
        
            
                
            
        

    

   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Make America Patriarchal Again
Part 2: Victory for the Patriarchy  
 
      
 
    by 
 
    Brendan Noa 
 
   


  
 

 All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except in the case of a reviewer, who may quote brief passages embodied in critical articles or in a review. Trademarked names appear throughout this book. Rather than use a trademark symbol with every occurrence of a trademarked name, names are used in an editorial fashion, with no intention of infringement of the respective owner’s trademark. The information in this book is distributed on an “as is” basis, without warranty. Although every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this work, neither the author nor the publisher shall have any liability to any person or entity with respect to any loss or damage caused or alleged to be caused directly or indirectly by the information contained in this book.  
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. 
 
    The sexual themes seen in this work are used simply for kink purposes and do not reflect the author's actual way of thinking. This is just a fantasy and is not to be confused for real life. This work does not reflect the author's actual political leanings or thoughts. It is not meant to be a commentary on the political system or any current affair. Do not take this story seriously at all.  
 
    ©2020 
 
   


  
 

   
 
    Kiana Lowen flipped back her black hair as she watched the television while on the phone. 
 
    “I can't believe he's getting away with all of this. What the hell is this country coming to?” she complained to the person on the other end.  
 
    “It's certainly gone to hell in the past four years, hasn't it?” Kiana's aide, Jonathan Harrison, said over the phone.  
 
    On the news was President Victor Triumph, announcing his latest new laws and regulations, many of which would disadvantage women who came forward with sexual harassment or rape accusations. If those accusations were found to be false in any way, the accused could be sued and have other vicious court actions taken against them. For most women, it was too much of a risk to speak out, so they would simply stay silent, allowing their abusers to get away with their crimes.  
 
    It was just another notch in President Triumph's seemingly unending war against women and feminism. The horribly sexist business magnate winning the election four years ago was already shocking enough, but it seemed as though winning gave him a huge head. He came forward with evidence that his political opponent, Julia Rahkan-Crawford, had committed various acts of treason and was soon arrested, then swiftly given the sentence of life in prison. Rumor had it that she was sent to a remote prison where she was raped daily by other prisoners and guards, but nobody would come forward to corroborate the rumor.  
 
    Since then, numerous women have come forward saying that President Triumph degraded or assaulted them, but they were brushed aside. A movement focusing on outing rapists and sexual abusers in Hollywood and politics was trying to gain momentum, but while some powerful men were taken down, all it seemed to do was strengthen Triumph's fanbase. Oddly enough, that included the women, who apparently didn't mind being treated as sex objects.  
 
    But things had gotten far worse than that. With Triumph's ascension, Republicans also gained control of the Senate and the House of Representatives, and while they didn't have a supermajority, they could still push through multiple new laws that punished the American people. Many of the new laws favored rich corporations, allowing them greater control over the nation, and taking away many of the recourses regular citizens had to fight back. Women, in particular, already had to fight a system that had its sexism ingrained, but now found that fight much, much harder, as most of the people in charge now were quite open about their sexism and refused to allow any women who didn't play their game to prosper.  
 
    Even female politicians suffered under the new President's reign. Several Democrats, most of them female, were forced to resign from their positions for various reasons, forcing special elections to be held. Each and every one of those elections ended up being won by Republicans. Many accused Republicans of voter suppression, especially of minorities, but with no concrete proof, there was nothing that could be done. So, Republicans ended up gaining even more power, and the Democratic Party soon found itself in a precarious situation. If they wanted to defeat Triumph and return America to normalcy, they couldn't suffer many more setbacks. 
 
    That was where Kiana came in. A Senator from California, Kiana Lowen was an African-American prosecutor that rose to prominence as the self-appointed leader of the Resistance against President Triumph. In particular, women rallied around her after their former idol, Julia, was arrested. The Senator was up for the challenge. She consistently called out the President for his rampant sexism and racism, criticizing his every move and inspiring liberals and progressives to rally around her. Thanks to her, Democrats were finally building some momentum, allowing them to take a handful of seats in the midterm elections.  
 
    Now, the time for re-election is nigh, and the Democratic Party has nominated Kiana to be their candidate, especially since all of their other options proved to have their own issues. 
 
    “All right. I'll talk to you later on.” Kiana told Jonathan before hanging up.  
 
    She grabbed a nearby pen and started playing with it while watching the President's latest speech demeaning women and demonizing Democrats. Irritation ran across her beautiful face. Though she was in her 40's, she was still beautiful, with long black hair that reached just past her shoulders and a rather voluptuous figure, complete with 34DD breasts. She always dressed conservatively in order to hide her figure so that her opponents can't claim that she only gets by on her sex appeal, and she had thought about having breast reduction surgery plenty of times. The Senator crossed her legs and contemplated what to do next as she sat in her dark gray slacks and red blouse.  
 
