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The day was beautiful, more beautiful than other days. The sky was clear and the clouds looked like absorbent cotton, fluffy and white, white as white. In fact, the weather was so nice that she wanted to stay longer in that garden. 

The cool breeze made her close her eyes and she was ready to enjoy the pleasant and comfortable temperature. She adjusted her kimono-like but bright red cloth jacket. He stayed a while longer. 

He felt a little warmth from the sun's rays that afternoon. She didn't bother because it was something delicate, like a caress. He opened his eyes again and found the grass green, shining, and the movement of the leaves of the trees. It looked like the scene of something beautiful. 

She felt like crying when she realized that her reality was completely different. She tried to cling to the kimono and squash herself between her arms and knees. She wanted the world to be consumed and take her too. She wanted to run and get lost in the forest, just as a few girls like her did... But it wasn't possible. Despite that idyllic panorama, that was her prison. 

She stayed there until she felt a hand on her shoulder. 

-It's time to go in, Eris. Then you can come out, in the evening. 

They always told her the same thing and it was always the same. They left her locked up and far from that sky, that breeze, that green that she loved to admire so much. 

She stood up with her head down, tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and set out to follow that woman dressed in closed gray. She turned in a moment, wishing something would take her away from there. 

-The class has already started but I told the teacher to let you in a little later. I know that things will change soon for you and that you need time to understand what is happening. 

That woman with the gray clothes and stern expression turned out to be the director of one of the "Women's Education Institutes". Eris hated the title and everything it stood for. She hated it down to her bones.

-You are fortunate because you will be the companion of brave and warrior men. Not everyone has the same opportunity as you and you have to be grateful, always. You will have an affluent life full of opportunities. Wow, what incredible luck, don't you think?

Eris just nodded because she was really stubborn about it. From the day she entered that place, she immediately thought that her life was miserable until the end. 

The truth is that Eris was one of the many girls who were trained in the IEM type academies (or La Cría, as it was commonly called among the people), organizations that were formed after the world cataclysm and that was determined to gather the female population to be limited to their main function... But to understand this, we must go by parts. 

For many years, environmental specialists had been warning of the dangers of the consequences of climate change. Of course, this did not even cause the concern of certain important governments. The world was slowly sinking into the arrogance that everything would be fine. 

But that was just the tip of the iceberg. Some nations were turning on each other, ready to deploy their most potent weapons. Alongside this, an economic collapse seemed imminent. Yet again, humanity took it for granted that all would be well, that problems would be solved at the snap of a finger. 

The world was given over to the banal. The only important thing were those empty television programs where people seemed transformed by operations to pass themselves off as people with common problems. Falsehood was the order of the day. 

That was almost a kind of smokescreen to hide something truly sinister. One of the world's leading terrorist organizations began work on a weapon far more powerful and lethal than nuclear bombs. One that would be capable of wiping out a large part of the population. 

As time went by, it turned out to be a powerful chemical weapon that had already been tested in locations in the Middle East. The results were satisfactory and it would not be long before it was put into action. 

In the meantime, the intelligence services of the major nations detected these macabre intentions and stepped forward to try to stop the plans. Of course, that involved a series of measures that put the welfare of mankind at risk.

Scale models of nuclear bombs were made with punctual but more or less disastrous effects as when they were launched in World War II. Thus, it was thought that all was well, in order. The testing of chemical bombs in the Middle East ceased and at last there seemed to be some optimistic air in the midst of the situation. Again, everything seemed to be in perfect order. 

However, the worst always happens at the least expected moments. The so called chemical bomb was armed with enough to cause enormous chaos. So much so that 95% of the female population was completely wiped out. 

The main purpose of the bomb was another, to cause enough damage to decimate the male population first. But for some reason, the effects were devastating for women. 

More than half of the population died in a matter of seconds and an alert was raised to capture the culprits to proceed with their execution. Investigations went on for a long time until the culprits were found. They were caught and brought to justice. 

Amidst all the chaos of the bomb, the clashes, climate change and economic crisis were the ingredients to cause an unprecedented conflict. The Earth was on its way to certain destruction. 

However, great tycoons and politicians teamed up to start an unprecedented renaissance. In that way, the great contributions would be enough to slowly lift the destruction that had been left behind.

Of course, it was to be expected that the social and political dynamics would change completely. Things would not be remotely similar in the past. 

Due to the vulnerable state of women and the need to repopulate the Earth, the survivors would be confined to training and preparation centers to be paired with important men. In short, they would only live to serve and bear children. 

In the early days there was serious resistance from feminist associations, but they were all relegated to the background or crushed by the power of the bureaucracy. There was no escape or worthwhile option. 

Thus, little by little, such centers were set up. The staff recruited girls from the age of six so that their learning process would be easier from infancy.  

Thus, hundreds of girls and young women were trained to become perfect wives. They were to be cordial, good housewives, enlightened so that they would have a topic of conversation and, of course, fertile so that they could bear sons and, above all, daughters.

