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         Article L-8535274 - Code L-17
   

         All Belgrame residents have the right to enter the Praegressus before their 30th birthday. The tournament takes place annually on the first day of summer. Applying to enter the Praegressus is a binding commitment. Failure to participate when summoned will result in immediate transferral to District X.
   

         Any resident who is victorious in the Praegressus will be immediately granted residency in the District of their choice.
   

          
   

         Matriculation Number: 1593
   

         Alias: Satie Wolfgram
   

         Sex: Female
   

         Location: District II
   

      

   


   
      
         The second explosion seems to be far away. As the sound fades, I try to work out where it came from. Was it from the east or the west? I have no idea. My ears are ringing and I can feel the blood rushing to my head. My white coat hangs open, revealing my Praegressus uniform underneath. I look over at the panicked crowd in the stands, which are collapsing beneath their feet. Their screams are lost in the air. I don’t even flinch at the third explosion. I feel like I am watching what is happening from afar, as my rivals and teammate rush around me. We are suspended in time as we watch the terrorists destroy our city and steal our spotlight. Smoke is rising now from the stands, flames engulfing the seats from which the spectators once cheered. I can hear gunshots all around me; they seem to be everywhere. Screams echo around the arena where just moments ago, we were fighting for our freedom. I had waited for so long to enter the Praegressus; it was my one chance to escape certain death and fight for a new life. I never knew how to thank the man who had got me into the tournament.

         After a grueling selection process, the candidates take part in a one-week training course. They are then thrown into the arena in District O. The Praegressus is organized and run by the Operators, who work in concordance with the Founders’ writings. No-one knows when the first Praegressus took place, so there are many different rumors and versions of the story. The tournament is held in a terrified reverence by everyone in Belgrame, and the participants are hailed forever as heroes and martyrs. And now all I can do is watch while this ancient tradition goes up in smoke in front of my eyes. Sirens echo through the streets, confirming what we already knew in our hearts. This is an attack; the beginning of a war. But as I lie on the battlefield with those who were once my enemies, I feel strangely calm.

          
   

         From the bridge on Avenue Talgrad, I watched the river flowing below, the water calm and inviting. Dawn was breaking over Belgrame, and I knew it would be the last one I would ever see. Despite my fear of heights, I wasn’t scared. I knew I could jump right at that moment and be swallowed into the late-autumn mist. I just hoped the fall would break me so that I could drown in peace. The icy water would quickly take my weak body under.

         I had been dreaming of this moment for months, convinced that there was no better way to end my life. I had tried to keep the dark thoughts from invading my head for as long as possible, but as time went on, they became more persistent, more insidious. I knew that this was the only way out. I had been assigned to District II and had become a Partner before I understood what was happening. I was thrown into an existence where my sexuality was controlled, and my one sexual partner for life was chosen for me by LeXuS. I hadn’t known what to expect, having never paid much attention to the Partners who had raised me. I realized quickly that I would never fit in in District II, nor in any of the other Belgrame Districts. I felt utterly lost and helpless, and meeting my prospective partner, Fred, just made things worse. I underwent training at the Institute of Belgrame, where the Operators in charge of the program paired us with compatible partners, based on our DNA. On a form given to us when we arrived, I had declared myself heterosexual, based solely on the desires that I had felt up until that point. Everyone had assured me that I would be paired with the right person, as the great LeXuS was never wrong.

         So it was dressed in my new uniform, my hair pulled back into a tight bun, that I met Fred for the first time, accompanied by my instructor, Davis. Fred was tall, with slicked-back hair and a neat beard. He had a cruel, cold look in his eyes that sent shivers down my spine. Together we underwent various tests and checks, including a lie detector test. According to LeXuS, if a couple displayed a powerful emotional connection, the relationship wouldn’t work. The function of the partnership was to raise Paidis, artificially born children. The connection between Fred and me was certainly not too strong. But there should have at least been something between us, some respect for building our relationship.

