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 Chapter 1 – Ready to Rise 
 
      
 
    Julia Rahkan-Crawford smiled as she looked herself in the mirror. She looked the epitome of a powerful woman. Her blonde hair was tied into a bun on the back of her head while she wore a powerful new business suit. It was a medium gray suit with long sleeves and slacks. The clothes made her look strong and professional, while also not completely hiding her curves. Julia wanted to look good, but not slutty.  
 
    After all, she needed to project a certain image. Now, more than ever. 
 
    All throughout her life, Julia had been involved in politics. She protested when she was a teenager, championed social justice in college, and ran for local office as a Democrat as soon as she was eligible. Eventually, she met her husband Michael Crawford, who was also heavy into politics. Soon enough, Michael decided to run for President of the United States, and actually managed to win. Julia had never actually thought she would ever become First Lady, and it only propelled her dream of someday taking the office herself. 
 
    Unfortunately, things didn't go as planned upon moving into the White House. Michael was always a bit of a playboy, but she dismissed it as just bluster until it got out that he was having an affair with multiple secretaries while in office. The marriage could not be truly saved after that. Julia was disgusted by her husband and found him just as lecherous and chauvinistic as all other men. She wanted nothing more than to divorce him and leave him behind. 
 
    Except she couldn't do that. Despite her deepest wishes, her political career was tied into Michael's. Annoyingly, the American public didn't seem to care one bit that he was cheating on his wife. Sure, he became the butt of jokes and Republicans motioned to impeach him, but nobody seriously took him to task and many men seemed to look up to him. Worse, the public slut-shamed the secretaries into silence. As much as Julia wanted to break away from her husband, doing so would be political suicide. 
 
    It was clear American men had no respect for women. Julia was expected to stay silent and support her man, even when he was being a sexist louse. The media fawned over their daughter Barbara, who had blossomed into a beautiful young girl during their stay in the White House, and Julia seethed with anger when she saw multiple articles and letters from horny men who wanted to have sex with her. Many of the letters were horrific, talking about how much they wanted to use and abuse both her and her daughter's bodies.  
 
    After that, Julia became determined to break the stranglehold the Patriarchy had on America. 
 
    America needed to see that women were just as capable as men. 
 
    Feminism had to take hold sooner rather than later. 
 
    Once the Crawfords left office, Michael essentially retired and lived the easy life, making a couple speeches a month while otherwise lounging around watching TV. Julia, however, became a Senator as soon as she could and fought hard to prop up other female politicians around her. Soon, her district was overflowing with smart, powerful ladies, ready to get the job done. She became very popular in the media, and amassed millions of female fans, inspiring them to be more politically active.  Over the next decade, she ended up becoming more popular than her husband and a force Republicans bristled against. After all, the Republican Party was almost entirely made up of sexist and boorish men, and having a woman not only stand up to them, but successfully challenge them scared the pathetic idiots something fierce.  
 
    Now, a decade and a half after leaving the White House, Julia was ready to return. Feminism was more powerful than ever, with ladies taking government positions all across the land. Many men started to see the error of their ways and defer to the superior sex, but of course, there were still holdouts. There still hadn't been a single female President. 
 
    Julia's first few attempts at ascending to the highest office hit some roadblocks, as another popular Democrat candidate appeared and captured the hearts of the people. While she was annoyed that another man had been given the nomination, this new candidate was a black man, which was a landmark in and of itself. And he was actually pretty good at his job, not only helping to stabilize the economy, but getting high approval ratings and even doing his part to prop up women and empower feminists.  
 
    Though, like all Presidents, he was only able to serve two terms. Julia seized the opportunity and became the front-runner to replace her predecessor. This was her moment. Nothing could stop her now. 
 
    “You look ready to conquer the world, Mom.” 
 
    Turning to her left, Julia smiled at her daughter Barbara and hugged her. 
 
    “Thank you, darling. I couldn't have done this without your support.” 
 
    Barbara smiled at her mother's praise. She had gotten politically active as well once she came of age, and now she was ready to enter the field herself. Julia knew her daughter would become just as successful as her, and hoped she would become President sometime in the future. It helped that she was gorgeous, with her long, dark blonde hair framing her perfect figure well,which was contained in a tasteful, yet sexy, blue dress.  
 
    Stepping back, Julia took a deep breath to calm herself. Things were going her way. The American people were demanding a woman take office. The Democratic Party was fully behind her, even interfering in the promotion and campaigning of her political rivals. She had amazing name power.  
 
    It's not like the Republicans could stop her. None of their candidates were as well known as her, but they were all men. Sexist pigs were still plentiful in the country, so many citizens would vote Republican just so Julia wouldn't get into office.  
 
    Luckily, there was a darkhorse candidate that would make things easy.  
 
    Victor Triumph. 
 
    A loudmouth businessman, Victor Triumph was known for his bluster and for being a sexist pig. He made his fortune in the real estate business and spun that off into a successful television career, flaunting his vast wealth. Though he was in his 60's, he still looked relatively good, even with his horrible over-gelled black hair and slight gut. He had been married multiple times, with his latest wife being the immigrant Nadia, and despite his rampant sexism, his oldest daughter Uzvara (apparently it was Latvian for “victory”) staying by his side. He had joked about running for President dozens of times, but nobody took him seriously. Then, out of the blue, he got serious and actually launched a campaign, though as a Republican instead of the Democrat he was most of his life. 
 
    He was perfect. Triumph wasn't a politician, so he had no idea how the system worked. He was a boorish man with no filter, which would doubtlessly alienate wide swaths of people. Best of all, nobody actually took his campaign seriously. All the late night talk shows and social media topics mocked him endlessly.  
 
    Victor Triumph would be the perfect patsy for Julia's ascension. 
 
    Unfortunately, more serious Republicans despised Triumph and tried to sabotage him, but Julia had her own plans. She already sabotaged her other rivals, she could do the same to her political opponents. Thanks to her overseas connections, particularly with her good friends in Russia, she managed to dig up dirt on all the other proper Republican candidates, disgracing them from the field. She also targeted Triumph exclusively during her speeches, pounding his name into the citizens' heads.  
 
    Her plan worked. The idiot businessman actually managed to get the nomination.  
 
    Everything had fallen into place. She could coast into the seat now. 
 
    Tonight was the first Presidential Debate. The dumbass would probably make some half-hearted promises, while Julia would present her clear plan on continuing the good her predecessor started. This was going to be a joke of a debate. Just a mere formality until she rose to the top and brought about the Matriarchy. 
 
    Her birthright would not be denied. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 2 – First Debate 
 
      
 
    On the debate stage, Julia Rahkan-Crawford and Victor Triumph stood at their podiums, ready to begin the event.  
 
    “Thank you for being here tonight,” said the moderator.  
 
    “It is a pleasure to be here,” Julia replied. 
 
