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         Belgrame

          
   

         In a dystopian future, the city of Belgrame is governed by a set of laws called LeXuS. Under a strict totalitarian regime, sex has become a privilege which can be bought, sold or earned. Having the right to sex indicates social success, and due to strict control, sexual crimes have become a distant memory.

         Under the rule of LeXuS, the population is divided into six distinct Districts. The Operators (District O) take care of all matters of public service. The Workers (District I) attend the Institute of Belgrame, where they are trained as Sex Workers. The Partners (District II) live in either same-sex or mixed-gender couples. Their job is to raise the children of Belgrame. The Consumers (District III), who represent 70% of the population, have the most sexual freedom. The Outcasts (District IV) have no access to sex and have trackers implanted in their bodies. The Wretched (District X) are all those who have broken the laws of LeXuS.

         However, all is not well in Belgrame. A group of renegades are leading a rebellion to overthrow the LeXuS regime and grant sexual freedom to all.

          
   

         Welcome to Belgrame!
   

      

   


   
      
         The LeXuS Laws

          
   

         LeXuS, Article 1

         All sexual acts must be authorized by LeXuS, in accordance with residents’ status.

         Any resident found to be involved in a sexual act, not in compliance with the rules of their District shall face life imprisonment.

         All sexual acts can be bought, sold and rented, provided that the residents involved are eligible:

         The Operators (District O — eligible) are assigned a Worker, dedicated to their personal pleasure.

         The Workers (District I — eligible) are Sex Workers.

         The Partners (District II — eligible) have limited access to sex. They may only perform sexual acts with their Partner, chosen by LeXuS.

         The Consumers (District III — eligible) have total sexual freedom.

         The Outcasts (District IV — ineligible) do not have access to sex.

         The Wretched (District X — ineligible) do not have access to social interaction.
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         Article M-5367 – Code 39

         All Belgrame residents assigned to District X are stripped of all physical and moral rights, regardless of the nature of their crime or severity of their punishment.

         The State grants all residents accused of a crime a fair trial. Transferrals to other Districts can only be granted by an Operator.

          
   

         Matriculation number: X3517

         Alias: Lucresia Verona

         Sex: Female

         Location: District X

          
   

         Tybolt, my cellmate, my friend, my lover, was declared missing this morning. In District X, ‘declared missing’ is a euphemism for ‘dead’, or something even worse. I don’t want to know what has happened to him. My grief is smothering me, making me feel so heavy that I physically can’t get out of bed. I am trapped in this sterile cell, enclosed inside its padded walls. But still, I’m convinced that the Wretched are better off than the Consumers in District III. That’s where I came from. Here we have no right to any form of sex and no freedom at all. We are fitted with microchips that track our every move, and we are watched around the clock.  We follow a strict timetable, where every action is planned down to the second. I am used to this robotic, monotonous routine. I am used to everything, but I don’t know how I can get used to living without Tybolt.

         Yesterday, his last day here before he disappeared, I assured him that I would never leave District X. No one leaves District X. Earlier that day, I was told that I had an appointment with a lawyer from District O, a high-ranking Operator. I know that the possibility of freedom is merely an illusion of democracy in this totalitarian state. It is impossible. But still, I’m going to go to the meeting, even though the idea that I could have a fairer trial than the one which landed me here, is perhaps a naïve one. I had lost my first trial before I even entered the courtroom. There were three charges against me, one of which wasn’t even official. Before his disappearance, I could tell that Tybolt was worried about something, but he told me it had nothing to do with me. Now that he is gone, I am sure that he somehow knew what was going to happen. He just didn’t want to mix me up in it.

         So now I would rather be locked up in this cell for the rest of my life than have to go on trial again and face the man who put me here. I would prefer to live forever as one of the Wretched, stripped of my rights; rights, not privileges, those don’t exist in Belgrame. Over the past few months, my nightmares have become less frequent, and I’m sleeping better every day.

         I still have a long way to go, but at least it’s something. Even though I know, I’ll never forget what happened to me. My body is adapting and healing, thanks to Tybolt. I owe him so much. How am I going to manage without him?

         In preparation for the meeting with the lawyer, I have written an account of what happened to me, rather than a speech in my defense. I want him to hear the truth more than I want to be defended or acquitted. In the eyes of lawyers, the LeXuS laws are always right, and all guilt is decided by consulting them. I have to convince the lawyer of my persistence, but also of my humility. 

         Around my neck, I wear a necklace, the same as all the other Wretched, upon which the date of my incarceration is engraved. All contact with the management of our secure facility is made by electric pulses, transmitted through the necklace. I have no contact with the outside world and no visitors. In Belgrame, once citizens are found guilty of a crime, they cease to exist in the eyes of their friends or those close to them. Belgrame residents have a capacity for the indifference which never ceases to amaze me. They are like robots who can ‘reprogram’ their memories when it suits them. It’s chilling. Maybe that’s what I should do to forget Tybolt. The lawyer has asked me for a summary of my life, from the day I was assigned my role until now.

         I suppose he wants to get a better idea of my state of mind. Is he looking for a sign of redemption or an excuse for my behavior? Tybolt encouraged me to write my story down. It was brief, as I am not yet 30 years old, but far from boring. I thought I had written only the most important events, but as I re-read the papers now, I find many of the details to be anecdotal, even insignificant. I am sure that no judge, however understanding, will be convinced by it. So, I must re-explore the last three years. I have to tell my story again and catch the details that I neglected the first time. This is my last chance to get out of here, but I’m not sure if it’s worth fighting for a future without Tybolt. In District X, it is a rare sight to see someone as old as forty. Most people are ‘declared missing’ long before that. But writing my story again will give me a welcome distraction. I’ll think about Tybolt after the meeting, and how I can try to find or forget him.

          
   

         *
   

          
   

         Lying on my back on the soft silk sheets, I tried to regain control of my body. The Worker that I had been sent was an expert in her field, that was clear, and her methods had blown my mind. When she first knocked on my door, I started to panic. I had been expecting her, but I hadn’t adequately prepared myself for what was about to happen. I didn’t even remember her name, although I had been told it when the booking was confirmed. I only remembered that it was made up of mostly ‘A’ sounds, like all the District I names. She made me sign a consent form on her tablet, as well as a declaration of my virginity. It was true. I had never had any kind of sexual contact before. The LeXuS laws were clear on the subject. For this, my first time, I knew I had to abide by the protocol, especially seeing as I had enlisted the services of a Worker, which would be paid for by my insurance. I was entitled to one sexual position, penetration (if desired), and one orgasm. Everything was timed to happen within 15 minutes. If this time limit was exceeded, the extra time would be charged to my account. I was at the start of my career, and my salary was modest, but I was ready to pay whatever I had to. I had no idea how long it would take me to reach orgasm, but I knew that I wanted to. 
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