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 For women in the United States, the past eight years have been hell. Extremely sexist corporate overlord Victor Triumph, a Republican, successfully defeated Democrat Julia Rahkan-Crawford, a feminist icon, in a contentious election. He then proceeded to have her arrested and sent to jail, then corrupted her daughter, Barbara, into marrying his son. During his first term, he rolled back protections for women against sexual harassment, openly flirted with attractive reporters, and constantly derided so-called “ugly” women who railed against him. Near the end of his first term, President Triumph also upped the threshold for a rape conviction, including essentially making marital rape legal again. The requirements needed to get a rape conviction were so high now that, for many women, it was easier to stay silent and allow the perpetrator to get away with the act than fight a useless legal battle and be humiliated when he walked. 
 
    A Senator from California, Kiana Lowen, stepped up to be President Triumph's new enemy, and soon became the Democratic Candidate when Victor's re-election came up. However, she foolishly agreed to a bet that would force her to submit to Victor, and America decided humiliating a feminist was more important than exposing corruption in the government. She was forced to publicly bow and kiss the President's feet during his inauguration, and in a degrading bunny girl outfit, too. Liberals and progressives protested, of course, but the image of one of their idols kissing their enemy's feet loomed large in any movement, so any resistance remained scattered and unfocused. Kiana herself eventually became the secretary for the Senate Majority Leader, where rumors of her being a sex toy for Republicans abound.  
 
    It wasn't just the Presidency that became anti-feminist and sexist. Republicans took over both the Senate and the House of Representatives, and despite Democrats' best efforts to rally their voters, it hasn't been enough to stave off a supermajority in both branches. Even the Supreme Court, which had a 6-3 Democrat majority when Triumph was elected, had now swung the other way, and was now 7-2 Republican. In Triumph's second term, they successfully struck down Roe v. Wade, thus making abortions illegal across much the country. As if that wasn't bad enough, President Triumph legalized prostitution across the entire nation, and within a year thousands of brothels popped up housing millions of women.  
 
    Not helping was Triumph's fanbase. Liberal women were shocked how many men thought that women should be relegated to the kitchen, on their knees, or both. Triumph's supporters had become far more open about their sexism and misogyny in the past few years, and were not afraid to grope or harass women out in public. Hollywood tried to rally around their female stars and promote equality, but every studio and network that backed feminism saw their profits drop drastically, causing them to back away after a while and essentially blacklist the more outspoken feminists. A landmark report on rampant sexual harassment in Hollywood tried to start a movement aimed at stopping it, but there was so much pushback that it died after a couple years. Liberal and progressive women everywhere wanted to fight, but defeat after defeat wore on their psyche, and many contemplated just giving up and submitting to the inevitable. The resistance needed a central figure to rally them for one last fight, because if Republicans gained any more power, feminism was as good as dead. 
 
    Luckily, there was one such figure who emerged. A Representative from New York, Samantha Sanz-Ramirez, the youngest Representative ever, won her election six years ago and since then, has become a vocal supporter of feminism and taking down Republicans and Triumph. Thanks to her knowledge of modern trends, she was able to connect with young voters across the nation. Along her with husband, Jacob, Samantha soon rose through the ranks of the Democratic Party and essentially became their mascot. Despite facing overwhelming odds, she continued to fight back, inspiring many young liberal women to not give up. 
 
    As President Triumph's second term was coming to a close, a vital turning point was coming up. Triumph joked about rescinding the two-term rule and running again, but eventually confirmed he would indeed step down at the end of his reign. Democrats saw this as their best opportunity to take out their biggest thorn and get the country back on track to a more progressive nation.  
 
    That is, until the Republican Party announced their replacement: Uzvara Triumph, Victor's daughter. 
 
    Samantha sighed as she watched Uzvara's speech on Wolf News. 
 