         I was nervous about our first sexual experience, overseen by a Worker sent from District I. We stood waiting in our spartan bedroom, Fred wearing a white robe and deliberately avoiding my gaze. He seemed at ease like he had been ready for this moment his whole life. The Worker instructed me to take off my clothes as she opened her tablet and projected a list of rules onto the white wall in front of us. The act was not allowed to last for more than 10 minutes. We were given consent forms to sign, which I skimmed before nervously scribbling my name. The Worker, her diamond-encrusted identity bracelet glinting on her slender wrist, asked me to lie on my back and spread my legs wide. This was it; Fred and I were both about to lose our virginity. The Worker offered him help, but he refused curtly, anger lacing his voice. Suddenly, he was on top of me, his robe hanging open to reveal his swelling penis. My hands trembling, I surprised myself by reaching out to touch his erection. The Worker nodded in approval. She stood by my side and got out a notebook, preparing to take notes. I could tell that her presence was annoying Fred, but as my fingers closed around his penis, it got even more rigid and he shuddered in pleasure. Fascinated, I continued, my cheeks burning with arousal. I wanted him to touch me too, and I hoped he would as I started to slide my fingers up and down his erection. He didn’t look at me as he groaned, a clear liquid seeped out of the tip of his penis. Seeing his pleasure made my stomach knot, and a wave of excitement coursed through my body. I slowly slid my free hand down between my legs. I had never explored this part of me before, and I was surprised to find it swollen and wet. Taking care to maintain the rhythm of my other hand on Fred’s penis, I inexpertly slid a finger inside my vagina. I jumped and immediately began to thrust it gently in and out in time to my strokes of Fred’s massive erection. He threw his head back and gasped, just as the Worker intervened. We had reached the permitted amount of foreplay for our first time.

         She told Fred to penetrate me, forcing me to let go of his throbbing penis and leaving me frustrated at having been interrupted. He straddled me, placing a hand on my breast as he did so. I tried to hide my shiver of pleasure, as the Worker had told us that this part should be mechanical rather than instinctive. I lay back and let Fred take control. I already knew that I would never love this man, but I liked the sensations he was provoking in my body.

         He stroked my breast and then pinched my nipple hard. A wave of pleasure surged through me and my back arched automatically. He touched me, checking that I was wet enough to receive his penis, which was now throbbing and almost ready to explode. This was all new for him, as well, but he didn’t seem nervous at all. He gently rubbed in between my legs, and then his fingers found a small button of flesh which the Worker told us was called the clitoris. I sighed as his hand made contact with it, feeling myself get even wetter. I was ready. I lifted my hips and Fred slid inside me. A brief jolt of pain was soon washed away by the intense pleasure of feeling his huge penis filling me up. I grabbed his face, pulling it towards me, but he pushed it away and closed his eyes. After four or five thrusts, he couldn’t restrain himself any longer and he came inside me with one final groan. I could feel that I was about to reach my ecstasy, too, but my anticipation was cut short by the Worker, who declared the act finished.

         Apparently, we had fulfilled the basic requirements and we were now officially Partners. I shuddered as Fred pulled out of me, feeling frustration boiling inside of me. I hoped we could continue once the Worker had left. I glanced at Fred, trying to get my message across. But he just shot me a look of disdain and left the room. All hope I had had for our relationship plummeted as I lay on the bed, my legs still open. My body was begging for an end to what Fred had started, but I didn’t know how to control this newfound pleasure that he had ignited in me. I wanted to discover my body and sexuality, but I knew then that I would never have the chance.

         Fred and I embarked upon a doomed relationship. Being a faithful supporter of LeXuS, he was strict with me, and I had no choice but to submit to him. The walls of our two bedroomed house quickly seemed to close in on us, suffocating us, even without Paidis in the picture. Although forced to be together, we began to lead separate lives, cut off in our worlds. And then the arguments started; insults were hurled and feelings were hurt. And then the words turned into violence.




OEBPS/images/9788726638929_cover_epub.jpg