    “For too long, men have been the victims of false accusations and had their reputation dragged in the mud just because someone didn't like them,” President Triumph said on the television, “Now, with my new orders, which I expect to be swiftly passed through Congress, only legitimate cases will prosper forth, and those innocent men no longer have to tiptoe their way around out of fear of being accused of sexual harassment just for saying 'Hello.'” 
 
    “What rubbish,” Kiana said to herself.  
 
    Before her blood pressure got out of control, Kiana clicked off the television and grabbed some documents on her desk. They held her proposed plans for medicare-for-all, increasing minimum wage, and making the country further progressive. She thought the plans were good, but she'd have to run the latest revisions by her running mate and her campaign staff, especially with the first debate only a few weeks away.  
 
    But that could wait until tomorrow. Grabbing her jacket, Kiana decided to head home and get a good night's sleep before taking her mind off how hellish the nation had become the last few years. Exiting her office, she bid her secretary good-bye, telling him not to work too much longer. His eyes brightened as he quickly gathered the last bits of work to finish, though not before stealing a glance at Kiana's bust, then her ass as she turned to leave. Kiana felt him undressing her with his eyes, and rolled her eyes as she walked off. Men were all the same. He was clearly lusting after her, but he never actually acted on his urges, so she didn't fire him. After all, all the good female secretaries had been snapped up, and any men she hired would look at her the same way, so there wasn't much she could do. 
 
    Kiana soon headed home and slapped her papers on her coffee table before heading up to her bedroom and changing to a T-shirt and some shorts, along with her fluffy robe, which were much more comfortable for her. Fixing herself some wine, the Senator flopped down on her couch and turned on one of the recent superhero movies that happened to be playing on TV. A few hours later, she heard a knock on her door, which made her suspicious. Who would be visiting her at this hour? If it was one of her staff, they'd have called her instead. Getting up, she wandered over to the front door and checked the peephole, then recoiled back in shock and horror. 
 
    What the hell were THEY doing here? 
 
   


  
 

 Opening the door, Kiana snarled at her visitors, “What do you people want?” 
 
    Standing at the door was Barbara Crawford, smiling sweetly. The blonde was the daughter of Julia Crawford, but instead of joining the Resistance and standing up against President Triumph's tyranny, she instead joined his cabinet, seemingly not caring that he had her mother arrested and sent to prison for life. She had claimed that she was hoping to work with the President to try and compromise with Democrats, but rumors quickly spread that she was one of his floozies and had betrayed her mother in the end.  
 
    “Oh, come on, Kiana. Don't be like that. I just wanna talk,” Barbara said, “Let me in, please?” 
 
    “What in the world would I have to talk about to a traitor like you?”  
 
    Barbara pouted, “Aw, look. I know all about the rumors going on about me, but I assure you, they're not true! I admit I haven't been very successful at curbing the President's... eccentricities, but that's why I'm here. I can be your inside girl!” 
 
    “Uh huh. Is that why you married the bastard's son?”  
 
    Barbara had shocked the nation by marrying Victor Triumph Jr. last year, introducing outrage from her former fans and liberals nationwide.  
 
    “Hey, now. That got him to trust me a lot more. Before, he wouldn't listen to me at all, now I can at least convince him to acknowledge my ideas. You know those orders he passed earlier today? Trust me, they would have been a LOT worse. He was actually serious considering legalizing marital rape! And even then, the threshold for non-marital rape was going to be so high, it would have been virtually impossible to ever get a conviction! Because he trusts me now, I managed to at least get it down to this, and once you get elected, you can simply cancel it out!” 
 
    Hearing this, Kiana raised her eyebrow, “Seriously? I knew the bastard hated women, but I didn't think he'd go THAT far. Probably wants to legalize that 'pussy grabbing' he's so proud about.” 
 
    “I know, right? That's what I want to talk to you about. Let me in and I can give you some juicy info you can use to knock his reputation.” 
 
    Kiana stood at the door, contemplating what to do. She didn't fully trust the blonde, but the potential for something to finally jab into Triumph and knock him out once and for all was too tempting. Against her better judgment, Kiana unlocked her door and invited the woman in. She led Barbara into her living room, eager to hear exactly what info she had before kicking the woman out.  
 
    However, suddenly Kiara felt an arm wrap around her chest, pinning her arms, while a cloth rag was clamped around her face. Taken by surprise, Kiana instinctively took a deep breath and realized too late that the pad was filled with chloroform. She tried to struggle out of the hold, but after only a few seconds, she had lost most of her strength and soon fell asleep.  
 