    “Oh yea. Ready to rock and roll,” Victor exclaimed. A few audience members chuckled as he poofed out his suit. 
 
    Julia rolled her eyes. He was already treating this like a game. No way Americans would ever vote for somebody like this. This will be easy. 
 
    “First question. The economy is trending upwards. How do you plan to keep it that way?” 
 
    Julia smiled and started off, “Well, I plan on implementing several new programs that will allow us to empower young women in the workforce, thus providing a blowback against arrogant men who treat citizens like mere objects. Studies show that societies led by women are more successful, so I believe it is imperative that young women everywhere be encouraged to reach their full potential and take charge.” 
 
    She paused as she heard a scoff off to her side. 
 
    “Is there something you'd like to add, Candidate Triumph?” the moderator asked. 
 
    Victor smiled his usual smug smile, “Unlike the good Senator over there, I actually have experience with running a business. Now, I'm not saying that women can't be in charge. I have many ladies who run my subsidiaries. My own daughter has her own success business venture. But not all women are suited to lead. In my experience, most are suited to follow. And they often look to men in order to guide them and tell them what to do. Promoting someone just based on their gender rather than qualifications is just asking for trouble.” As he said his last line, he sneered at Julia. 
 
    Easily getting the implication, Julia became irritated, “But we have ample evidence that corrupt, useless men control the top businesses in the country. They need to be taken down, and all things being equal, women tend to be inherently more qualified to lead.” 
 
    “So, you're saying men need to get on their knees and let women take over? That those women should benefit from all the hard work those poor men put in? That innocent men should be stripped of their power and fortune simply because of their sex?” Victor replied. 
 
    “No, I am not saying that,” Julia said with an obvious irritation in her voice, “I'm just saying that the Patriarchy oppresses women and that needs to end for our country to survive.” 
 
    “So, it's fine to oppress men instead? Wow, talk about your double standard, lady.”  
 
    Sensing things would just devolve if left alone, the moderator quickly interrupted things, “Let's move on to the next question. Immigration has always been an important topic. How will you address illegal immigrants coming into our country. Candidate Triumph?” 
 
    Grinning, Victor confidently answered, “My plan is to build a large wall around the border to Mexico. One that will stop the unchecked immigrants from crossing the border. I also plan on empowering Immigration Officers, allowing them to do their jobs more effectively.” 
 
    Shocked at his answer, Julia spoke up, “I can't believe you. You want to ban Mexican immigrants from our great nation? We need to support and empower them, giving them the chance to become proper citizens to our great country. Not to mention your plan would also punish legal immigrants in our country.” 
 
    “Now, now,” Victor spoke up, “Legal immigrants don't have anything to worry about. But illegal immigrants are a strain on our economy and taking away jobs from proper Americans. We need to curb this menace and give jobs back to the people.” 
 
    “You mean white people.” 
 
    Victor shrugged, “Some will be white, yes. But also black, Asian, and Latinos as well.” 
 
    “Latinx,” Julia spoke. 
 
    Victor looked at her with a quizzical expression on his face. 
 
    “Latino refers to exclusively male people of that ethnicity. Latinx is more inclusive, since it covers women as well as trans people,” Julia replied. 
 
    Stunned into silence, it took a few seconds for Victor to recover, “OK, whatever. Point is, illegal immigrants are bad and need to be stopped. Furthermore, most illegal immigrants aren't coming in here to work, they're criminals coming here to hide from the cartels or a part of criminal organizations like NS-12. They need to be stopped before they kill more Americans. These immigrants are criminals. Dangerous criminals.” 
 
    The crowd shifted in their seats. Many felt uncomfortable, but many others agreed with Victor. Sensing the crowd's reaction, the moderator interjected. 
 
    “OK, why don't we move on to the next question?” 
 
    Things went down similarly for the rest of the debate. Every time Julia provided a smart plan for sustaining the economy, enhancing Americans' freedoms, empowering women, or saving immigrants, Victor would retort with some half-ass logic and fearmongering. He provided no actual data to back his claims up, but he kept speaking in such a way that he had everyone's attention, while Julia struggled to get a word in edgewise. She tried to keep her cool during the debate, but by the end everyone could see she was very irritated.  
 
    After the debate, Julia was in her dressing room, fuming.  
 
    “That fucking bastard!” she said under her breath, gritting her teeth. 
 
    Not only did Victor continue to disparage the poorer sections of America, but he in particular continued to emphasize that men were superior to women and that the Patriarchy was indeed a good thing. She knew he could be a louse, but she wasn't quite expecting his biases to be this blatant when trying to appeal to all Americans. But at least she maintained her cool and didn't stoop completely to his level. She turned on the news network GNN to see how she did. 
 
    “Crawford was indeed the more professional person on the stage. She stood up there and showed why she is a consummate professional and a natural leader,” one of the female panelists said. 
 
    Julia calmed down and smiled at the praise. 
 
    Another panelist chirped up, this one male, “But you could see her losing her cool internally as the debate wore on. Rather than presenting her own ideas, she let Triumph dictate the discourse and if the debate lasted much longer, she would have likely gotten hysterical.” 
 
    Hysterical. The word used whenever a woman deemed to speak up about anything. Julia hated that word. When she got elected and introduced the Matriarchy, she'd be changing people's minds about how “hysterical” women could be. 
 
    Suddenly, the door to her dressing room opened. Julia turned around and was shocked by who entered. It was Victor Triumph! 
 
    “Evening, Julia. Wanted to stop by and clear the air a bit.” 
 
    Her brow furrowed as she stood up to the rude man, “I think you made your point very clear tonight, Victor.” 
 
    He marched up to her, and while Julia stood her ground, a part of her trembled, worried about what he would actually do. There's no way he would ever do anything drastic, but this man wasn't known for restraint. 
 
    Smiling, Victor looked the woman up and down, admiring how fit her body was despite her age.  
 
    “I just wanted to say how much I respect you and what you do. You're a strong woman,” he said, placing a hand on her shoulder. She tensed up.  
 
    Leaning down to her ear, he whispered, “But a strong woman is still just a woman.” 
 
    Before she knew what was going on, Victor grabbed Julia's arm with his left hand, her hair with his right, and pulled her into his body. Then, he leaned in and kissed Julia right on the mouth. Shocked, Julia did nothing but stand there for a few seconds, letting him have his way with her lips, his tongue invading her mouth.  
 
    Regaining her senses, Julia fought back and tried to push the man off of her. However, he had a much stronger grip than she imagined, and she was unable to pry himself from his arms. He continued to kiss her sloppily, cutting off her air. Julia squealed as she wriggled in his grip.  
 
    After several minutes, Julia broke free of Victor and immediately slapped him on his cheek, “How dare you, fucking bastard!” 
 
    Chuckling, Victor simply turned his head back towards her and grinned, “Come on now, don't say you didn't like it. Women like you put up a front, but you WANT to be taken forcefully.” 
 
