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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 that 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 is 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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         The Outcasts of District IV are Belgrame’s protectors of morality. In order to preserve the delicate balance within the city, they are not permitted to engage in any sexual activity. The Outcasts must report to the Guardians of Justice once a week to undergo tests. The State dictates the rights of the Outcasts, who must spread the LeXuS word while maintaining strict celibacy. All transgressions of the LeXuS laws are punished accordingly.

          
   

         Matriculation number: 89673

         Alias: Lazare Sigcar

         Sex: Male

         Location: District IV

          
   

         My revolution started on my first night with him. As I reached my climax, I knew that my life as I knew it was over. Finally, I felt the pleasure that I had been denied for so long; his gentle hands on my penis; the rush of ecstasy; the orgasm that I had waited years for. I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to make up for lost time to regain my stolen youth. I have never forgotten how it felt to be penetrated for the first time, or the sensation of hot semen dripping down my trembling thighs.

         Since the beginning of time, or at least since the Founders created LeXuS, humankind has had faith. Not faith in a god, but faith in a message. A message in a book full of promises and rules which slowly and insidiously strip them of their humanity. I used to have that faith, and I was responsible for spreading it to others.

         In Belgrame, everyone is assigned to a specific District by LeXuS. LeXuS was created by a politician, a sociologist, and an economist, who no longer believed in humanity as it then existed. Now I think that they didn’t believe in humanity at all.

         All Belgrame citizens are defined by our genetic makeup, and we belong to one sector of society until the end of our existence. An existence controlled by the Operators, who act as echoes of the Founders’ voices. An Operator once said to me:

         ‘Faith in the Founders is universal and unwavering. LeXuS has restored the balance in humanity and freed us of our animal instincts.’

         I used to believe this. I used to believe in what the Founders created.

         But tonight, I have forgotten everything that my years in District IV forced me to believe. All I can feel is fear as I speed through the darkness in a car as red as blood, which is now on my hands. I race through the streets of this city of people blinded and brainwashed by dogma, not knowing if I will manage to escape or not. But all I can do is try; this is my only chance. I press on the accelerator as immaculate pavements and buildings flash by outside.

         This is Belgrame; impeccably organized and clean, yet devoid of humanity. The artificial lights of the skyscrapers sparkle, chasing the night away. I look to the horizon on the other side of the city, District O. If I can make it there, I will almost be at the border. The highest tower in Belgrame, where the Operators work, looms into view. Although they try to convince us that we, the Outcasts, are their superiors, it is they who enforce the rules and force the rest of us to submit to them. They are the reason why I have to flee from the fear and injustice of Belgrame. Without them, we would all be free.

         If I stayed in Belgrame, I wouldn’t even be granted a chance to defend myself, because Outcasts don’t have the right to a trial. I would be thrown directly in District X with the Wretched, where misery meets the failure of one of the largest dictatorships that have ever existed. I say largest, not worst, because dictatorships are already the worst by default. 

         In the beginning, I wasn’t aware of all of this. I had other things on my mind, and freedom seemed like a joke to me. I smile to myself, remembering how naive I was back then. My hands grip the steering wheel tightly, and I keep my eyes peeled for the Guardians of Justice or anyone else who could foil my escape. I can’t fail now.

         I have been planning this escape route for years. I have pored over it, tested it, and modified it countless times, but it is still not as foolproof as I had hoped. But it’s now or never, and it’s the only plan I have. I am doing this for the man I love and trying to be one of the lucky ones who make it out alive. I don’t want to die here. Dying in Belgrame is giving up. It is dying in vain.

         *

         I was assigned to my District earlier than most of my peers. It was the day of my 18th birthday when I received the STRAP; a personalized email used to deliver official State messages.

         I was still asleep when it arrived and the hologram bearing the news appeared in the bedroom I shared with my ‘brother’. The decision was final, and I found myself on my way to District IV the very next day, suitcase in hand. I was going to be an Outcast. I had cried for the whole of the previous night, even though I didn’t know precisely what the Outcasts did. All I knew was that none of my peers wanted to be one. We all knew the basic principle that Outcasts were not permitted to have any sexual contact. None at all, not even for fun. The Outcasts were the guardians of chastity, necessary to maintain the delicate balance of human desire.

         When I arrived at the auditorium on Avenue Talgrad, District IV’s main street, I found myself in the middle of a crowd of other recruits, all discussing curiously what was going to happen. No one knew because the role of the Outcasts is a closely guarded secret, kept by both LeXuS and the Partners who raise us. Being an Outcast means never having an orgasm, even though we are the ones who promote the idea of LeXuS controlled sexuality to the rest of society. That is just one of the frustrating things about our role. 

         We were told that we would undergo training, after which we would receive our uniforms. The training itself was not what I expected. We realized on the first day that it would be difficult, the practical side more so than the theory. Our faith in LeXuS would be our only tool. An Operator, whose name I have since forgotten, gave an introductory speech:

         ‘The Founders gave us much more than just a book; they gave us truth. And all of you, the Outcasts, are the purveyors of that truth. The success of Belgrame rests on your faith and your conviction to preserve the memory of what the great LeXuS dreamed of. You have been chosen to spread this faith throughout Belgrame. You are responsible for the balance, security, and future of our society. It is you whom we cherish; you, the Outcasts. You have the knowledge and the faith that we all need. Spread it.’
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