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Any attempt to rebel was punishable by death.

Trying to bring down the apathy, employing a more or less manual job to shake it off, however slight, was the last pain.

The disintegrators.

There the bodies would stop, of which there was not even the slightest trace ...
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He hated all this.

He hated Kronos, and he hated Alvia too.

Alvia was tall, beautiful, and black-eyed.

Alvia was programmed to love, to bear children, to live with someone like him, or better than him.

Everything was programmed on the Planet.

That's why he hated Kronos.

That's why he hated Alvia.

They both lived ... vegetated, slept or loved, but nothing more. That was what his Science had become.

It was not like this in the past.

Kelf remembered.

Three, four or five thousand years ago, it was not that way.

What about their cells?

What about the biochemical makeup of your body?

Hated it too?

Yes, there was also no other answer than that.

Alvia was white-skinned and rosy, Alvia was smart, the smartest in the Galaxy I.

A lot, but not enough to get inside his magnetic computer brain.

There was only someone who surpassed it, Kronos himself.

So he had to be careful.

The Being-Robot, or the Robot-Being.

That was the unknown.

A scientist with more than five thousand years of existence, who could move from here to there, at his free will, at his free will, but whose movements were automaton because everything was controlled.

Even the ability to love or hate.

Only hatred, if any, was beyond Kronos's will.

A will that was undoing the Planet.

"Robots", mutants, machines everywhere.

They loved, drank, went to the so-called cinema or theater ..., with performances and films controlled to the fifth of a second.

One hour to start and another to finish.

Program for lunch, dinner or sleep.

Empty fields, and full of robot machines.

They did and unmade as they pleased, sowing, harvesting crops, without a single failure.

Even the water in the clouds was controlled.

The rest, the beings of the planet, vegetated in the armchairs in the sun, on the beaches, under the trees, loving, caressing, kissing ..., but nothing more.

Time for love, to sleep, to wake up ... and to go for walks, long walks, tireless walks, and then go to lie down anywhere.

Like Frida and Volmen.

From there, I could see them.

Next to the fountain of the Great Central Plaza, in the shade, closely embraced ... Beings who were used for nothing more than to enjoy.

But what did they enjoy?

No problem.

They were ... unreal, even though their shadows were cast on the ground.

They had no feelings, no ideas of their own, because Kronos had seized them.

Exactly how it happened to him.

"Kelf, you have to do this or that" and he did.

"Alvia is very lonely tonight, go see her, Kelf," and he had to.

Hours to love, to enjoy, to laugh or sing; but all under an express order.

The Planet was invaded by the apathy of the beings that populated it, and Kronos had been the main architect, although he also had part of the fault that this happened.

Perhaps the oldest.

Alvia knew how to love, but her love was controlled, and Kelf didn't want that.

The Being-Robot or the Robo-Being.

It was ... the usual unknown, which jumped into his mind second by second, as soon as he was faced with one of those mutants.

But actually, there, on the Planet, who was the Mutant, the Robot?

The beings that populated it, like him and Alvia, or were they called Robots, who ruled everything, ruling their lives and minds?

Any attempt to rebel was punishable by death.

Trying to bring down the apathy, employing a more or less manual job to shake it off, however slight, was the last pain.

The disintegrators.

There the bodies would stop, of which there was not even the slightest trace.

That's why he hated Kronos, and why he hated himself.

Alvia could have children.

The Great Doctors of the Planet had told her when she went to live with him, but Alvia didn't want them.

He did not like the slow process or the inconvenience it would undoubtedly cause him.

That's why he hated Alvia.

Exchange her for another, for another being of a different sex to live with him?

He could, of course, but in his report to the President, he should give certain data, which he preferred to keep to himself.

Frida and Volmen had sat with their backs leaning against the retaining wall of the Great Central Fountain.

They looked into each other's eyes.

Kelf checked his watch.

They had exactly four minutes and thirty seconds left, then they would get up from there and, arm in arm, begin to walk away, taking the "usual" walk under the trees of the park.

Kelf knew that if they lingered for a split second longer than necessary, a Robot-Being would send them a warning.

The third, if it came, would be punished and, later, if the act was repeated ...

"What are you looking at, Kelf?

Slowly, he turned away from the window, turned, and faced her.

Alvia was beautiful and had skin ...

Tall, with firm breasts, or its equivalent, and her legs fully exposed, she was perfect, or at least Kelf thought so.

I was smiling at him.

"To Frida and Volmen" he answered, cutting off the train of his thoughts; closing his mind to hers, afraid that she might guess what her thoughts were about Kronos, about the future, and about herself. " They are at the source.

"Someday they will make a mistake" he paused, and approached him, putting his hands on his shoulders, while Kelf's went to his waist, pulling her against his chest in an almost irresistible way, and added ": When will you take me? under the trees, Kelf? They all do it one day or another, and you and I live together.

“But you don't want children.

"I hate them.

And kissed him, in contrast to his words.

Kelf said nothing.

His lips parted on hers, and he returned Alvia's caress gently. Then he separated her from his arms.

"Kronos wants to see you, Kelf" she said, as soon as she had.

"For what?

“Kronos never gives an explanation. He commands and we obey.

"Yes I know. And you...?

"I'll wait" she looked at him thoughtfully and added, after a couple or three seconds of silence, "I think for a few hours, we are going to get out of control.

"And you don't like that, do you?

"Do not.

"Why?

“You try to force me, when this happens. Time no longer counts for you, when it comes to me.

"And you don't want children?

"You know that, Kelf" she replied. Therefore, why always ask the same thing?

Kelf smiled.

White, rosy, amber skin ...

“I could force you. A complaint to Kronos ...

She approached him, undulating.

"You won't do that, Kelf" she whispered, her hands already on his neck, her lips tickling him. You will not do it.

"Why? Kelf repeated like an automaton.

Alvia stopped kissing him, took a step back and replied

“You love me..., and that loses you, dear. Come on, go, and don't make him wait. Kronos would be upset.

Kelf knew it was true.

It didn't bother him, not a little, not too much, but he didn't want that to happen, not for the moment.

He turned and, without answering, approached one of the walls; the panel slid back on its own, and in front of him, leaving enough space for him to enter.

He did so, and silently on its invisible rails, it closed behind him, and Kelf saw himself where he had seen himself countless times.

The Great Central Ship of Kronos.

Long and wide, immeasurable, with its own light that seemed to come from everywhere, and at the same time from nowhere.

Double row of mutants, of Robots-Beings, silent, manipulating the complicated mechanism of the ship.

Buttons, red and white, innumerable, as infinite as the number itself, screens that turned on that went off, running on wheels, gears, tape recorders, but in silence, in silence from beyond the grave.

He began to advance among the Robots-Beings who turned to look at him as silent as the machine itself, and he approached the general control panel and, with the expert's hand, began to manipulate.

In front of him the television screen lit up and he asked:

"Have you called me?

And the answer was:

“You are fifteen seconds and three tenths late, Kelf, and I don't like that.

"Yes I know. Sorry, it won't happen again.

But he was lying, and that, Kronos didn't know.

"Was it Alvia?

“No, it wasn't her. I delayed myself.

“You are lying, Kelf! It was Alvia.

Kronos knew it.

Kelf stiffened, wondering if he didn't know everything else as well, everything he thought of the Planet System.

"Yes, it was her" he replied, more than anything to break that silence that could still seem much more suspicious than if he continued speaking.

"Good. . Alvia, Kelf. It will give you children.

He did not want to contradict him, and replied with a single word, which in turn was quite a question:

"Y...?

Kronos was
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