    She stared at him incredulously, “You can't be serious!” 
 
    “Oh? There were numerous ways you could have freed yourself. You could have kicked me away or bit down on my tongue. But you didn't. You just offered up some token resistance. See, I know the truth. Women don't actually want to lead or take control. What they want is to be taken and controlled by a real man. Women who speak up are secretly begging to be taken down.” 
 
    “I can't believe you actually think that. Women are not your playthings!” 
 
    Victor just laughed, then stepped forward and cupped Julia's chin and leaned in close, “All girls desperately want to be nothing but sluts, and you're no exception. That's why you were so angry at your husband, because he stopped fucking you and treating you like you deserved to be.” 
 
    Stepping back, Victor let go of Julia's chin and placed his hand in his pocket. Turning around, he headed to the door to leave. Julia just stood there, fuming, about to tell him off for how wrong he was. 
 
    But Victor spoke up first, after opening the door, “You can blab about how wrong I am, but I bet your pussy is soaked right now. And tonight, you'll be dreaming about how everything I said was right. Ta-ta” And with that, he left. 
 
    Julia wanted to scream at the bastard for forcing himself on her like that, but she held her tongue. She didn't want to give him the satisfaction of confirming his ideas. 
 
    Especially since he was right about her pussy being wet. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 3 – Leaked Tape 
 
      
 
    After that, Julia went on the attack against Triumph. She figured he would be a pushover to deal with, but he was becoming far more trouble than he was worth. That much was obvious based on how the media covered the two of them. 
 
    Her campaign speeches were propped up by the media as something strong and powerful. She was someone to be idealized and any criticism of her was chalked up to sexism, regardless of the validity of the complaints. Julia was touted as the perfect Presidential candidate, particularly since she had a detailed plan on how to keep the economy improving and improve the lives of the citizens. Among her plans were ideas to slowly transfer over to solar and wind power while also building newer, better nuclear power plants, in the hopes of weaning off coal and oil forever. There were plans on how to deal with climate change and make the environment cleaner. Immigrants under her plans would become full citizens and have access to the same benefits Americans had. Medicare-for-all would be implemented in such a way that would not cost the taxpayers money while also satisfying insurance companies. GNN and LHMAB, the two left-leaning liberal news channels, spoke highly of her plans. 
 
    But she wasn't grabbing the headlines. 
 
    That was that bastard, Triumph. 
 
    Unlike Julia, Victor had no concrete plans for his Presidency. He talked about “draining the swamp,” whatever that meant, and regularly mocked immigrants. The smug man said whatever he felt like and didn't care who was insulted. One speech he talked about Making America Great Again, which seemed to be knocking all the women and minorities from office. It was impossible to take him seriously as a politician. 
 
    And yet, the media ate up his every word. Whatever he said dominated the headlines. People were talking about Victor Triumph 24/7. News channels, talk shows, comedians, social media, it didn't matter. They all focused on him. Now, all of it was in the service of mocking him, but it was still attention. Worse, he soon had a dedicated fanbase, mostly men, who hung on his every word and rallied to his cause, dismissing anyone who thought differently.  
 
    Julia had been at another campaign speech where she took questions from the audience. Like all these events, the people and questions were screened beforehand. Acting like she was choosing someone at random, Julia selected a young man wearing a denim jacket and slacks. 
 
    “Candidate Crawford, what can you say to assuage Triumph's fans that you will serve their best interests instead of him? 
 
    Julia flinched. She wasn't expecting that question. Pausing for a second to get over her irritation and composing himself, she cleared her throat and responded. 
 
    “I have already made clear my plans to better the country, which will help those people as well. But unfortunately, you cannot reach everyone, even if it's for their own good. If they refuse to better themselves, then Triumph's deplorables can stick with him as they are left in the dust.” 
 
    The media quickly picked up on Julia's uncharacteristically terse answer, particularly her calling Triumph's fans “deplorables.” That term soon became memetic, overshadowing everything else she said.  
 
    A  few days later, Victor Triumph had a rally of his own where he addressed Julia's words. 
 
    “Unfortunately, it seems Julia Crawford's composure is only skin-deep. She called all you fine folks deplorables. Maybe she was PMS-ing or something,” Triumph joked, which caused fans to chuckle throughout the stadium, “But I say we embrace the word. We are the heartland of America. We are the ones doing the nitty gritty while the elite types live in their expensive mansions and just keep making themselves more and more rich. If we are deplorables, then that is what we are. We are proud to be a nation deplorable to someone like Julia Crawford.” 
 
    The crowd roared with approval, then began to chant his name. He basked in the glory for several minutes before calming the crowd down. 
 
    “Julia Crawford claims she is a perfect girl, but that is far from the truth. She has done several illegal things throughout her career. If I am elected, I promise to devote resources into gathering evidence and then making her pay for all her crimes against Americans. Those of you who are fans of the other Democrat candidates in the primary know what I'm talking about. When I'm elected, I will make sure that she pays for her evils on America. Julia Crawford is a despot trying to take control, but I promise that I will Lock. Her. Up.” 
 
    Once again, the crowd roared, this time even louder. They began to chant “LOCK! HER! UP!” again and again. 
 
    Julia watched the rally and slammed her fist down. That was enough. This idiot wasn't going to stop her from her ultimate destiny and bringing the matriarchy. Picking up the phone, she made a few calls to certain unsavory individuals. 
 
    Then, a week or so later, the bombshell dropped. GNN received a leaked tape where Victor Triumph and former talk show host Willy Hedge were talking shortly before one of his morning show interviews years ago. Neither realized they were being recorded, and there Triumph showed his true self to Americans. 
 
    “I tell ya Willy, girls are all the same. They'll do anything to please men. You can grab 'em by the pussy, and they'll let you do it! They'll even smile and thank you for it!” 
 
    Needless to say, the leaked tape sparked a huge scandal. News programs covered the tape 24/7. Parental groups and feminist organizations blasted Triumph for his words. His campaign was suddenly on its heels, much to Julia's delight. The bastard tried to deflect criticism by saying it was “locker room talk,” but that just invited far more criticism. Even Wolf News, the Republican-focused channel, blasted Triumph over his words.  
 
    Not everyone was swayed, however. Triumph's dedicated fanbase still supported him universally. Much to Julia's shock, many of those fans were women who either dismissed Triumph's words, or even embraced them, holding up signs telling Triumph that he could grab them by their pussies.  
 
    As surprising as this was, Julia didn't pay them much attention. Most of the voters who needed to be swayed had obviously been swayed to her side. Nobody important was on Triumph's side anymore. 
 
    President Julia Rahkan-Crawford was a near certainty now. 
 
    Nothing could stand in her way now. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 4 – Grabby Hands 
 
      
 
    It was time for the next Presidential Debate, and Julia was eagerly anticipating things. Sure, her poll numbers weren't as high as she would have liked, and a few experts were warning her of being too confident, but Julia waved them away.  
 