    “Over the past eight years, my father has done everything he could to make America great again, and has largely succeeded. The economy is at an all-time high, the unemployment rate is the lowest in decades, and many of the horrible Democrats who have been hampering our great nation have been dethroned, with many of them seeing the light and joining the right side. My deepest desire is to continue that progress, elevating the country even further and making it the greatest country in the world once again. If I am elected, nothing will be able to stop us!” 
 
    Rolling her eyes, Samantha ran her hands through her black hair, frustrated that anybody could take this woman seriously. She wants to continue her father's legacy? The bastard has beaten down women for the last eight years, taking away their rights and protections, and now seemingly half of all ladies in the US were either whores or trophy wives. Female entrepreneurs in the business world already had a rough climb up the ladder, but nowadays they were dropping off left and right, replaced by the same corrupt, sexist men that got the country into this mess to begin with. If things kept up like this, America would belong to the corporations and the regular people would be powerless to stand up to them, while women would go back to being property. 
 
    And yet, this little bitch  is perfectly OK with all that. That much is made clear by her looks. Uzvara had her hair treated to look perfect, she wore enough makeup to look like a slut, and her eyes constantly looked like they were trying to arouse men. Then there was her clothing. As always, she wore tops that exposed a lot of cleavage and bras that pushed her boobs up. Samantha didn't think the slut ever wore a pair of pants ever, as she was always prancing around in skirts that sometimes didn't even reach mid-thigh.  
 
    Even worse was her effect on impressionable young women in the nation. Many young ladies looked at Uzvara as an idol the past few years and began emulating her as best they could. Any new fashion trend she started, which usually made her look sluttier than her last look, was immediately trending with young girls, which simply made them easier prey for men. You would think her father being so blatantly sexist would dampen things, but both Triumphs have actually gained female supporters over the years, somehow. 
 
    “Ugh. I need to stop thinking about this. Otherwise, I'm going to bash my head against the wall,” Samantha said as she sat up.  
 
    Standing up, the young Representative grabbed her hair ties and pulled her hair into a bun, with a few strands loose. She then grabbed the business jacket of her dark blue pantsuit and smoothed it out, covering up her white blouse. As she buttoned up her jacket, she couldn't help but notice her small B-Cup breasts, then glanced at the television, where Uzvara's giant DD boobs lightly jiggled, as if mocking her. 
 
    She shook her head, “No. A woman's worth is more than her looks. Having big tits just means more back problems. They're probably fake, anyway. Fitting for such a slut.” 
 
    Turning the TV off, Samantha gathered up her documents. She had a meeting with her campaign staff to attend. Slipping on her inch-high shoes, the young woman was about to head out when she noticed a new e-mail on her smartphone. 
 
    It was from Kiana Lowen. The two women had met a few times during Kiana's campaign trail, and she was very supportive of Samantha's rise to power several years ago. Her losing the election and the utter humiliation Victor Triumph forced her through at his inauguration was the last straw for Samantha. Republicans were evil and needed to be stopped. She couldn't believe that Kiana accepted the position of secretary for the Senate Speaker after what the President did to her.  
 
    Checking the e-mail quickly, Samantha was surprised to find that Kiana wanted to chat with her about the upcoming campaign. Sam figured that Kiana had turned traitor, but maybe not? 
 
    “Maybe she was forced to take up the job, and now she has some juicy info to help me,” Samantha reasoned. She quickly texted a reply back setting up the meeting a week from now.  
 
      
 
    Looking up, Samantha was impressed. Kiana suggested a rather high-class restaurant, which Sam tends to avoid, and the location agreed upon was certainly worthy of the price. Well-groomed hedge sculptures lined the entrance, the doors were made of very expensive wood, and the inside looked closer to a hotel than a restaurant. Walking up to the receptionist, Samantha told her she was here about the Lowen reservation. Finding her name, the receptionist called over one of the waitresses and she happily led the Congresswoman to the table. Samantha was shocked to find that every table was in a private room, which she thought was only in TV shows. After a short walk, they arrived at the reserved table.  
 