      
 
    Kiana groaned as she shuffled around on her bed enjoying some soft music serenading her ears, only to realize that her eyes were still cloaked in darkness. Furthermore, her arms and legs were hampered by something tying them down. She also felt something in her mouth, which felt like her own panties, but she couldn't spit them out! On top of all that, she felt the cool breeze on her skin, telling her that she was completely naked! 
 
    Now fully alert, Kiana struggled in her bonds, attempting to free herself. She recognized the feeling of her own bed, but now she was fearful of what would happen to her.  
 
    What the hell? What happened? Who did this to me? Her mind raced to try and figure out what was going on, and she had feared one of Triumph's supporters broke into her house and assaulted her. Then, she felt fingers crawling along her thigh and she jumped. Someone was in the room with her. She squealed and tried to demand they release her, but her protests were muffled through her gag. She thought she could hear some giggling and talking, but the music through the headphones was drowning the voices out so she couldn't tell who it was.  
 
    Those damn fingers continued to crawl along Kiana's skin, up her thigh before moving to her waist, then to her chest. As much as Kiana didn't want to, her body began to respond and heat welled up in her body. The fingers then grasped her breasts and started kneading them, causing her to squeal even louder in her gag. She had always had sensitive boobs, and the thin fingers mashing them was really starting to get her wet. As if things weren't bad enough, she then felt a mouth on her right boob, licking and sucking on her.  
 
    Soon, all thoughts of escape or finding out who captured her melted from her mind. Her entire attention was on the sexual assault and her own arousal. As a career politician, Kiana wasn't used to intimate sex, so even in private times, she never managed to arouse herself this bad. Her whole body felt like it was on fire, while her pussy was soon glistening with moisture. If she had a clear mind, she might have questioned if she had been drugged, but that thought never penetrated her hazy mind. The mouth sucking on her boobs moved from one to the other, and Kiana wriggled on the bed, desperately trying to escape her bonds, to no avail. Worse, her pussy was desperate for attention and ached badly. 
 
    Then, she felt more fingers caress her skin. While the first person she recognized as a woman, these fingers were undoubtedly male. That caused even more panic alarms in her head to go off. It was bad enough a strange woman was seeing her naked, but now also a man was seeing her privates without her consent! She screamed into her gag for her captors to release her immediately, but instead she could briefly hear laughter over the music. For some reason, the humiliation only made her more aroused as she blushed deeply.  
 
    As if things couldn't get any worse, the male fingers moved down and cupped her pussy. Kiana groaned and cried out as the man played with her clit and vagina. She learned early on in her life that she wasn't a fan of sex with men, so the thought of being sexually assaulted by a man, likely by someone who hated her, made her sob. 
 
    Too bad her anguish was overruled by the rest of her body. The man's fingers knew what they were doing and soon, Kiana felt her pussy gushing even harder than before. She never knew any man could arouse a woman so much and felt ashamed that she was responding like this. Combined with the woman still kneading and sucking her breasts, Kiana's arousal went into overdrive and she subconsciously started bucking her body into the fingers, desperately trying to reach orgasm. However, sensing she was able to explode, both the man and woman withdrew from her body, leaving her heaving and panting on the bed, sweat coating her skin. The chocolate beauty groaned as her pussy throbbed with excitement, but then fear returned to her consciousness.  
 
    Kiana felt something touch her clitoris and soon enough, she was squealing as the machine turned on. She knew this feeling well. They had found the vibe she hid in the back of her nightstand! Knowing full well how well this worked, Kiana cried and sobbed in frustration as her body jerked to and fro, heat coursing through her. Then, whoever was holding the vibe brought it up to her breasts and touched her erect nipples, causing another surge of pleasure to jolt through her body.  
 
    Soon after, the two male hands gripped her thighs and pushed them wide open, though Kiana didn't notice until she felt something poke into her pussy. A smooth, round object was sliding up and down her opening, and she immediately recognized that it was a penis. Kiana groaned in despair as she realized that she was about to be raped, and thanks to her captor's machinations, her body was anticipating this! She once again began to wriggle about, pleading through her gag not to allow this to happen. 
 
    Sadly for her, her captors didn't listen. The man pushed his cock in, and Kiana immediately began wailing through her gag. The cock was a lot thicker than she was expecting, and she squealed as it spread her inner walls wide. Kiana sobbed as she was violated in the worst way, but even more ashamed that her body was only getting more aroused by the rape. Much to her despair, the man penetrated all the way inside her easily and held his cock still, letting her feel his rod intimately before he proceeded.  
 
    After letting the despair soak in, the man decided to start and began to roughly pound Kiana's body, thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy at a rapid pace. Kiana squealed as she was violated, shame overflowing within her as she was forced to enjoy it. Before long, the man settled in a steady pace, and Kiana screamed in her gag as she felt  her first orgasm. The sudden rush of pleasure shattered her soul and took what little fight she had left. She slumped down on the bed and whimpered as she felt the glee radiating off her captors. Finally accepting that there was no escape, the beauty stopped struggling and allowed the two to do whatever they wanted with her.  
 