    The media circus was firmly on her side. Only diehard media members were still courting Triumph. The poll numbers were nothing to worry about. The leaked tape had ensured her victory. 
 
    Once the debate started, it was very clear what the mood of the two campaigns were. Julia stood smiling and confident, while Victor shifted behind his podium, looking worried for the first time in his campaign.  
 
    The first question was, once again, about immigration. 
 
    “Well, I have plans in place to support these immigrants and incorporating them into the American economy and giving them enough to live off of, while my opponent over here would rather they either be kicked out of be glorified slaves for his business partners.” 
 
    Victor immediately leaned into the microphone, “Wrong.”  
 
    “He doesn't actually care about the American people, a nation built on immigrants.” 
 
    “Wrong.”  
 
    “If he had his way, the American people would continue to be poor and destitute.” 
 
    “Wrong.”  
 
    This continued for most of the debate. Victor tried to argue his points and rally his people, but Julia stayed calm and ran circles around Trump. For the first time in a while, she felt on top of the world. The post-debate analysis reflected that. Outside of Triumph's diehard fanbase, who refused to think he could do no wrong, everyone thought Julia smoked him. 
 
    Julia was feeling very confident watching the recaps in her dressing room when she heard the door open. Figuring it was her daughter, Barbara, she turned around, only to be surprised to find Victor Triumph standing there, along with his wife Nadia.  
 
    “What do you two want? I'm busy,” Julia asked. 
 
    “We just wanted to compliment you on your debate tonight,” Victor said with a smug smile, “You're really determined to take me down, huh?” 
 
    “Of course I am. Not only do I deserve to be President, but I have to protect the women of America from the wave of sexism you would inflict on them.” 
 
    Victor chuckled, “Come now. I'm no misogynist. I love women.” 
 
    “So much so you can't keep your hands off them, can you, Pussy Grabber?” 
 
    He visibly flinched at her remark, but regained his cool and stepped forward, “I fully admit it, but the rest of what I said was true as well. Girls deep down would love to get manhandled, but society at large frowns against that.” 
 
    Julia was about to say something to this despicable man, but then she felt arms wrap around her own and trap her. Shocked, she looked behind her to find Victor's wife, Nadia, holding her back while smiling. The Democratic Candidate was so focused on Victor that she didn't notice his wife sneak up behind her. The former supermodel looked every bit the trophy wife, with shimmering brown hair, a curvaceous figure, and very large DD breasts, which Julia was made especially aware of as they squished into her back.  
 
    Before Julia could properly react to the assault, Victor moved forward and trapped the older woman between them. In mere seconds, Victor reached down and snuck his hands into her slacks, quickly bypassing her panties and finding her pussy. 
 
    Julia let out a scream of shock when she realized what was happening, and tried to free herself from the grip of the two Triumphs, but her body froze as Victor immediately found her clit and started rubbing it.  Sparks of electricity shot through Julia's body and soon her scream turned into moans. 
 
    Nadia leaned in closer and whispered in Julia's ear, “It's better to stop fighting and let Victor win. I used to think the same as you, but it turns out my hubby is right. He grabbed me by the pussy and I've been his little slut ever since. Trust me, you'll feel much more like a woman when you're a submissive slut for a man.” 
 
    To push her further, Nadia began to lick Julia's cheek, while her hands left Julia's arms to reach around and grab her blouse. The evil woman quickly opened Julia's dress jacket and blouse, revealing her bra covering her modest C-Cup boobs. With a few more motions, Nadia pulled down the bra cups and freed Julia's tits, then starting to massage them in her hands.  
 
    Gritting her teeth, Julia wanted to raise her arms to fight back or struggle, but her body wouldn't listen to her and she just moaned again. Nadia's words rippled through her mind. She was reminded of Victor's words months ago, where he told her she would have wet dreams about being a toy for men, and he was right. The dreams for the next few weeks after their last meeting were very vivid, most commonly where she was gang raped by Triumph supporters at one of his rallies as punishment for defying their God Emperor. Those feelings resurfaced thanks to Nadia's words and her hands, and soon Julia was on the defensive. 
 
    Not helping matters was Victor himself. He was rubbing her clit in just the right way to arouse her immediately, but then a few of his fingers snaked into her pussy and started to explore. Her crotch was soon on fire, and though she tried to close her thighs, all she accomplished was trapping his hand on her pussy. Somehow, Victor knew exactly which buttons to push and was quickly leaving the woman a panting mess.  
 
    Then, Victor had found Julia's G-Spot. Julia's eyes went wide as he attacked it furiously, driving her insane and causing her rational thoughts to melt away. Soon she was moaning quite loudly, and closed her eyes to try and escape this fresh hell. However, Victor's hands moved faster and Julia was panting heavily. Her body was desperate to cum, but for some reason she could not break through. Instead the pressure built up more and more inside her, and she was helpless to stop it.  
 
    Part of her wanted to beg for Victor to allow her to cum, but the back of her mind screamed to not give in, as it would just prove him right. She was the Shining Hope for Feminism, she couldn't give in to such a sexist pig and let him have his way. Her mind raced to find a solution to somehow get away, but then she made the mistake of opening her eyes. 
 
    As soon as he did, she looked up to see Victor smiling down on her. His eyes lived up to his name, as he could tell she was breaking down. They both knew she would lose the battle, it was only a matter of time.  
 
    That look was the last straw. Julia opened her mouth to gasp out. 
 
    “P-Please...” 
 
    Victor mockingly pretended he didn't hear her and asked her to speak up. 
 
    “P-Please. Please, I... I need... to cum,” she blurted out between breaths. 
 
    Smiling widely, Victor continued to prod, “Why? You're a feminist. You don't need a man, do you?” 
 
    Julia didn't want to play his game, but her need was too great, “Yes... I need... a man.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Because... because I'm... I'm a girl... And girls... are sluts...” 
 
    She became wetter the more she humiliated herself. 
 
    “I admit it... I was just... begging... to be used. P-Please, use me. Grab my pussy!” 
 
    He let her ramble on for a few more seconds. Once Victor was satisfied with her confessions, he leaned down and whispered in her other ear, “Then cum and prove you were made to be a slut.” 
 
    Pushing down on her pussy walls in just the right way, Victor caused Julia's body to convulse as she screamed in pleasure. Her whole body shook as she had the biggest orgasm of her life. Even when she made love to her husband, she had never experienced this level of pleasure, and it ripped apart her soul and destroyed her mind.  
 
    After a few minutes, both Victor and Nadia smiled and stepped away, letting go of the older woman. Feeling completely weak and powerless, Julia dropped to her knees and tried to catch her breath. Her eyes were glazed over, barely able to register the world around her. 
 