    “Samantha! I'm so glad you could make it! We haven't talked in forever!” 
 
    Kiana stood up from the booth and greeted her old friend brightly.  
 
    “Kiana! I'm happy to see you too!” 
 
    The two girls hugged, and Kiana invited her friend to sit down. Samantha was gleeful to chat with her good friend, but then she noticed they weren't alone. There was one other woman sitting across from them. 
 
    “Hi there! Nice to meet you, Samantha! Barbara Triumph.” the blonde said as she held out her hand. 
 
    Immediate disgust registered on Samantha's face, “I know who you are. Kiana, why is she here?” 
 
    “Oh, she's fine. Before we chat, let's order some wine and chit-chat!” 
 
    Kiana pressed a button on the table, and soon a male waiter appeared. Samantha wasn't familiar with most wine brands, so she had no idea what kind Kiana ordered, but it didn't take long for him to retrieve it. As he poured the glasses, Samantha noticed that his eyes kept darting toward Kiana and Barbara's ample cleavage and rolled her eyes, feeling slightly insulted that he barely paid attention to her.  
 
    Soon, however, that was all forgotten as she and Kiana reminisced about old times, laughing as Samantha was getting slightly buzzed. She had to admit, the wine was delicious and made her feel all warm and good. The two talked about a crazy situation they had back in the day and both laughed, along with Barbara, who was listening in. 
 
    Upon being reminded that she was still present, Samantha sobered up a bit, “OK, seriously though. Why is she here?” 
 
    Seeing how they couldn't delay things any longer, Kiana got a bit serious and put down her wine, “Samantha, Barbara's here to help me convince you.” 
 
    The Representative's eyebrow raised, “Convince me? Of what? I thought you were here to give me some inside information to help me with my campaign?” 
 
    Kiana giggled, “Oh, no silly! Quite the opposite!” 
 
    Barbara chimed in, “We're here to get you to stand down on your nomination and concede early.” 
 
    Samantha couldn't believe her ears.  
 
    “What the hell are you two talking about? I'm not conceding anything! I can't believe you two are seriously asking me this!” 
 
    “We just think it's for your own good,” Kiana stated. 
 
    “My own good! Kiana, that bitch's father humiliated you on live television! It's still the only thing anyone talks about regarding you! Do you realize how many women voters cried out and tried to harm themselves after seeing that? And you! Why the hell did you marry that sleazebag's son!? He had your mother convicted of treason and sentenced to life in prison! And you fucking testified against your own damn mother! What the fuck were you even thinking!?” 
 
    After letting her rant a bit, Kiana spoke up, “Look, Samantha. I'll admit that losing that bet was not my best moment. But ever since I got to see the other side, I've come to realize that the Republicans do have the nation's best interests at heart, and Victor isn't that bad a man once you get to know him.” 
 
    Barbara chimed in, “And hey, I didn't want to testify against Mom, but all the evidence was pretty clear. She tried to cheat and failed. I was so disgusted by what she did without me even knowing that I feel I wouldn't be a true patriot if I kept silent. And then I met Victor Jr. He was very charming and sensitive. We hit it off, and one thing leads to another, and soon we fell in love and got married!” 
 
    Samantha's face was aghast listening to all of this. 
 
    “Plus,” Barbara grinned and leaned in to whisper, “The sex is pretty awesome too!” 
 
    “Oh, girl, you ain't lying!” Kiana exclaimed, “If I had known Republican men fucked so much better, I'd have changed parties way sooner!” 
 
    “WHAT THE HELL!?” Samantha yelled. Kiana and Barbara looked at her with puzzled expressions. 
 
    “I... I can't...! What the hell happened to you two? You betray your beliefs and values just for sex? There are women out there who have been assaulted and raped, and they can't do anything about it because that bastard made it impossible to get a conviction! Corporations are more powerful than ever! Millions of women are forced to sell their bodies just to get by! The Triumphs are the worst thing to ever happen to this country and I can't believe you two are defending them! 
 