    Upon accepting her fate, Kiana soon screamed as she had multiple orgasms in a row. An image in her mind of Triumph supporters raping her, crowing about their conquest, then filming it to use as blackmail against her filled her mind. Such a scenario would normally disgust her, but in her current state, it just made her scream in orgasm once more. Another scenario entered her mind, of her losing against President Triumph and him forcing her to fuck all Republicans in his fanbase as recompense. She imagined an old fashioned sex slave display, where she was locked in stocks naked, with men lining up around the block to rape her, while her former friends and allies abandoned her in disgust. This caused her to cum once again.  
 
    Shortly after, she felt the man's cock swell up and orgasm. However, she couldn't feel any sperm hit her inner walls, so she sighed in relief. At least her rapist was using a condom. But soon after he pulled out, Kiana felt a sticky substance on her face, and she realized they were dumping the load from the condom on her face.  
 
    She whimpered, knowing they were far from done using her. 
 
   


  
 

 Kiana shuffled in her bed as she finally woke up. The naked beauty yawned as she started to pull off the covers, then remembered what had happened earlier and shot awake. Throwing off the covers, she looked down to see her vibrator near her crotch, with a large puddle of arousal on the sheets.  
 
    “Was... was all of that a dream?” Kiana said to herself. 
 
    Quickly, she began to check around the bed, but she couldn't find any evidence another person besides herself had been in the room.  
 
    “What the hell? Why would I dream that? Hell, I don't even remember going to bed last night. Wait, did somebody come to the door last night? God, everything's such a blur,” Kiana said, holding her head, “I need a shower. Bad.” 
 
    Walking into her shower stall, Kiana began to calm herself down as the warm water cascaded over her body. However, she couldn't shake the images of all that was done to her in her “dream.” The man and woman who abducted her used and abused her body for hours, causing her to cum countless times. As much as she hated it, her body began to get aroused after a few minutes, and she found herself subconsciously fingering her pussy.  
 
    Even if she remembered who had attacked her, Kiana knew that, if her assault was real, her captors had not left any evidence behind, and with the vibrator in her bed, she knew the police wouldn't take her claims seriously, especially since a lot of them hated her due to her campaign. Kiana realized that whoever raped her would end up getting away with it, which caused her to masturbate harder. By this point, she was leaning against the wall, moaning. Not only was she sure it was a supporter of President Triumph, but her constant arousal of it made it feel like his sexism was justified, which only served to arouse her more.  
 
    Kiana imagined herself kneeling before President Triumph, “Oh God. I'm so sorry, sir. You were right. I deserve to have my pussy grabbed, sir. Please let this slutty bitch please you.” She imagined herself sucking his cock, his victorious eyes drinking in her humiliation. Her failure and disgrace allowing men all over to molest and assault women, with the women giving up and accepting their place on their knees. Kiana screamed as she had such a hard orgasm her body shuddered, draining her of all her energy.   
 
    Exiting the shower in shame, Kiana toweled off and contemplated what was happening to her when she noticed her smartphone buzzing on the nightstand. Picking it up, she noticed there were dozens of e-mails, text messages, and voice mails. That's when she noticed the time.  
 
    “Oh my God! How long did I sleep for!?” 
 
    Quickly, she sat down on the bed and called her assistant. 
 
    “I've been trying to reach you for hours! Where have you been!? I even had someone stop by your house, but nobody answered!” her assistant frantically shouted on the other end. 
 
    “I'm sorry. I truly am. I had some wine last night, and I think it was a bad bottle or something. I simply overslept. Don't worry, I'll be down there in an hour.” 
 
    “Well, I'm glad you're OK. Don't scare me like that again. We still have to prepare for the debate.” 
 
    As much as Kiana tried to push what happened out of her mind, she was unable to. Over the next few weeks, any time the Senator was left alone, her thoughts immediately went back to her assault, and arousal flooded her body. Every night, she replayed the scenario again and again, but her fingers and vibrator wasn't enough to get the same kind of pleasure as back then. She began to question whether it was a dream after all, but had no evidence, and just throwing out a random accusation would likely kill her campaign.  
 
    Before Kiana knew it, it was time for the debate. She never would have done it before, but this time she decided to cut loose for a bit, as she unbuttoned the first few buttons of her blouse to give a hint of cleavage while also wearing a knee-length skirt instead of the slacks she normally wears. She ran through her talking points one more time before the show started, then marched out when called. 
 
    Opposite her was the man himself, President Victor Triumph. He waved to the crowd, just as full of himself as ever, treating his office as if it were a party.  
 