    “And I thought Uzvara had an easy time taking down the daughter. Guess being sluts in denial runs in the family,” Nadia said, chuckling. 
 
    “She just needed to open her eyes to the truth,” Victor said. He noticed his hand was complete covered in her juices and knelt down. The dark-haired man began to wipe his hand all over Julia's boobs and hair, emphasizing her own downfall. He then stood up. 
 
    “While I'm glad you had the opportunity to experience pleasure, it's not fair that you're the only one. You should thank me for awakening your true self.” 
 
    Julia was puzzled as to what he meant, then she tilted her head down to see Victor had freed his cock, which was long and erect. Her eyes widened in shock upon seeing the rod, as it was significantly bigger and thicker than her husband's. No wonder women threw themselves at this guy. She knew what he wanted, but she refused to make a move, her feminist self trying to regain hold of her body. 
 
    Too bad the decision wasn't hers to make. Nadia soon knelt down behind Julia and slowly pushed her head towards the cock. Unable to resist, Julia did nothing as Nadia opened the woman's mouth and Victor pushed his cock in. A voice in Julia's mind yelled at her to bite down and take revenge for the sexual assault, but instead she merely whimpered as Nadia forced her to bob her head.  
 
    After a few minutes, Julia realized fighting back wasn't worth it and closed her eyes, letting Nadia pump her head up and down the vile man's cock. Once a steady rhythm had been established, Nadia let go and smiled as Julia bobbed on the cock all on her own. Julia soon picked up the pace, surprising herself by how much she actually liked the taste. When with her husband, she hated giving him blowjobs, thinking it was degrading, but hearing Victor's moans made her suck harder.  
 
    Eventually, Victor couldn't hold on any longer and was ready to erupt. He normally wanted his sluts to swallow his seed, but this time he wanted to further her humiliation. Grabbing her hair, Victor pulled Julia's head back just as he began to erupt. Stream after stream of semen squirted out and landed on Julia's face, covering her in his spunk. The realization of what was happening pushed the woman over the edge and she shuddered in orgasm once again. Victor ran out of seed after a while and sighed in pleasure. He then wiped the excess spit onto Julia's hair and stepped back, putting his cock back in his pants. 
 
    Delighted at what she saw, Nadia stood up and embraced her husband, kissing him deeply while he wrapped an arm around her and grabbed her ass. Julia just sat there on her knees, slightly jealous of how loving the evil couple was.  
 
    “Well, it's been fun, but I think I've made my point,” Victor said, “Time to go, honeybuns.” 
 
    “Of course, dear. After all, there's one more pussy you need to grab tonight,” Nadia said with a seductive smile. 
 
    The two turned and opened the door to leave, but before fully exiting, Victor turned to his opponent, “See you when I win the election. Be sure to wear a nice, short skirt like a proper slut when we celebrate my victory.” 
 
    With that, Victor closed the door, leaving Julia on her knees, her jacket and blouse open, her boobs spilling out, with her own love juices covering her chest and hair while Victor's seed dried on her face.  
 
    Julia had not only been completely humiliated, but she was complicit in the entire affair. 
 
    Tears of hopelessness began to run down her face. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 5 – Shocking Results 
 
      
 
    Memories of her assault by Victor and Nadia Triumph echoed through Julia's mind over the next few weeks leading up to the election. Much as she was ashamed to admit, almost every night for the next week or so after that had her dreams filled with being used as a sex toy for Victor, drug out and humiliated for fighting against the Patriarchy as the masses cheered her downfall. Instead of being a nightmare scenario, Julia's body was aroused by the situation and she found herself furiously masturbating almost every night.  
 
    The few nights she shared a bed with her husband, she actually tried to get him to fuck her, much to his shock, but no matter what he did, he couldn't bring her to the same depths of pleasure Victor had. The only time she could actually orgasm were when she was thinking of Victor or one of his blind followers fucking her. 
 
    Even when she found out later that Victor's daughter had sexually assaulted Barbara, Julia just could not get pissed. Oh, she comforted her daughter alright, but then Barbara mentioned that she somewhat enjoyed it and cried some more. That just fueled Julia's wet dreams even more, as soon Barbara began appearing next to her, both of them used and abused as examples of how feminism should be destroyed. More than once she imagined Victor winning the election and keeping Julia and Barbara as sex slaves in the White House, forced to admit that he was right all along and begging to have their pussies grabbed. 
 
    Luckily, those intense feelings began to taper off as the weeks went by. Soon, Julia was back to her old self as the election was fast approaching. Part of her wanted to announce that Victor had sexually assaulted her, but given how many haters she had, that might have been enough to tip the scales against her, sad as that was. Plus, Victor would likely spin it in some way to make it seem like she was willing and that it just proved his alpha male mindset, so she remained quiet. 
 
    Finally, it was Election Day. Julia thanked her supporters and made a big spectacle of voting, naturally for herself and any other liberal Democrat on the ballot. A thought did cross her mind to vote for her opponent instead, which briefly made her wet, but she quickly pushed that thought out of her mind and voted accordingly.  
 
    In fact, Julia didn't want to take any chances. She made some calls and called in some favors, and employed some secret Russian spies to further give her the advantage. She convinced Russia that they'd have an easier time negotiating with her than her sex-crazed opponent. 
 
    But what the media truly focused on was not her speech or actions, but Julia's dress. She normally exclusively wore pants or, for very formal occasions, long dresses, but today she wore a short blue miniskirt that nobody had ever seen her do before. Julia didn't know why she should wear this, but something inside her compelled her to buy it specifically for this day. Barbara felt similarly, and wore a pleated skirt when making her own rounds.  
 
    Back in her office, Julia sat at her desk with Barbara, discussing what was going on today. They had a TV tuned into GNN as they delivered wall-to-wall coverage. While Victor Triumph did have a sizable base, every political expert still expected Julia to win the election. Nobody could imagine a scenario where the pompous gasbag actually won. Julia began to believe her own hype again and was excited to see her ascension. When she became President, one of the first things she would do is order a seizure of Victor Triumph's holdings and make sure he was humiliated and bankrupt. Sure, it would seem petty, but after what he did to her she felt it was just. 
 
    “Mom! The results are starting to come in!” Barbara exclaimed, snapping Julia out of her trance. 
 
    The older woman looked up at the TV screen as the first few states began to report in. She smiled as California and New York turned blue, as always, giving her a huge advantage. She was in the lead in the overall popular vote as well.  
 
    This was it.  
 
    Julia was finally going to achieve her birthright. 
 
    Feminism would finally break through the highest ceiling. 
 
    The Patriarchy would finally be toppled. 
 
    Replaced with the Matriarchy. 
 
    Women would finally begin to take their place as rulers of the land. 
 
