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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-8963 – Code 26

         The Guardians of Justice have a duty to uphold and enforce LeXuS laws. Guardians may be granted a temporary exemption from their responsibilities in order to participate in the Anachoris in District I.

         Guardians serve for life unless dismissed under extraordinary circumstances by a permanent Operator. Abandonment of a post as a Guardian is punishable by life imprisonment or death.

          
   

         Matriculation number: 9224

         Alias: Azad Sheere

         Sex: Male

         Location: District III

          
   

         In Belgrame, there is no blood on the Operators’ hands. But the hands of myself and my colleagues are dripping red. As Guardians of Justice, death is part of our daily routine. Dead bodies no longer shock me or make me sad; they have become ordinary, commonplace objects. They are no longer people to me, just things to be disposed of. At least, that’s what I tell myself every day as I do LeXuS’ bidding, trying to avoid my guilt and put the blame on my job, not on myself. At first, this seemed impossible; I was Azad, the Guardian. My job was part of my identity, and I had no distance or concept of who I was outside of it. It took me years of working as a servant for the Operators, doing their dirty work, to get some distance from my actions. I don’t really have a way of coping when missions get too hard, emotionally, or physically. I have simply accepted my role as a glorified henchman. I do everything that LeXuS asks of me, without any glory or privileges. I am just a product of LeXuS, and I must be content to honor and serve it. I have no personality; I don’t even feel like a person. I am simply a matriculation number disguised as a soldier. I am a disposable body in a battle.

         Although I feel invisible and replaceable, to the Belgrame residents, I am the monster hiding under the bed. I haunt them from the shadows, making them second guess their every move. They remind my colleagues and me that we actually exist. Devout LeXuS followers are not impressed by, or even really aware of the Operators, who pull the strings from far away in District O. The Guardians are a constant presence in Belgrame; on the streets, in offices and shops, even in homes. We enforce the rules from the top, using terror as our weapon. And we never question our actions. During my first months as a Guardian, I used to wish I was a robot so that I could block out the terror that I witnessed and caused every day.

         I still wish I was a robot today, as I stand in the thick fog of the cold November morning. The falling snow wipes away the metaphorical blood that was spilled last night. Metaphorical, because we never use guns or knives in our cullings. My movements are automatic as I help my colleagues pile the thirty-or-so dead bodies onto a truck bound for the crematorium. The Operators are adamant that Belgrame citizens must not see what happens to the rule-breakers. The threat is invisible, which makes it all the more pervasive. There are rumors about what happens to those who defy LeXuS, but no one knows for sure. No one except us, of course.  You would think that I would be used to seeing hanged bodies by now. I am not, but not for emotional reasons. It is merely that I don’t look at them, and so to me, they don’t exist. This is my way of coping; it’s how I avoid imagining that they were once living and breathing like me. I am not allowed to ask what the people did to deserve such an end, and if I see someone I know, I keep quiet and swallow my pain. If I don’t, I could be next. Of all my duties as a Guardian, the cullings are the most difficult. The night before, a list of matriculation numbers is sent to the headquarters of the Guardians of Justice and is then distributed to the relevant unit commanders. We are not all called up for duty every time, as we are on rotation. But last night, it was my turn, and I was told to report to my base in the northern zone of District III. I knew what was coming. We were given the list of thirty-one matriculation numbers, and we set off in ten black vans with tinted windows. Our mission was clear; the enemies of LeXuS that we picked up were to be hanged. Enemies of LeXuS are those who have defied LeXuS in such unforgivable ways that they must be immediately executed. Other criminals have the right to a trial and can avoid the death penalty. Their crimes are usually related to engaging in non-LeXuS-approved sex, sexual relationships with superiors, or abuse of Workers. These are some of the worst crimes. And I am guilty of one.

         From when I was a young child, the LeXuS regime was drilled into me by my Partners. I tried my best to understand what this meant for me and how I was expected to behave, especially when it came to sex. I didn’t really understand at the time how it all worked; sex was an abstract concept. We were also taught about the different Districts and roles within them. We learned about the ways in which residents were punished for certain crimes, depending on which District they were from. I only fully began to understand the rules and my place within them one cold night in January, when Julietta, my Paidi sister, got into my bed. All these years later, my memories of that night are blurred, but the emotions and sensations are still crystal clear.

         Sometimes I think I might have imagined the whole thing. Without warning or invitation, Julietta lay down beside me in my small single bed. Just hours before, we had been discussing LeXuS, and I knew that she didn’t understand the rules any better than I did. But we both knew that what we were about to do was not allowed. We were young, but not immune to desire. I had already turned 18. With hindsight, I don’t think Julietta really knew what she was doing as she slid her hand under my sheet and down my lean torso. I didn’t stop her, and soon she found my penis, which hardened almost instantly at her touch. I recognized the feeling from my morning erections, which I had never attempted to relieve. I stayed quiet, overcome by the delicious pain of anticipation as she started to stroke my penis with her inexperienced hands. But she didn’t stop there. As her head disappeared beneath the sheet, I almost came in her hand, overwhelmed by excitement. Then, I felt her warm, wet mouth close over my erection, and she started to lick, inexpertly but doggedly.
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