    “Thank you for coming to this debate, Senator, Mr. President,” the moderator said. 
 
    “I am happy to be here. Hopefully I can articulate why I am the best choice for the office and why my election would mean a better life for all Americans,” Kiana stated. 
 
    “Glad to be here, too. Always happy to share the stage with such a beautiful opponent.” Victor smugly stated, looking at Kiana with fire in his eyes. The woman visibly rolled her eyes, but a spark of heat did ignite in her body. 
 
    The debate rolled on, as Kiana and Victor traded barbs with one another. They argued about the economy, immigration, foreign policy, and healthcare. Kiana grew more visibly frustrated with Victor blowing off her plans as costing Americans millions of their money, while his plans have already shown that they help the economy. Senator Lowen reiterated multiple times that his plans favored the already rich and disadvantaged the poor even more, but he complaints seemed to just roll off his back. The moderator had to calm the two down multiple times. 
 
    Near the end of the debate, the topic of voter fraud and tampering came up, and Kiana seized the opportunity. 
 
    “Voter ID laws are inherently unconstitutional, and if applied, it will once again disadvantage immigrants and those in the lower class.” 
 
    “If you're going to live in America, I don't see why it's so hard to accept needing a State ID to vote. And if you're here illegally, your vote shouldn't be accepted. If I went into Canada illegally, I shouldn't expect to be able to vote in their elections, so I don't see why the same shouldn't apply here. The only reason to keep allowing it is because Democrats can't win without their help,” President Triumph stated. 
 
    “I'm sorry, but that is extremely insulting. All Americans deserve a say in how our country is run, and those illegal immigrants deserve a chance to become legal. Moreover, it's a laugh that you think Democrats need them to win when Republicans have the Russians hacking machines to get you elected in the first place.” 
 
    “Wrong. That was Crawford who was convicted of having Russians interfere with the election.” 
 
    Kiana laughed, “As if anyone actually believes that. The evidence in that case was flimsy at best and it was obvious the judge was on your side from the start. I don't know how you got her to agree to such ridiculous notions, but when I am elected, I vow to expose all your connections and have you tried for treason.”  
 
    Victor was noticeably irritated by her notion. 
 
    “Now, now, Senator. Let's reign it in a bit,” the moderator said. 
 
    Suddenly, a smile crept up on Victor's face. 
 
    “Fine. You want to throw bogus charges at me? Let's make a bet.” 
 
    Kiana arched her eyebrow, wondering just what her opponent was planning. 
 
    “If you win the election, I'll admit to whatever you want. Even if it's not true, I'll take the fall for it. Whatever you want to charge me with, I'll plead guilty to, even working with the Russians. I'll spill anything I can.”  
 
    The crowd was stunned by Victor's words. Kiana was gleeful. This was a dream come true! Any Independents would definitely want to see this man put through the ringer. He just signed his own death warrant. The crowd went into a frenzied murmur and it took the moderator several minutes to calm them down. Kiana had a smug grin on her face and was ready to accept it right then and there. 
 
    “However! If I win, you have to pay a penalty.” 
 
    Kiana soon became sick as she waited for the other side of the bet. 
 
    “If I win, then on my inauguration day, you have to come out after my speech, in public, get down on your knees, and apologize for everything you've said and done to me, and pledge to support my Presidency in any way I see fit.”  
 
    Her eyes went wide upon hearing this. Imagining the humiliation of performing such an act almost made her stumble from her podium. The crowd was stunned. If she lost, Kiana knew her political career would be over. There would be no coming back. She would be ridiculed and harassed wherever she went. 
 
    However, the prospect of finally getting Triumph, along with his cronies, taken down and jailed, was too good to pass up. Kiana debated accepting the bet in her mind. She really shouldn't stoop down to his level, but if she declined, his base could call her a coward and use it against her.  
 
    The entire crowd, along with all of America, awaited her decision.  
 
    After a few minutes, Kiana sighed, closed her eyes, and leaned into the microphone. 
 
    “All right, Mr. President. You have a deal. You're going down.” 
 
    Various cheers could be heard throughout the audience. Kiana was confident she could win, but seeing Victor look so smug and confident in his victory did unnerve her. 
 
    Once the debate ended, her staff ran up to her to ask if she had gone crazy. 
 
    “No, don't you see? This is perfect! There's been a lot of backlash to Triumph's orders, and people have been calling for him to face justice his entire term! This will just rally people to our cause.” 
 
    “But, what about if you lose? You have a lot of people who would like to see you humiliated like that.” 
 
    “Don't worry. I may have a lot of haters, but a lot more people want justice done than to see a woman humiliated in public. Trust me.” 
 