    However, as Julia continued watching over the next few hours, something strange happened. While she was still leading the popular votes, the electoral votes were a different story. Many of the states had begun to turn red instead of blue. While the Pacific Coast and New England states all went blue, most of the other states began to turn red. Ohio. Texas. Minnesota. Florida. Iowa. Nevada. GNN started calling more and more states to Victor Triumph. 
 
    Julia stood up, flabbergasted as to what was going on. How could this be happening? She was a hard working and well respected woman who did a lot of good as Senator. She had a clear plan to make the country better than ever. She repeatedly emphasized that she represented what the American people wanted.  
 
    Sure, Triumph had his rabid fanbase of misogynists, but there was no way they were large enough to tip the scales this much. Triumph's campaign was full of sexism, racism, and empty promises. How could otherwise rational people believe his utter garbage? 
 
    As the night wore on, it became clear which way the country would go in. Both Julia and Barbara looked on in horror as the map became a sea of red. Julia still held the popular vote, but Victor's total climbed higher and higher, even if it never quite reached Julia.  
 
    Late into the night, the votes tallies were winding down. Julia was floored by the results. Victor had more electoral votes than her. Though Julia won the popular vote, most of those came from Democratic strongholds. Take away California and New York, and Julia would lose the popular vote by over 10 million voters.  
 
    The outcome became astoundingly clear. 
 
    Victor Triumph had been elected President of the United States. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 6 – Forced Acceptance 
 
      
 
    Julia reeled from the terrible results. There was no way this could have happened! Her Democratic predecessor was extremely popular, and she had plans to continue the good he did! Feminism was becoming more respected and women were taking charge far more often! Victor Triumph was a sleazy con-artist even idiots could see through!  
 
    But apparently she underestimated how many people had been fooled. True, she won the popular vote, but 40 of the 50 states were bright red on the political map. They voted for a man who was proud of committing multiple acts of sexual assault, and even assaulted her twice!  
 
    Various thoughts raced through Julia's mind as Barbara tried to console her. There HAD to have been a mistake. Yes! She'll just demand a recount! She even used her connections to prevent such a scenario from happening! 
 
    Before she could calm down and collect her thoughts, the door to her office swung open. Much to her anger and chagrin, standing in the doorway was Victor Triumph. 
 
    “Evening, ladies. Enjoying the election? I know I am,” he said with an extremely smug grin before walking towards the women. 
 
    “You bastard! What the hell did you do? There's no way these results are legitimate!” Julia yelled, her anger reaching a boiling point.  
 
    “Why are you so surprised?” Victor asked, “Americans want a strong man to lead them, and they know a real man when they see him.” 
 
    Triumph had sauntered over and was standing right in front of the two women. Barbara glared daggers at him, but her face was also red from remembering what his daughter did to her. Julia, meanwhile, balled up her fist to punch the louse right in his stupid face. However, before she could act, Triumph made his move and caught the two off guard. 
 
    Victor snaked his hands underneath the women's skirts and grabbed their pussies, stroking their slits through their panties. Both girls stiffened with shock as electricity flowed through them. In mere seconds, their pussies were wet and they were moaning.  
 
    Leaning forward, Victor leered at the two women before him and said, “So glad you obeyed my request and wore skirts for me. Makes this a lot easier.” 
 
    Julia wanted to say something against him or even get away, but her body refused to move. Both she and her daughter couldn't escape his mighty grip, their anger melting away into arousal. Julia grabbed his arm to try and pull his hand away, but she couldn't muster enough strength to budge the limb, while Barbara whimpered under his touch. 
 
    Smirking, Victor leaned in even further, whispering in both women's ears, “You wanna know the funny thing? Over a third of my votes came from women. And they already took exit poll interviews. Guess why they voted for me? It was the pussy tape leak. I told you girls wanted to be manhandled.” 
 
    Julia couldn't believe it. Surely, Victor would pass multiple orders that would disadvantage women and make them easy prey for nasty men. Why would women vote for someone like that? Why would women vote for their own oppression? Against their own self-interests? Did they not believe in equality?  
 
    Her mind reeled from the revelations, but more importantly, it destroyed her mental defenses. Victor snaked his hands inside her panties and viciously attacked her cunt, causing Julia to stumble back against the desk, letting go of his arm. She openly moaned as shame and humiliation raced through her body, making her even more aroused. There was no way this bastard could be right. There couldn't! 
 
    Opening her eyes for the first time in several minutes, Julia looked at her opponent. He stood there with a smug, knowing look on his face. Next to her, her daughter screamed as she came, then gripped his shoulder to steady herself as another orgasm built up in her body. 
 
    “Oh, God! Please grab my pussy more!” she exclaimed over and over again, discarding her dignity.  
 
    That was it. The combination of her daughter breaking down and Victor's triumphant face was enough to finally break Julia's spirit. With a tear in her eye, she looked Victor directly in the eye. 
 
    “You win. You were right all along,” Julia said softly.  
 
    As soon as she surrendered, a soul-shattering orgasm rocked through her body, leaving her legs wobbly. Strangely, giving up and surrendering to such a sexist man felt like a weight was lifted off her shoulders. As if this was somehow the right thing to do.  
 
    After hearing their confessions, Victor chuckled and rubbed their pussies for a few more seconds before pulling away. Both his hands were covered with their juices. Julia and Barbara stood there and panted heavily, not making a move to escape, and instead waited for their next assault.  
 
    “Take off your clothes. Both of you.” he commanded. 
 
    Whimpering in anguish, both Julia and Barbara nonetheless obeyed his order and slowly began to take off their clothes. Within a minute, both women were completely naked and stood before their conqueror.  
 
    Eyeing the two ladies up and down, Victor nodded in approval, “Very nice, ladies. You're beginning to learn your place. But before proceeding, I need to clean my hands.” 
 
    Taking his cum-soaked hands, Victor began wiping the fluids all over Julia and Barbara's hair and faces. The two women could smell their arousal directly and the humiliation just made them even wetter. Once he was done, Victor moved downward and began to fondle their boobs. He kneaded them, slapped them, and weighed them in his hands. All the while, Julia and Barbara could do nothing but stand there and moan as this vile man groped their bodies. He twisted each of their nipples, causing them to yelp in pain, but did nothing to actually stop him. 
 
    Pulling his hands back, Victor chuckled, “Good that your bodies seem to know the truth, but first thing's first. Both of your made several slights against me and tried to take me down. You need to be punished for fighting against your superior. Now turn around and bend over.” 
 
    Both Julia and Barbara hesitated for a second, but instead of arguing, they solemnly nodded, turned around, and bend over on the desk, presenting their asses to the man. They could feel his glares on their plump asses. Unable to help himself, Victor groped the cheeks and chuckled as they jiggled in his hands. The ladies' whimpering made it all the better. 
 
    “Trying to torpedo your rivals through illegal means. Attempting to fix the polls. And more importantly, thinking feminism is a worthy cause and fighting against the Patriarchy. You two have been very, very bad girls.” 
 
