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  Chapter one
The Vote That Locks Forever


The cold television lights bathed the Senate chamber in an unforgiving glow, highlighting every curve of Barbara Sinclair's custom white-latex Senate jacket as she stood at the center podium. Michael watched from the family gallery, stomach clenching as the electronic tally board flipped to 51-49. His wife had done it. The National Fertility Restoration Act— his modest tax incentive twisted into a national chastity mandate— had just passed. 
The zipper of Barbara's jacket was deliberately pulled low, revealing the creamy swell of her breasts, the American flag pin on her lapel glinting like a warning sign. Her platinum hair, sculpted into perfect victory rolls, caught the light as she leaned forward to the microphone. A low, stunned murmur rippled through the galleries, but Michael couldn't hear it over the roaring in his ears.
Barbara's lips curved into a smile that never reached her ice-blue eyes. She tapped the microphone once; the sound echoing through the chamber like a gunshot.
"Mr. President, the yeas have it," she announced, her voice honey-smooth but edged with steel. "The Republic will be fertile again."
The gavel fell, each strike like a judge's sentence pounding into Michael's skull. Forty-two million viewers watched this moment live on C-SPAN. Forty-two million people witnessed the birth of Barbara's new America, a nation that would soon classify, catalog, and control men like him.
Michael's knuckles whitened on the brass rail of the gallery. The bill had begun as his brainchild, a simple tax incentive program to boost declining birth rates. Nothing radical. Nothing sexual. Certainly nothing that would lead to mandatory chastity devices for men deemed "reproductively inefficient." But Barbara had seen opportunity where he saw policy. She'd taken his tepid proposal and injected it with her own ambitions, transforming it into legislation that would reshape the sexual landscape of America.
"Jesus Christ," whispered Kenny Brennan beside him, Chief of Staff Voss's fiancé still wearing his Capitol Hill bro suit, blond hair mussed from celebratory backslaps. "Your wife is fucking savage tonight."
Michael couldn't answer. He was busy calculating the minutes until his political career imploded. His phone buzzed in his pocket. A text from Barbara:
Come to the reception room. Bring Kenny. You're the first demonstration.
His stomach dropped to his shoes. First demonstration? The implementation phase wasn't supposed to begin for months. The regulatory framework still needed development. Medical protocols required testing.
But Barbara had never been one to wait.
On the Senate floor, she leaned closer to the microphone, her breasts straining against the white latex. The C-SPAN director cut to a tight shot of her face, those icy blue eyes staring directly into the camera, directly at Michael, it seemed, though she couldn't possibly see him from the floor.
"Tonight, America," she said, her voice honey over broken glass—we begin enforcement."
The chamber went silent. This wasn't in the script. This wasn't supposed to happen yet.
"My own husband, Michael Sinclair, and Chief of Staff Voss's fiancé, Kenneth Brennan, will be the first citizens fitted under the new law."
Michael's knees buckled. Kenny's frat-boy grin froze into something brittle and frightened.
"Live," Barbara continued, her voice dropping to an intimate purr that somehow carried to every corner of the chamber. "Right now."
The phone in Michael's hand felt slick with sweat. This couldn't be happening. Not tonight. Not like this.
"Because leadership leads from the front."
The chamber erupted. Senators rose from their seats, some shouting approval, others objecting to the procedural irregularity. The galleries buzzed with excitement and shock. Phones lifted everywhere, cameras flashing, social media already exploding with the news.
Kenny grabbed Michael's arm, fingers digging in painfully. "What the fuck, man? What the actual fuck? She can't do this. Camilla wouldn't let this happen." But his voice trembled with the dawning realization that yes, this was happening, and yes, Camilla Voss, his fiancée and Barbara's closest ally, had almost certainly helped plan it.
"We need to go," Michael said, his mouth dry. "If we don't go willingly, they'll drag us down there."
"Fuck that," Kenny hissed, but his eyes darted toward the exit where two female Capitol Police officers had appeared, their latex-gloved hands resting on their service weapons. "This is just for show, right? Some fucking political theater?"
Michael wished he could believe that. But he knew his wife. Barbara never bluffed.
Across the distance of the chamber, her eyes found them in the gallery and held. The leash was invisible, but Michael already felt it tighten around his throat, his balls, his sense of self. He'd helped design the chastity devices himself, titanium, GPS-enabled, virtually unpickable. He'd never imagined his own cock would be the first to be caged.
"Time to go, Kenny," he said, pulling the younger man toward the exit. "She's waiting."
Capitol Police officers flanked them, making clear any resistance would be met with force. As they left the gallery, Michael heard Barbara's voice once more over the chamber speakers.
"The Senate will recess for thirty minutes while the first fittings are completed. The C-SPAN secondary feed will carry the procedure for educational purposes."
His cock twitched traitorously at her words, already responding to her voice as it had for years. Soon, that involuntary reaction would be painfully confined by cold metal, broadcast to the nation.