      
 
    The bet ended up swallowing any actual meaningful discussion on the merits of the candidates. Those on Triumph's side called the bet fair, and that the Democrats are just using him as a scapegoat, and that Kiana's condition for losing is more than fair. Meanwhile, liberals argue that Kiana's losing condition is extremely sexist and that winning is the only way to free the country from tyranny and authoritarianism. Even worse, somehow her files on her laptop were leaked to the press, and several unfavorable legislations, such as a heavy tax increase, were revealed to the public, though Kiana deflected criticism of these, saying that they were simply ideas and could be changed once in office, before reiterating her major platforms that would benefit all Americans. 
 
    As the weeks went by, Kiana started to feel regret about the bet. It was always the first thing anyone asked her about in interviews, all anyone wrote about on the web, the only thing social media seemed to care about, and what was usually mentioned when interviewing random people on the news. Any talk of her actual campaign platform was shoved to the side, which made her feel like she played right into Triumph's hands.  
 
    What's worse is that all of those fantasies she's been having only strengthened in her mind. Every time she went to go to sleep, she rubbed herself to the thought of losing to Triumph and being his plaything to help destroy the Democratic Party.  
 
    Those fantasies, along with the memories of her assault, made her seem less confident out in public, as if she was buckling under the pressure. She tried to keep a clear head, but was failing more and more as time went on. If she wasn't in such a public light, she could at least go on a dating app for a quick fuck, but the press would eat her alive if she did that.  
 
    Eventually, Election Day itself arrived.  
 
    After voting and giving another speech, Kiana went to her office and asked not to be disturbed until the results came in. There, she turned on the television, set it to GNN, and constantly watched the coverage. Before she knew it, her hand automatically found itself under her skirt, rubbing her pussy through her pantyhose. She closed her eyes and rubbed her breasts with her other hand as she delved into another fantasy.  
 
    This one involved her wearing an iron collar and handing President Triumph her chain leash, signing an agreement that reinstated slavery, with her as the first representative. Millions of women followed her path and became sex slaves themselves, and whenever Triumph made a public appearance, Kiana was there, crawling right behind him, a constant symbol of liberal defeat.  
 
    Kiana was so busy rubbing herself that she failed to notice the hours pass, and as she came to a small orgasm, she regained enough awareness of her surroundings to notice the television.  
 
    Instantly, Kiana pulled her hands away and slammed them down on the table, her mouth agape.  
 
    “Once again, just to reiterate. With the majority of the votes in, the Associated Press is officially calling the election. With an Electoral College total of 370 for the Republicans, to 164 for the Democrats, Victor Triumph has successfully won re-election and will remain as President of the United States for the next four years.”  
 
    Kiana couldn't believe it. How? How could Americans choose sexism over peace, security, and happiness? She flopped back in her chair in disbelief. Then, a sense of dread washed over her as she remembered the bet. As if on cue, her desk phone rang, with President Triumph on the other end.  
 
   


  
 

 Butterflies churned in Kiana's stomach as she arrived at the Capitol Building. That fateful night was one humiliation after another. First was President Triumph's phone call, with him gloating over his victory. She didn't want to hear it, but he ordered her to remain on the line. Then, his true self emerged as he talked about how he'd love to see her on her knees, where she belonged, and praised her big tits.  
 
    Then, she had to apologize to her staff and workers for her failure before going out to the press to give her concession speech. Social media was afire, as liberals claimed sexism tilted the odds and called for a recount, while conservatives were overjoyed and mocked their defeated opponents. And much like Triumph's first election, there were thousands of reports of liberal and progressive women being sexually assaulted and raped by conservative men, though thanks to Triumph's new laws, most of them were forced to be discarded. As if that wasn't bad enough, Republicans managed to not only keep their majority in the Senate and House, but increase it. They were only two seats away from having a supermajority in the Senate.  
 
    In the weeks since, Kiana avoided the spotlight, preferring to hole up in her house rather than humiliate herself more than needed. Meanwhile, Victor and his supporters cheered and celebrated, acting like they were on top of the world. It wasn't until a week before inauguration that a representative  from the President called her, giving her instructions on where to go when the date arrived. They would also provide the outfit she would wear, which instantly filled her with dread.  
 
    As if her shame couldn't get any higher, Kiana's libido hadn't gone down any. Almost every night, she fell asleep masturbating to her future humiliation, and every time she tried to stop, she failed horribly.  
 
    Upon arriving at the Capitol, Kiana tried to exit the car as unassuming as possible. She wore a large black coat with a black hood to hide her identity, and two staff members escorted her to a side room under the building.  
 
    Once there, Kiana felt the butterflies multiply when she spied Barbara Crawford, her husband Victor Triumph Jr., the President's wife Nadia, and his daughter Uzvara all in the room waiting for her.  
 
    “Oh! I'm glad you came! Was afraid you'd run away!” Barbara said, running up and hugging her former compatriot.  
 