    What happened to you? Both of you used to be stand-up women. Role models to look up to.  And now you threw it all away just to dress like sluts and be Republican fuck toys?” 
 
    “Simple,” Barbara said, “We just saw where the country was headed and instead of fighting it, we did the smart thing and knelt before our conquerors.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    Kiana lightly grasped Samantha's hand, “Look, Samantha. I'll admit that not everything the administration has done is positive. But take it from me. You can't win. Liberalism. Progressive. Both are on their way out. Triumph is simply far too powerful and has given that to Republicans. If you continue, you're just going to end up humiliating yourself. It goes a lot deeper than you think. The Democratic Party is finished. Uzvara's going to win. Concede now before she does to you what her father did to me.”  
 
    Samantha stood up in disgust, “I can't believe this. I thought there was still good in you. But it seems I was wrong. I'm not going to give up. Not only that, I'm going to beat that bitch and reverse all the horrible damage that bastard has done to this country. I'm going to save women from being reduced to property of men!” 
 
    Before either woman could reply, Samantha threw down her napkin and stormed out of the restaurant.  
 
    Driving her car from the restaurant, Samantha contemplated what she just witnessed. How in the world could they have red-pilled such strong-willed women so badly? It was one thing to see airheads and bimbos call for men to revoke women's rights, but for two of the strongest women she ever knew to submit to sexism that bad?  
 
    While waiting at a red light, she taped the steering wheel, contemplating what to do next. She couldn't let Uzvara win. This was the first election where, for the first time ever, the President of the United States would be a woman. To have that landmark achievement be taken by a skank like that, who was the daughter of the man who seemingly did everything he could to revoke women's rights, would be one of the greatest insults to feminism ever. And with the way the country was right now, she didn't think feminism would be able to recover. There was the strong possibility that Kiana was right, if Democrats didn't win this election, they were finished. Many of the lower races had Republicans winning in a landslide, with Democrats unable to gain any momentum whatsoever outside of solid blue areas.  
 
    God, if only Julia Rahkan-Crawford didn't lose eight years ago. 
 
    Suddenly, inspiration hit Samantha, and once she had a chance, she made a few calls. There was one person who knew the truth.  
 
      
 
    A few weeks later, Samantha sat in her car and looked at the building in front of her. It was a maximum security prison. Using her connections, the Congresswoman was able to not only get the location of where Crawford was being held, but to schedule a visit. The past few weeks had been a whirlwind, where she and Uzvara traded blow after blow. Most polls had them dead even, with the advantage swaying from one side to the other every day.  
 
    Kiana had tried to contact Sam multiple times since their meeting, but the woman refused to respond, wanting nothing to do with her former friend after that disgusting display before.  
 
    Gathering her wits, Samantha got out of the car and headed for the prison entrance. After speaking to the male clerk, who was rather dismissive of her and very clearly checking out her ass she left, Samantha was led to the visitor's room. A few minutes later, the prisoner she requested to talk to sat down on the other side of the glass. Both women picked up the phone. 
 
    “Mrs. Crawford, I'm glad you were able to speak to me. My name is Samantha Sanz-Ramirez and I have some things I need to discuss with you.”  
 
    Julia Rahkan-Crawford sat down in her gray jumpsuit. Her hair had grown out in the past few years, and Samantha noted that her skin had become worn, but she still looked youthful despite her age. The Congresswoman noted that her jumpsuit seemed to hug her figure a lot more than prison uniforms really should.  
 
    “I know who you are,” Julia responded wearily, “I've been watching things on the TV here. Why are you here?” 
 
    Licking her lips, Samantha just spat it out, “I need your help. I need any info you can give me to try and take down the Triumphs and the Republicans. I know you didn't actually commit treason. Any info you can give me will help!” 
 