    Moving to his right, Victor gripped Barbara's hips with one arm while raising his other hand. With a sadistic grin on his face, Victor brought the hand down, slapping Barbara's ass hard. 
 
    “Ow!”  
 
    Barbara screamed loudly as the hand landed on her ass again and again. She had never been spanked as a child, so she was unprepared for how much pain was coursing through her body. Victor spanked her again and again, harder each time. She tried to wriggle out of his grip subconsciously, but she couldn't escape the pain. Tears ran down her face as her ass soon turned bright red.  
 
    “I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'll never fight against the Patriarchy again!” Barbara shouted out. 
 
    “Oh? And what are you?” Victor asked as he landed another slap. 
 
    “I'm a slut! A whore! I'll let men grab my pussy if they want to!” 
 
    Seeing her daughter tortured in such a way was more than Julia could bare. 
 
    “Please, Victor! I'm the one who wronged you! I'm the one who should be punished. Not her!” 
 
    Victor paused after one more slap, “Hmm? Ah, I see. You want to spare your cute little girl from taking blame for something you did. Very well.” 
 
    The man shifted off the desk and moved to the other side. Julia tensed up her body as she felt Victor's arm hold her down. However, no slaps came, confusing her. She turned her head to look at Victor. 
 
    “You know, I think you should beg properly to take your punishment. Or else I'll go back to your sweet Babs.” 
 
    Panicking, Julia frantically begged, “Please! Please spank me, Victor! Punish me for all I've done to you!” 
 
    “Tsk, tsk. You should address your superiors properly, slut. Call me 'Sir' or 'Master.'” 
 
    Julia felt like she wanted to throw up, but she swallowed her pride, “Please punish me, Master. Make me pay, Sir.” 
 
    The man smiled and soon brought down his hand. Julia shrieked as the first slap landed on her ass, followed quickly by more and more hard slaps, faster and harder than with Barbara. The pain was overwhelming for Julia and she wiggled her legs to try and get away. Soon, her butt was as red as a tomato as the woman sobbed in despair. 
 
    “Apologize, you whore,” Victor said as he continued raining down blows. 
 
    “I'm sorry, Master! I never should have stood up to you! Women can't be President! I shouldn't have mocked you or your followers! You deserve to win! I deserve to lose! It was wrong for me to ever think for myself!” 
 
    Julia continued to apologize for several long, agonizing minutes as Victor continued to spank her hard. Her voice became hoarse as her tears streamed down her face. She never thought she could be so thoroughly humiliated and degraded. Eventually, Victor mercifully stopped, allowing Julia to collapse on the desk and catch her breath as she cried.  
 
    “You know,” Victor said as he stood up, “It's nice that you two sluts know your place now, but both of you got to experience pleasure beforehand. Shouldn't I get in on the fun?” 
 
    Knowing what he was expecting, Julia sniffed back some tears, “Please. Please, sir. Fuck my pussy. Take your revenge on his whore for daring to stand up you you.”  
 
    The helpless mother spread her legs and pulled her pussy lips open, showing just how gushing her most intimate spot was. If she could entice this man to fuck her, then he'd soon be done and not take her daughter's virginity. As much as she could, she wanted to spare Barbara this pain. 
 
    “You're learning. Good slut.” 
 
    Victor soon undid his pants and stepped out of them and his shoes, his dick now rock hard and ready to go. He stepped up to his vaunted enemy, prone and helpless before him, and gripped her hips. Aiming his cock, the man slammed his cock into her opening. 
 
    “Awwww!” Julia shouted out as Victor's dick slammed into her pussy. Thanks to her wetness, it was easy for him to slide in far into her body, but he was still stretching her inner walls. She knew he was big, but he was filling her up far more than her husband ever had.  
 
    Soon, Victor pushed his cock all the way in, savoring the feeling of success and conquest. After a few seconds, Victor recovered and started pumping his cock in and out of Julia's slick pussy. He loved hearing her sobs and screams as he brutalized her cunt, savoring the amazing feeling. Despite being in her 50's, Julia's pussy was still nice and tight. He grabbed her hair to use as a handle and pumped deeper into the woman.  
 
    Groaning, Victor continued to pump his enemy's cunt, “Thank me for using you, bitch!” 
 
    Helpless to even feign resistance, Julia cried out, “Thank you, Sir! Thank you for raping me, Master!” 
 
    “Whoa now. Am I truly raping you?” 
 
    Julia bit her lip for a few seconds, “No, Master. I was begging for this from the beginning. You can't rape me. It's your right to use me!” 
 
    Admitting this caused Julia to have several orgasms in a row, cumming harder around this evil man's cock than she ever did with her own husband. Shortly after, Victor roared and jammed his cock as far as it could go, unloading his seed into her womb. Briefly, Julia shuddered at the thought of giving birth to his child. That would be the ultimate humiliation.  
 
    Once he was done emptying his cock, Victor composed himself and leaned over, pinning Julia down against the desk, whispering in her ear, “You were a good girl there. You admitted to the truth and found your place in the world. But you can't save your daughter that easily.” 
 
    Eyes widening, Julia shot her head up as Victor exited the mother and moved back over to Barbara. Both women were shocked to find he was already hard again.  
 
    “No! Please! Please, Sir! Don't take her! She's just a child! I'll fuck you as much as you want!” Julia pleaded, though knowing better than to actually get up and physically interfere. 
 
    Barbara, having seen Victor slam her mother hard, desperately tried to avoid this, but she couldn't escape Victor grabbing her hips and keeping her pinned. Julia continued to plead, but the man grinned evilly as he aimed his cock at the young girl's pussy. He started to push in, causing Barbara's eyes to go wide as she groaned in despair. He pushed further in, only to find his path blocked, causing him to raise an eyebrow. 
 
    “Oh? I forgot that Uzvara mentioned you were a virgin. This will be especially sweet.” 
 
    Pulling back until his cock was just barely inside Barbara's tunnel, Victor grabbed her arms and pulled back. With an evil laugh, he slammed in, destroying her hymen in one fell swoop. Barbara screamed in a mixture of pain and pleasure as her body froze. Thanks to her wetness, Victor was able to slide in easily, but she never expected her first time to be this painful. Tears began to fall from her eyes once again as Victor pumped further and further into her pussy, and Barbara could feel her blood running down her leg.  
 
    It had been a few weeks since Victor had fucked a young woman, much less a virgin, and he forgot how wonderful their tight pussies felt around his cock. Her tunnel was squeezing him much harder than her mother, and it felt simply wonderful.  
 
    After only a few minutes, Barbara began to feel strange. Her pain was gradually going away, replaced by a growing pleasure as she was brutally fucked. Soon, her screams turned into moans and she began to actively thrust her hips against her rapist, much to her shame. She was rewarded with several large orgasms, destroying her mind and draining her of any strength she had left. 
 
