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“Good morning students,” Dean Alisa Wright
said through the microphone. When it didn’t travel through the
entirety of the large room he paused and went to adjust the speaker
system.

“Good morning,” she repeated, her voice now
booming throughout the room. Several of the students winced at the
volume but she ignored them. They probably hadn’t of been exposed
to the concussion of grenades anyways. Just kids, granted adults
now, but kids in her mind.

Dean Wright droned on with the usual babble
about the university and how it was still welcoming back those who
had fought in the third great war, World War III as some were
calling it. Those who had fought it just called the war hell.
Several students began to nod off and others turned their attention
towards the glowing screens of their phones. Levi turned to his
fine, broad military education and proceeded with his favorite
skill, zoning out while still seated upright and looking at the
dean.

When she finally ended with the droning, Levi
let himself snap out of the daze and turned his attention towards
her, curious as to why she’d interrupted classes to assemble the
students.

The auditorium echoed with the clearing of
her throat. “So, as I don’t need to remind most of the people here,
the last war decimated our population. We lost many people, both
soldiers and citizens. For the last couple of years this nation has
focused on rebuilding infrastructure and restoring our economy.
With a semblance of the economy back in place and signs of
restoration to the world, our government is turning its attention
to one of the more pressing matters at hand. We simply do not have
the population to continue on with the needs of the nation. The
explanation is long and complex, I have copies available here
should anyone wish to read them at the end of this
presentation.”

She paused and let the students buzz a little
before clearing her throat again. “So, they have presented a
program to help create a new boomer generation. Certain old laws
are currently being wiped out in a bipartisan effort in order to
clear the path for this program. In short, the government is
setting up a breeding program.”

This time the buzz arose before she was able
to finish. Dean Wright closed her eyes and shook her head lightly,
with the look of exhaustion upon her face.

Levi rubbed his temples lightly as he
listened to the cheers of the young men in the audience. Already
some of them were starting to call out the girls they wanted. Truth
be told, all he wanted was the chance to go back to his studies and
ignore the fact that the hormone driven boys were already treating
their classmates like an all-you-can-eat buffet. For Levi, he’d
served with too many women to even consider them anything other
than equals.

“Anyways,” the dean started again, “You won’t
be picking your partners. Instead pairings will be generated
through a computer. Due to the severe loss of men in fighting the
war…among other things…it generally means there will be a ratio of
one male to three or more women. The men will be required to stay
around and raise the children. There will also be compensation for
participation, of which is covered in the paperwork. There is, of
course, more to this but I’ll let those interested discuss that
with the counselors and the rest of you return to class. We’ll have
counselors in this room through tonight and available in the
Newport building lobby tomorrow.”

With that she breathed a sigh of relief and
stepped away from the microphone, quickly making her way out of the
room.

Levi rolled his eyes at the idea, at the
moment more concerned with his upcoming test in sculptures from the
Renaissance period than he was with getting laid. Not that the
thought wasn’t appealing, but for the moment the thought of losing
his GI Bill for struggling in a course meant a little bit more to
him. Besides, from the looks of those who rushed towards the stage,
the program would have more than enough willing, young, educated
men that it wouldn’t need a wizened soldier. He shouldered the jump
bag and made his way towards the exit.






**********






A couple hundred feet he found the dean
leaned against one of the brick pillars of the smoke pad, puffing
away on a vape pen. Levi gave her a slight nod of his head as he
passed by.

“Not going to sign up?” she asked with a soft
chuckle.

“Nah, looks like you have plenty of
volunteers.”

Dean Wright let out a loud sigh at that.
“Plenty of kids with the look of a predator flashing in their eyes.
No thank you, they’ll get weeded out as best as we can.”

“So, you noticed,” he paused, making it more
of a statement than a question.

“Hard not to. Not that we didn’t expect it.”
She gave a little shrug and blew out a long puff of vape. “It just
is what it is. There will be enough tests to hopefully weed out the
bulk of the problem ones. Mostly though, they’re looking for the
exceptional ones. Either highly intelligent and high performing, or
returning adults like yourself. Some life experience, old enough to
be more mature about this, and more likely to not suddenly up and
leave.”

He grunted at the last remark and shook his
head lightly. “And thus is revealed what you’re really looking
for.”

“True. The question though, is what are you
looking for? Did you even look at the offer?”

“No point. The government’s already shown me
how little they care to make a reasonable offer. Or how little they
care to respect offers made.”

“Spoken like a soldier.” She gave a mock sigh
of frustration. “I suppose you wouldn’t want a scholarly life
anyways. Books instead of guns. Computers over muddy sleeping bags.
Sandwiches in a library instead of a pork chop doing the backstroke
in rainwater.”

He snorted a little.

“Just think about it!” Dean Wright called as
he began to walk away. She took another drag on the vape pen and
watched the vape fade into the atmosphere, already knowing what the
answer would be. Those who had the intentions for grad school knew
that funding was hard to come by. Someone had actually thought this
one somewhat through. Or at least, knew how to entice those they
wanted.






**********






Levi let out a little sigh as he sat upon the
makeshift bed. There was a part of him that was still not convinced
that this was a good idea. Still the thought of a quieter life than
the one he’d led on the battlefield lingered, content to continue
his studies, and perhaps even become somewhat of a scholar. That
thought was the reason he found himself seated on the thin
mattress.
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