    Julia sighed, “Sorry. You're barking up the wrong tree. I can't help you.” 
 
    “Please! It's been hell for women these last eight years! The country is taking away women's rights left and right, and it wouldn't surprise me if they actually re-instituted slavery! Your daughter is married to Triumph's son! You're the only one who can tip the scales and help me end this madness once and for all!” 
 
    The air between the two was thick as Samantha awaited Julia's response. 
 
    “Look. I would love nothing more than to take that bastard down. And maybe if you had been around eight years ago, I could've done that. But it's too late now. “ 
 
    “But...!” 
 
    “Look, I'm going to be frank. Triumph conquered me. He grabbed me by the pussy, used me, and turned me into one of his floozies. That's why I didn't fight it when he threw me in jail. And in here, I've been the rape toy for the other prisoners and even the other guards these past eight years. All day, every day, the men around here have used and abused my body. I've been even more helpless than the girls out there.  
 
    It's worn me down. Victor won. He got me to kneel before him. He took the Presidency from me. He took my daughter from me. I've seen everything he's done via news reports. There's no stopping him now. He didn't just kill feminism, he's slaughtered it. 
 
    My advice? Don't bother fighting it. You're married, aren't you? I suggest learning how you can be a good trophy wife for him. You're going to end up naked and collared, probably with a boob job, and on your knees before your owner husband eventually. Might as well accept it.” 
 
    With that, Julia hung up the phone and indicated to the guard that she was finished, returning to her cell. She left Samantha sitting there in shock. 
 
    Was there really no hope? 
 
   


  
 

 After leaving the prison, Samantha parked her car in her garage at home and just sat there, trying to process what just happened. Her last hope for an edge had vaporized. She couldn't believe how much her former idol had fallen.  
 
    Julia's final statement kept echoing in her mind. Jacob, a handsome black man, had always been kind, but strong. That's why she fell in love with him. He was always supportive of her political runs. She just couldn't imagine him wanting her as a trophy wife.  
 
    She imagined a scenario where Julia's predictions came true. She imagined herself naked and collared, Jacob holding her leash while she was on her knees. After a law had passed, she was legally his property. The nice, kind man she had known became more forceful, treating her like a pet. He ordered her to kiss his feet, which she happily did. He pulled the leash up and began to manhandle her body, fondling her boobs and cupping her pussy. Samantha was helpless to stop him, but instead of gasping her husband's name, she gasped “Master” over and over again. He then threw her over the couch and fucked her, with no thought to her comfort or pleasure. Master kept degrading her, calling her a slut or a whore, telling her she was only good for cooking, cleaning, and fucking. Once he came inside her, he threw her down and told her to get him a beer. After getting his drink, she was ordered to kneel before him, where he used her as a footstool while watching television. 
 
    The scenario in her head should have horrified Samantha, but she suddenly found she was heavily aroused, with one hand down in her pants, rubbing her pussy, while the other groped her breasts through her shirt. Her brain told her to stop, but she imagined other scenarios where she was used and degraded, and she couldn't stop herself from masturbating, until she loudly came while still in her car.  
 
    Calming down a bit, Samantha was glad Jacob wasn't home yet and that her garage door was closed. She couldn't believe she had got off on such a horrific scenario. Needing to clear her head, the woman got out of the car and went to the bathroom to take a shower. Letting the water cascade down her naked body, Samantha couldn't get the images out of her mind. The fact that her former friends and idols kept harping on this being her future only made it more powerful in her mind, and soon her pussy was gushing again.  
 
    “Honey, I'm home!” 
 
    Waking from her trance, Samantha quickly finished cleaning herself and turned off the shower. Drying off, then wrapping a towel around her body, she was about to call out to her husband that she would be down in a minute when she found him standing naked right outside the bathroom. 
 