The officers guided them through the Capitol's marble corridors toward the Senate Reception Room. With each step, Michael felt the last vestiges of his autonomy slipping away. The bill had been his idea. The cage would be his punishment. And somewhere beneath the humiliation and fear, a dark, twisted part of him throbbed with anticipation.

      ***Crystal chandeliers cast a golden light over the mahogany-paneled Senate Reception Room, the air heavy with the faint scent of old bourbon and fresh anticipation. Michael's eyes immediately fixed on the makeshift dais at the center, two antique side tables pushed together and draped in black velvet. His breath caught at what lay upon it: two open titanium chastity cages, custom-engraved with the Senate seal, a bottle of medical-grade lube, and a small silver bowl awaiting the keys to his manhood.
Behind the dais stood Camilla Voss, arms crossed under her severe black leather blazer, her crimson lips curled in anticipation as her eyes locked onto Kenny. Michael had always found her intimidating, but tonight she radiated predatory hunger. Beside her, lounging against a marble column with casual dominance, stood Rex Hawthorne, six-foot-eight, shirtless under an open white lab coat, arms folded so his biceps strained the sleeves. The government's lead reproductive scientist, and Barbara's not-so-secret lover.
A small red light blinked on the camera mounted in the corner. The secondary C-SPAN feed, now streaming to sixty-eight million devices. Sixty-eight million people were about to witness his emasculation.
The Capitol Police officers released them at the door and took positions on either side of it. Barbara's voice, soft and almost affectionate, broke the silence as she circled Michael like a shark.
"Strip, darling," she said, loud enough for the microphone pinned to her latex lapel. "The American people paid good money to watch you become obsolete."
Michael's fingers trembled so badly he couldn't manage his belt buckle. The metal clasp clicked against itself uselessly as flop sweat gathered on his brow. Behind him, he heard Kenny's nervous laugh.
"Come on, bro, it's just like college hazing, right?" But Kenny's voice cracked on the last word.
Camilla solved Kenny's hesitation with a single sharp tug that sent the buttons of his dress shirt flying across the polished floor. "Let me help you with that, lover," she purred, raking her crimson nails down his chest before attacking his belt and zipper with practiced efficiency.
Michael fumbled with his own clothing, his fingers still refusing to cooperate. Barbara sighed dramatically for her audience.
"So inefficient," she murmured. "This is exactly why you qualify for the program." Her cool fingers brushed his away, deftly unhooking his belt and lowering his zipper. "Pants and underwear only," she instructed. "I want America to see exactly what I've been dealing with all these years."
Michael's slacks and boxers dropped to his ankles, leaving him exposed from the waist down, his cock already half-hard from the terror and the impossible heat of Barbara's stare. He risked a glance sideways and saw Kenny in the same state of undress, his larger member swinging nervously between his thighs.
"Babe," Kenny said to Camilla, attempting bravado through a trembling smile—this is just theater, right? For the cameras? We're not really gonna..."
Camilla laughed, low and cruel, as she ran a fingertip along the underside of his shaft. "Theater that ends with your dick in a box forever, sweetheart."
Barbara circled Michael again, her heels clicking on the marble floor. "Now, husband," she said, reaching for his cage—let's make you honest."
The titanium was ice-cold against his flesh as she lifted it from the velvet. Michael shuddered as she weighed it in her palm, the metal catching the golden light from the chandeliers. He knew the specifications by heart; he'd helped design it, after all. Three inches of internal space. Ventilation holes precisely engineered. An anti-pullout mechanism made removal without the key impossible.
"Look at him," Barbara said to the camera. "Already getting hard at the thought of being locked away."
It was true. Despite his terror, or perhaps because of it, Michael's cock had stiffened further, the head now glistening with a bead of pre-cum. Barbara noticed and smiled, a predator's smile that never reached her eyes.
"Good boy," she whispered, just for him. Then she stroked him once, slowly, clinically, devastating, her cool fingers gliding from base to tip until he was fully erect and leaking.
"Look at that pathetic little thing," she murmured into the microphone clipped to her lapel. "Sixty-seventh percentile. Statistically irrelevant." 
She squeezed lube onto her fingers and spread it along his shaft, each touch deliberate torture. Then, with practiced precision, she slid the hinged ring behind his balls, squeezing it closed with a soft click. Michael gasped as the cool metal encircled the base of his scrotum, already snug against his body.
"Now the fun part," Barbara said, aligning the tube with his now-slick erection. "Deep breath, darling. It's going to be tight."
Beside them, Kenny yelped as Camilla performed the same procedure with considerably less gentleness. "Fuck! Easy, babe!"
"Shut up," Camilla snapped, twisting the ring just enough to make him gasp. "This is what you get for that intern last summer."
Michael barely registered their exchange, too focused on the sensation of cold titanium sliding over his cock. Barbara manipulated him with clinical efficiency, pressing the head through the opening, then working the shaft in with small, twisting motions. His erection fought against the confinement, throbbing painfully as it was forced to bend and compress.