    She took Kiana's coat, revealing the simple blouse and slacks she wore underneath. Victor Jr. walked up to her. 
 
    “Hah. Glad to see you didn't chicken out. Always nice to see a slut keep her promises,” he smugly said before slapping her ass. 
 
    “Hey! Don't slap my butt and call me a slut!” Kiana yelled. 
 
    Victor Jr., who towered over the woman, then got closer to her, “Remember your place, little whore. You lost, and you're about to lose all your dignity. You're nothing but a plaything for us now.” 
 
    Then, much to Kiana's shock, Jr. reached down her pants and cupped her pussy, rubbing his fingers along her slit through her panties. Kiana yelped and grabbed his arm, but her body was aflush with heat immediately and she couldn't summon the strength to pull his arm away. Her shock turned to anguish as she whimpered under his fingers, which felt oddly familiar.  
 
    Leaning in closer, Victor Jr. cupped Kiana's chin and tilted her head so they made eye contact with each other, “See, even your body knows the truth. Go on. Admit my dad was right.” 
 
    Kiana tried to summon the will to resist, but with everything that happened, and was going to happen in a few hours, she whimpered and closed her eyes, letting go of Victor's arm, “Your dad was right. Thank you for grabbing my pussy, sir.” 
 
    That minor surrender caused her to have a small orgasm, which everyone noticed immediately. The others started laughing, shaming Kiana more.  
 
    “OK, that's enough playing around with our toy,” Nadia said, waving her son away, “We have to get Miss Lowen ready for her outfit.” 
 
    Kiana raised her eyebrow in confusion. 
 
    “Come on now, you really think we'd just accept you going out there in a business suit or whatever?” Uzvara asked, “Nah, we need an outfit that really shows your place now.” 
 
    Fear and dread drenched across Kiana's face, especially when she saw the outfit.  
 
      
 
    Victor Triumph walked out to thunderous applause. Waving out to the crowd hundreds of thousands of people deep, he looked over to all the Senators and Representatives standing behind the podium and smiled. Several annoying Democrats had been voted out, most of them women and replaced by Republican men, which would just make it easier for him to enact his agenda. As the ceremony began, Triumph kept a huge smile on his face, looking forward to later on.  
 
    Standing behind the stage was Barbara, touching Kiana's shoulder as she waited for the signal. Kiana continued to whimper softly as she stood in the skimpy outfit. Much to her disgust, she was dressed up in a red Playboy bunny girl outfit. She wore red high heels, black fishnet stockings, a red bodysuit with white cotton tail, white cuffs, white collar, and red bunny ears. The bodysuit, in particular, pushed her huge boobs up and made them seem even larger than they were. She couldn't believe the President of the United States was forcing her to dress up in such an outfit. At least it was a mild day, so she wasn't freezing.  
 
    “...And I continue to promise that I will do all I can to make Americans' lives better. I will grow the economy, cut taxes, and ensure the prosperity and safety of all our great citizens,” Victor said, reciting his inauguration speech, “Thank you, everyone who voted  for me. But I think I've stalled enough. We all know why you're really here.” 
 
    Kiana perked up, knowing her time was coming.  
 
    “My opponent in the last election tried to defame me, spreading lies and slander about me while saying she was for the people. She even tried to get me to take the fall for things I never did, which is something I would never, ever do. But now she has something she wants to say to me. Isn't that right, former Senator Lowen?” 
 
    Kiana hesitated for a second, wanting nothing more than to run away and hide. However, Barbara pushed her forward, up the stairs. Gulping, Kiana sauntered out towards the crowd. 
 
    Instantly, the crowd gasped upon seeing her outfit. And since there were large monitors everywhere, her sexy outfit was seen throughout the entire crowd. Shame filled the woman's body, her cheeks blushing profusely, as she marched towards the President. She could feel many of the Congressmen lusting after her and the remaining Democrats glaring at her, especially the women.  
 
    Upon walking out on the main stage, Kiana fell to her knees and she began to crawl slowly towards the President. She hated doing this, but Triumph's family strictly ordered her to do this. Her ass stuck out enticingly, and many of the monitors focused on it as she crawled along. Upon reaching the podium, Kiana sat back on her knees and waited. 
 
    “Oh, my!” Victor said, “That is some outfit. I don't think I specified something like that in our little bet.” 
 
    Whimpering, Kiana replied, “I wanted to wear something that showed that I understood my place, and that might please you as well.” 
 
    It wasn't true, of course, but she was forced to lie.  
 
    She looked at the lapel mic attached to her bustier and softly sighed. Deciding to get things over with, Kiana leaned her body down and bowed before Victor, raising her ass in the air. 
 