Being born a woman in such a world could be horrible or good depending on the case. In some cases, the aftermath of the chemical war left many women infertile, so they were exclusively in charge of being teachers or trainers. 

One of them was the director of La Cría where Eris was located. She was a woman of iron will and extremely strict. According to her, she had this attitude to ensure that the girls were educated and well-behaved. 

In view then of the aftermath, it was agreed that the girls would not contract only one husband but several, in order to increase the probability of offspring. At first it was thought that this would be too radical a change, but it was later concluded that it was rather convenient. The future of the Earth was housed in the wombs of these girls. 

Things worked that way for centuries. In fact, Eris' mother was a woman who married seven men, most of them girls. She was the youngest before she died of complications in childbirth. So, Eris never got to know her mother. 

Her father, on the other hand, was a high-ranking general in the army. A blunt, cold-hearted guy capable of difficult maneuvers to keep the peace. Because, of course, conflicts kept occurring from time to time. 

On the other hand, Eris' father was known for not having paid too much attention to his children. They didn't care if they came or went. But everything changed when he saw the dark, slanted eyes of the youngest of his children. 

Big and bright, with a half-smile and her little hand reaching for one of his big fingers. Eris' father was melted by the baby. Perhaps he smiled for the first time in a long time when he had that contact. He was so moved and touched that he didn't know how to act. 

Time passed and he realized that she looked exactly like her mother. She was charming, sweet and always smiling. Yes, she was the light in his eyes. 

However, he felt terrified for his daughter's future, he knew she would end up in a Brood, far away from him. So, he made all the arrangements so that they could go far away from everything. 

There was an unforeseen event that changed all his plans. He was called to the front lines to fight in a conflict that had already been going on for several months. Although he wanted to return to change Eris' destiny, he knew he would never see her again... And so, it was. 

Her parents' wealth was distributed to her siblings and her. Eris, when she reached the minimum age, left home and went to La Cría, which was closer to her region.

The child's sweet personality was gradually placated by the orders and discipline of an almost cruel and gray regime. So much so, that she forgot her childhood years in that huge house where her brothers and her father lived. 

Eris' resentment grew inside her little by little, which earned her serious reprimands and punishments. She had to withdraw her rebelliousness and let herself be controlled a little in order to lead the party in peace. 

Every year she spent in La Cría, she was aware that her time for freedom was running out, she had less chance of escaping that hateful fate.

-Eris, we were just talking about the Law of Loyalty. Something that all of you will have to put into practice the day your husbands take from you. In truth, it is a unique, precious and ideal moment for every woman....

The voice of her teacher continued to echo off the walls of that immense hall. Eris sat in the last row and began to look outside. The bright, clear, beautiful sky began to turn gray little by little. The clouds were tinged with black and loud flashes of lightning began to sound. It looked like a panorama of what his future would be like. 

Although he wanted to look outside longer, he turned his head to look at the rest of his class. Girls of all shapes and colors were repeating the articles of the Law of Loyalty, a sort of compendium of rules of behavior and duties that every woman in the post-apocalyptic era had to adopt. 

The first time she heard that litany, she felt an enormous horror, practically the woman was unable to express herself freely, to say her ideas or opinions. She was limited to a duty that seemed to have no end and to which she would have to be a slave until death. 

-A good wife does not question her husband's decisions. A good wife has everything prepared to satisfy her husbands".....

The litany went on and on....

That night she lay on her bed thinking that her graduation was a few weeks away. She looked at the calendar on the nightstand beside her and sighed. Time was running out. 

She immediately settled back on the bed and remembered the moment when she was called to the management office. She closed her eyes and everything played like a movie. 

She was in a literature class when she heard over the loudspeakers that she was to go to the principal's office. Her chest began to race as she walked down the hallway of the place. She knew very well what she would be told.

Every step made her feel more and more discomposed and she even thought she would collapse at any moment. She stopped as soon as she reached the place, breathed for a moment and knocked on the door with a little trembling in her fingers. 

-Come in, come in, my dear. -She heard behind the door. 

-Good morning, Madam Director. -She answered as was the custom at La Cría. 

-Come in. 

She sat down in a chair that was in front of the desk and began to look straight ahead. The woman near her was stern, closed and hard looking. 

-I believe you already know that you will soon be marrying several who have served honorably in the military. For us, it is an honor that girls like you are in a position like this, being leaders and heads of society. -She paused slightly because the emotion seemed to make her vibrate. -Well, in your case we are still not very clear, there are some adjustments that we have to make and that are necessary to analyze. However, I brought you here because I know you are a little curious about it, I know you would like to know more about these sacred and essential unions for our society, that's why we were invited to a marriage this weekend. You will go with me and you will see how everything will be. I think it's great because I think it will help you prepare when it's your turn. What do you say?

Eris was silenced by that long litany of words that woman said. Although she would have liked to go alone, she thought it was an opportunity she could not miss. 
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