"Almost there," Barbara murmured, her breath warm against his ear. "You're taking it so well, Michael. Better than I expected."
With a final push, his cock was fully encased, the metal tube now housing his most intimate flesh. His erection strained against the unyielding titanium, finding no relief, no space to grow. Barbara held the lock poised at the connecting point, the last moment of freedom hanging between them.
"Any last words as a sexually autonomous male?" she asked, her voice carrying to every one of the sixty-eight million viewers.
Michael could only shake his head, words beyond him now.
The lock clicked shut with a sound that echoed like a gunshot in the reception room. Beside him, Kenny made a sound between a whimper and a sob as Camilla secured his device with similar finality.
Barbara stepped back to admire her work. "Beautiful," she said. "The way God intended men like you to be."
She reached for the small silver bowl, holding it beneath the lock as she removed the key. It fell with a musical chime against the silver. Camilla's key joined it a moment later, the two tiny pieces of metal now lying together like artifacts in a museum.
Barbara lifted the bowl high for the camera. "These belong to the people now," she declared. "The first of millions. By this time next year, every non-viable male in America will be secured, monitored, and rendered harmless."
Rex's deep chuckle rumbled behind them as he pushed off from his marble column and approached the dais. "Congratulations, Senator. A historic moment." His large hand came to rest possessively on Barbara's waist, his fingers splaying across the latex.
Michael's first involuntary throb against the unyielding titanium sent a bolt of pain-pleasure through his groin, his body fighting helplessly against its new prison. The cameras caught it all in 4K resolution, the flinch, the gasp, the flush of shame that spread across his face.
"That's right, America," Barbara said, her eyes never leaving Michael's face. "This is what redemption looks like."

      ***The humid night air hit Michael like a slap as they emerged onto the west steps of the Capitol. Floodlights turned the white marble blinding, creating an arena-like stage for their humiliation. He squinted against the glare, acutely aware of the titanium cage between his legs, the thin silver leash Barbara had clipped to his belt loop, and the thousands of phones rising like a constellation of predatory eyes in the darkness beyond the steps.
Barbara walked half a step ahead of him, her arm looped through Rex's massive bicep, her latex Senate jacket gleaming under the harsh lights. Behind them came Camilla, leading Kenny by a short chain attached to the D-ring at the base of his device. Unlike Michael, who'd been allowed to keep his shirt untucked to hide the bulge of his cage, Kenny was shirtless, his humiliation on full display as news helicopters circled overhead like mechanical vultures.
"Smile for America, darling," Barbara whispered without looking back at him. "They paid for this show."
The crowd beyond the security barricades surged forward as they appeared, a cacophony of cheers, jeers, and camera shutters. Signs bobbed above the masses: "LOCK THEM UP!" "FERTILITY NOW!" "MY HUSBAND NEXT!" Michael's face burned as he recognized several of his own staffers in the crowd, their expressions ranging from shock to barely concealed excitement.
A female reporter in a tight red dress broke through the press line, thrusting her microphone toward Barbara. "Senator Sinclair, how does it feel knowing your husband will never fuck you again?"
The crowd hushed momentarily, waiting for Barbara's response. Michael froze, the crude question hanging in the air like a live grenade. Barbara stopped, turned, and smiled directly into the camera lens, her teeth gleaming white against her crimson lipstick.
"Relieved," she said, her voice carrying effortlessly over the crowd. "Michael's purpose was always intellectual. Tonight he graduates to something more honest."
The reporter's eyes widened at the unexpected answer. Before she could follow up, Barbara yanked the leash sharply, forcing Michael to stumble forward. The sudden movement sent a bolt of pain through his groin as the cage swung heavily between his thighs, the metal edges digging into sensitive flesh.
"Fuck!" he gasped, unable to stop himself. His hands instinctively moved to cup the device, which only drew more attention to it. Flashbulbs exploded around him, capturing his moment of weakness for tomorrow's front pages.
Behind him, Kenny was having his own ordeal. A cluster of college girls in tight SINCLAIR/VOSS 2024 t-shirts rushed the barricade, their manicured fingers reaching toward him. One Capitol Police officer moved to intercept them, but Camilla waved him off.
"Go ahead, ladies," she called out, her voice carrying over the din. "He's public property now."
The girls squealed in delight, surging forward to flick the lock on Kenny's cage, their fingers lingering on the metal, on his bare chest, on the trail of blond hair that disappeared into his hastily fastened pants.
"Is it true they monitor your erections?" one girl asked, her phone recording every moment.
"Can you still cum?" another whispered, her breath hot against his ear.
Kenny whimpered, his face flushed with humiliation as his cage visibly strained against its confines. "Camilla, please," he begged. "This is too much."
"Nothing is too much for America's safety," she replied, smiling for the cameras as she tugged his chain, forcing him to turn in a slow circle for the girls' inspection. "Show them what happens to men who can't control themselves."
The crowd roared its approval. National news helicopters hovered lower, their spotlights creating harsh shadows that stripped away any remaining dignity from the men below.
Barbara raised
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