    Julia watched in horror as not only did her greatest enemy rape her daughter, but she was very clearly beginning to enjoy it. All she had wanted was to prop women up, fight back against brutish men, and pave the way for her daughter to become even more successful than she was. But that was all over now. Right before her eyes, all of her hard work went down the drain. Her daughter was nothing but a fuck toy now.  
 
    Unable to hold back any more, Victor groaned and exploded, filling her womb with his seed. For a second, he became amused at the thought of both women becoming pregnant with his kids. He felt her cunt squeeze his cock for all it was worth, hoarding as much cum as it could. 
 
    “You're quite the fuck. Good whore.” 
 
    Exhausted, Barbara could barely reply between pants, “Thank you, sir. Happy to please you.” 
 
      
 
    Some time later, Victor sat down in Julia's office chair, going through her computer. He had access to all of her e-mails, classified documents, and various other secrets. Smiling, he was already thinking of plans he could use to blackmail not just Julia, but various other Democrats as well. Then, he felt a shiver of pleasure and looked down with a grin. 
 
    Julia and Barbara, still naked, were on their knees in front of the chair, under the desk, licking and kissing Victor's cock. Both of them had empty, glassy-eyed looks on their faces as their pussies gushed. Julia had easily given up all her passwords, knowing he could easily use the information on her computer against her, but at this point she didn't care.  
 
    After getting what he needed and e-mailing the related documents to one of his secure computers, Victor leaned back and looked down at the two sluts below him. He caressed their sweaty faces, proud of how thoroughly he defeated the two.  
 
    “You know, Julia, you're not the only one who's friendly with the Russians,” Victor spoke up. 
 
    Julia stopped licking his cock and looked up at him with a quizzical expression. 
 
    “See, I'm good friends with the Russian President. And he likes you a lot more than me. So, instead of helping you win, his spies interfered for my sake.” 
 
    As the realization dawned upon Julia, her body trembled with anger. Sensing this, Victor quickly grabbed her hair and pulled her up until the two were face-to-face with each other. 
 
    “But see, there's no evidence that the Russians were involved for my sake. Whereas there's plenty of evidence that you tried to use them to fix the election in your favor.” 
 
    Horror shot through Julia's body. She really was his plaything now. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 7 – Epilogue  
 
      
 
    “I would like to thank my supporters for sticking by me through thick and thin. But unfortunately, the result is now what I wanted. With that, I announce that I am conceding the election to Victor Triumph. He and I had a long discussion and he assured me he will do what is necessary to keep the country strong. I urge all of my followers to not protest this result. Instead, we should stand together and support our new President, even if it isn't the one we wanted.” 
 
    GNN's camera then switched over to the news anchor.  
 
    “That was Democratic Nominee Julia Rohkan-Crawford with her concession speech. Many thought she would demand a recount after the vitriol she had with President-Elect Victor Triumph, but it seems she will not be contesting the results after all. Protests are still being planned at Triumph Tower, but a number of Crawford's followers have taken their idol's advice and are openly supporting the President-Elect. It was thought that, after the leak of the audio tape in which Victor Triumph bragged about sexually assaulting women, that his campaign would fall apart. But it seems his tape didn't discourage his fanbase, especially his female followers. It remains to be seen just how divided the country will be with the controversial election.” 
 
    As expected, protests did indeed spark up across the country. Democrats and liberals, mostly women, marched at Triumph Tower, at Victor's inauguration, and at the White House once he took office. Many of them were victims of sexual assault by Triumph's supporters, who went on a groping and harassment spree once their God Emperor was elected, beating the Shining Hope of Feminism. Feeling defeated, most of the female victims did not report their assault, blaming themselves for allowing the attacks and believing they deserved it for losing to someone so vile. Those women that did report their assaults were dismayed to see the investigations go nowhere and their assaulters get, at best, a slap on the wrist. Most Democrats refused to follow Julia's advice and openly ridiculed President Triumph, refusing to work with him in any way.  
 
    Not that they could do anything to stop him. Republicans took both the House of Representatives and the Senate, and after one of the Court Justices died, Triumph was able to nominate a Conservative to the Supreme Court, giving them a 5-4 advantage in the Court. Furthermore, Triumph rolled back protections for women against sexual harassment and sexual assault, making it even harder to convict men of groping and harassing women.  
 
    To try and appeal to Crawford's fanbase, a few weeks into his tenure Victor announced that Barbara Crawford would be joining his Cabinet. Of course, Victor, Barbara, and Victor's close friends knew the real reason she was chosen for the position, but female liberals felt conflicted over the appointment, especially when Barbara came out in full support of the man who mocked and degraded her mother. 
 
    Speaking of Julia, after her concession speech, she fled from the spotlight, refusing to support her fellow Democrats and allowing Victor to say whatever he wanted about her. But her fans kept demanding her to stand up and be a part of their Resistance. A growing part of her did want to join the fight, throwing caution to the wind. 
 
    But Victor was prepared. Roughly six months after his inauguration, President Triumph announced that he will be opening an investigation into possible tampering with the election. He made a big show of it, but both he and Julia knew he already had the evidence he needed. A few weeks later, Julia's connections to the Russians had been publicly revealed, destroying her fanbase's faith in her and crushing the morale of the Democratic Party.  
 
    Republicans and Triumph supporters, however, were ecstatic. Seeing the mascot of liberals and progressives go down was glorious to them. They were loud in their praise of their God Emperor and used any chance they could to shame liberals for failing so spectacularly. They absolutely couldn't wait for the next step in the Democrat's humiliation. 
 
    A trial was quickly put together, and Crawford's supporters hoped she would find some way to defend herself and turn the tide, somehow providing evidence that the Russians did indeed fix the election towards President Triumph instead, as the rumors strongly suggested. 
 
    Sadly, things didn't go that way. Julia didn't even bother to hire a lawyer and instead confessed to all charges. The trial was over in less than a week and Julia was found to be guilty of treason and sentenced to life in prison. 
 
    The Shining Hope of Feminism left the courtroom in handcuffs. 
 
    Upon arriving at the prison, Julia was shocked that she wasn't led to a regular prison cell, but instead to a basement away from prying eyes, where a car was waiting for her. Next to the car was a Russian agent, who cupped her chin as she was led over to the car. He told her that the Russian President was expecting her and a secret arrangement had been made, where she would be their property from now on. 
 
    As she entered the car, Julia wanted to cry once again, especially as the Russian agent uncuffed her and began to grope her body. She didn't fight back at all, allowing him to abuse her body however he saw fit. 
 
    This wasn't how it was supposed to go.  
 
    Julia was supposed to usher in a new wave of feminism. 
 
    Being President of the United States was supposed to be her birthright. 
 
    Instead, the Patriarchy just became stronger than ever.  
 
    She had been grabbed by the pussy. 
 
    And she let them.  
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