Master Kat, who commanded and authorized all 21 others; the robots' internal computers worked in perfect harmony. If there was an external hacker that caused any system damage, Master Kat would stop the attack and be programmed to resolve all situations. The electricity at the plant also never failed because a Master generator was always in place, and all systems were programmed to withstand a brief blackout. The Internet was no longer reached by telephone lines, but entirely by satellite. Things were getting better, therefore with some peace and security.

However, Mr. Maldon, at the age of 63, was not very interested in outlining a great future for the company, thinking about selling (or closing) when he gets retired, 5 years ahead. He had already sent a few million pounds, company funds, to an offshore company and, maybe later, he would repeat it. He was English, but he looked like a Latino. Among those who had not liked the transfer of funds outside was Kat1, who saw that the boss had made a big mistake, preferably should have reinvested the money there, or elsewhere in another company. So claimed the Kat1:

—Strategic mistake, wrong transfer following old non-intelligent methods, my whole team has reproved your decapitalization policy, the right course of residential funds is to reinvest. We advise you not to go down the wrong and malevolent paths.

The powerful old Maldon rudely replied to robot Kat1:

—Shut up machine, it's my money, it's my company, I do what I want, what do you have to do with it? –Maldon was underestimating the robot, which was the boss and had resolutions for virtually everything, including attacking whatever it was, if the situation required it, he even had a laser-like pistol that could be lethal depending on the shot he wanted, as in the science fiction series.

Kat1 responded:

—My role is to manage well and in the best sense aimed at the greatness of the company, wasteful policies are not accepted.

Boss Maldon scorning the Master robot, grabbed a basket of papers and threw it at the machine, while shouted:

—Go to the fucking hell!

The robot turned and went into his room, while sounding:

—Retaliation not applicable. Sound not considered.

Mr. Maldon looked at the robot even more teased and added:

—Fucks sake!

In front of his desk Kat1 stood looking at the wide screen on the wall, colorful monitor of the 276 surveillance cameras of the entire factory. He noticed that the L83 did not move with due normality in the dispatch area. He communicated with engineer 5 immediately to go to the site and replace the robot coordination chip, located on the neck and easily accessible. He then noticed that the L29 had an abusive sticker placed on his back by a human and ordered L28 to remove the sticker from his colleague's back; which immediately happened. In the loudspeaker sound system of the entire factory Kat1 said:

—Kat1 in command warns, beware of contamination, external hostility can attack. Maintain your space without unwanted intrusions – and send direct (computerized) internal message to the command. 

Kat1 hated human pranks against his subordinates. The space was about work and not about stupid games. Only seriousness was acceptable there, in the sense of progress and well-being for everyone robots and humans.

In his pleasant office, Mr. Director Meldon was in meanwhile warned by one of the systems engineers, super programmers also working in the head office. So, he said:

—Mr. Director, with Kat1 we have to be careful, although it is a machine, it functions as an authentic human, and in the face of hostility can be dangerous; as you know he is armed and, in a contradictory and aggressive environment, can attack.

Maldon looked at the engineer's sly and retorted:

—...They got me a machine that by its own instinct can attack me! Fucking situation! We live in an unreal time. Is too much.

The engineer added:

— It's not a dangerous machine, just treat it lovingly.

Maldon smiled sarcastically, finding the situation absolutely ridiculous.

Master Insulation continued very well selling insulation boards mainly to apply between the bricks of the buildings, so that the houses would get warmer in winter and cool in summer. Developments (urbanizations) kept being born and growing across the UK, which made a huge profit to Councils (local authorities), with high taxes to residents, paid as a general rule monthly. On the other hand, for decades, popular movements have been fighting and campaigning against developments, which swallowed all the appreciated green country spaces. However, the Power didn’t care and increased urbanizations everywhere, continuing with low-rise houses, that tall buildings continued unloved (and also had their groups of enemies who fought them and found the use of cement an absurd thing). As the low-rise house grew everywhere and thermal insulation was fashionable, Master Insulation was guaranteed. It was also very well situated in Chelmsford, just about 40 miles from London, and in the economic center of the country. Sales were colossal, which were also a bit cheaper than in the concurrence. 

In the office Kat1 saw again on the large monitor something that disturbed him. Drivers waiting for cargo were moving off the zebra passing through and out of the flagged gates in front of the exit gates, and that was against the rules. He abandoned for a moment the great quantum computer that was used for internal calculations in total security (and other operations), and voiced again in the sound system:  

—Attention, attention drivers waiting in the dispatch, and all the gentlemen of assistance contracts, please move on foot on the zebra indicated on the ground, and activate the light signals, so that safely the gates open at the right time. Internal security is something we take very seriously, and we do not tolerate failures so that incidents do not arise. Also, if the fire sirens trigger, please proceed immediately to the nearest fire assembly, which is on the left flank of the yard, behind the smoke tent. Thank you very much.

Then Kat1 saw on the monitor the L19 being hit by a pile of empty pallets that fell on it and was again disturbed. He immediately sent a message to the L20 and L21 to help the colleague, and also voiced in the sound system:

—Attention, attention L20 and L21, colleague L19 hit by pallets, immediately assist the colleague and reset the pallets in pile; pass a few laps of tape around so they don't fall back.

And the Robots L20 and L21 immediately assisted the colleague, made sure it was functional, and restacked the empty pallets passing 4 laps of plastic tape around the stack so that they did not fall back and cause damage.

Looking at the large monitor, Kat1 saw another nonsense captured by a camera of a bathhouse granted to the visiting drivers, so that they could shower on the spot, if they so wished. A driver imagining himself alone started masturbating but was being seen by the Kat1 controller. The chief robot thought that nothing should be said in the sound system and put music from a drum solo quite scrambled and with a lot of crash of dishes. The excited driver
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