    “I apologize for everything mean and nasty I ever said to you, President Triumph. I should have realized you are the greatest President who ever lived and are a blessing for the American people. If you would accept me, I would love nothing more than to assist you in any way possible in your quest to make America great again.” 
 
    To cap things off, Kiana leaned forward and placed her head at Victor's feet. Knowing the camera were capturing every moment and angle, she kissed Victor's leather shoes multiple times, making his shoes shine with her saliva. Once she was done, she leaned back on her knees and awaited his response.  
 
    “Well now, that was very brave of you, Miss Lowen. I accept your apology and your employment. See, Democrats? You liberals and progressives could learn a thing or two from her!” Victor said, then covering the microphone with his hand, “Good girl.” 
 
    He reached down and patted Kiana on the head, like a little girl or a pet, which just enhanced her shame. The crowd roared with approval and started chanting Victor's name. What's worse is that her erect nipples could clearly be seen through the fabric of her outfit, and her pussy was gushing. 
 
      
 
    After the ceremony, Kiana was in the dressing room, removing her outfit. She didn't even want to see what social media or news programs were saying about  her little stunt. She wanted to crawl away and die. But then, the door swung open.  
 
    Victor walked in, a large, smug smile on his face. Kiana was half-dressed and tried to cover her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, come on. You and I both know there's no need for that now.” 
 
    Kiana shuddered, but then nodded and pulled down her arms, exposing her big tits.  
 
    “Finish getting undressed. Your sexy little show out there got me hard, and I want to cement my victory over feminist trash like you.” 
 
    Kiana desperately wanted to respond to the remark, but decided against it, stripping herself naked and presenting herself before her new owner. 
 
    Victor walked up and grasped her boobs, kneading them between his fingers, admiring how soft, yet firm, they were. Unable to help herself, she softly moaned at his touch. He was pleased with her response and her body. Reaching down, he cupped her pussy and was delighted to find it gushing. 
 
    “Nice. Very nice. Good girl,” Victor said, “OK, get on the desk. Time to make you my property.” 
 
    A mixture of a whimper and a moan escaped her lips, but Kiana obeyed. She got up on the nearby desk and spread her legs, waiting for Victor to claim her. However, he simply stood there, not bothering to remove his clothes. 
 
    “You know, on second thought, I made a promise to someone else beforehand. Since you upheld your end of the deal, I might as well uphold my deal as well. Come on in!” 
 
    Kiana's eyes bulged as her secretary walked in! The young man sheepishly stepped through, then his jaw dropped seeing his naked boss right in front of him. She was shook, at a loss for words, and simply looked at Victor for answers. 
 
    “Ah, you're wondering what's going on. Well, my people looked for weak links in your staff, and came upon your secretary here. So, we promised that if he helped us access your files, we'd let him fuck you as much as he wanted,” Victor explained. 
 
    Kiana just sat there, stunned that one of her own could be so easily swayed. A large part of her wanted to throttle him. Maybe he was in on her assault those months ago? 
 
    “I'm... I'm sorry, Miss Lowen,” the secretary meekly said, taking off his clothes, “But the offer was too good to pass up.” 
 
    Seeing the white boy's erect cock before her, Kiana realized just how much he lusted after her and sighed. There really was no point in fighting it now. 
 
    “It's all right. You did the right thing,” Kiana said, humiliating herself, “Now, come here and get your well-deserved reward.” 
 
    Ecstatic by her offer, the secretary ran up and immediately started groping the chocolate beauty. Kiana slumped her shoulders and didn't bother to fight her feelings anymore, allowing her lust to consume her body. He was extremely clumsy in handling her body, but her own shame made up for that.  
 
    Eventually, he couldn't hold on any longer and gripped her thighs, aiming his cock right at her pussy. He told her, “Sorry. Ashamed to admit it, but I'm a virgin, so I can't wait that long.” 
 
    Kiana forced a smile on her lips, “Don't worry. I'm glad to be your first. Go on and take what you deserve.” 
 
    Wrapping her arms over his shoulders, Kiana pushed her secretary towards her, plunging his cock inside her pussy. Immediately, she began moaning as he started thrusting in and out. The fact that she was rewarding his betrayal made her both ashamed and aroused, and soon she moaned in orgasm.  
 
    Meanwhile, Victor watched the two and started undressing himself, eager to take his turn after the clumsy secretary was finished. 
 
    Kiana looked behind the secretary to see the naked Victor and his large cock and moaned in orgasm again. There really was no point in fighting it anymore. She had fallen too far to climb back up now. Her days as a feminist were over, and she knew many, many young girls would see her example and give up the fight as well, which just made her cum again. 
 
    Victor smiled. Another feminist icon had been taken down forever. It wouldn't be long before all liberal women submitted to the truth.  
 
    Once again, President Victor Triumph had claimed victory for the Patriarchy. 
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