    Before she knew what was happening, Jacob pounced, pulling her into him and pressing her into his chest. One of his hands reached down and started rubbing her pussy, while the other reached down to grab her ass. He leaned in and kissed his wife, his tongue claiming her mouth as his. She was too shocked by his brazen assault to do anything at first. Her prior arousal came back to her and withing seconds her body was hot with desire, screaming at her to submit as her pussy was gushing. Part of her really wanted to, as well. 
 
    However, the back of her mind screamed at her and soon Samantha became more alert. She tried to push her husband off of her, wondering what had gotten into him. Whenever they made love, it was after a romantic evening, and the sex was passionate, but rather standard. She wasn't kinky in the least, so they never did anything like bondage or role play.  
 
    Unfortunately, she wasn't strong enough to push him off. Jacob seemed like an animal possessed, and his cock brushed up against her thighs and stomach. He was very well-endowed, and the thought of having his dick in her pussy almost put Samantha in a haze again, but she soon shook it off and once again struggled. 
 
    “What has gotten into you? Let me go. I don't want to have sex right now!” Samantha cried out. 
 
    “But I do,” Jacob growled as he threw off her towel and began to kiss her neck and shoulders. Picking up the woman, he carried her over to their bedroom and threw her down on the mattress.  
 
    “Honey, stop! What are you...?” Samantha exclaimed, before being silenced by Jacob backhanding her. 
 
    “Shut it, bitch. I'm horny.”  
 
    Grabbing her ankles, Jacob spread her legs, climbed up on the bed, and immediately plunged his cock in her pussy. He slid in easily. 
 
    “Hah! So you do like it rough! I knew it! You keep screaming about women's rights and feminism and all that, but you're just as slutty as other bitches.” 
 
    Samantha grunted as she was impaled roughly on the bed. It was all she could do to keep her composure as he raped her. Confusion ran through her mind. What had gotten into Jacob? He was never like this before. He was always kind and supportive. She never even knew this side of him existed.  
 
    But what was worse was that he wasn't lying. Her pussy was flooding. It was the hottest she ever felt. She tried to protest and beg for him to stop, but her pleas were interrupted with moans and grunts of arousal. Every time he called her a degrading name, she whimpered. He wrapped his hand around her throat and fucked her harder, and Samantha cried out as she came. The orgasm was much more powerful than whenever they had sex normally. 
 
    Looking up at her husband, he had a frenzied, crazed look on his face, like he was a pure sexual animal who existed to conquer and enslave. She came again at the thought. Soon, she stopped protesting altogether and let him use her. After all, marital rape was now legal, so it's not like she could fight back in a legal sense.  
 
    After a few more minutes, Jacob released her throat and pulled out, “Get on your hands and knees, slut.” 
 
    Not wanting to anger him further, Samantha whimpered and complied, showing her ass and pussy before her husband. She gasped as his cock slid in once again and he started pounding her once again. He wrapped her hair around his hand and pulled, using it as a handle to go deeper. Samantha's eyes rolled back in her head as she had another powerful orgasm.  
 
    Jacob's thrusts became so forceful that he was forced to let go of her hair and steady himself on the bed. Samantha couldn't hold them up any more and she fell down on the mattress. Jacob fell on top of her, pinning her down as he continued to pound her body. He reached underneath her and groped her boobs, and had Samantha had a clearer head, she would have noticed a disapproving grunt as he groped her. But the young woman was in a daze as she came again.  
 
    Finally, Jacob couldn't hold out any longer and roared, dumping his seed inside her pussy. Luckily for Samantha, her period had already passed, but she moaned as she came one last time. Tired, Jacob collapsed on top of Samantha to catch his breath. She tried to come down from her high and push her husband off of her, but she was too weak, so she just laid there and whimpered.  
 
    “What... What got into you?” Samantha finally asked once they were both relatively sober. 
 
    “Somebody came into work today and we had a chat. With you being so busy, we hadn't had a chance to have sex, and they saw that. So, they gave some advice on how I should treat you, and you'd melt into my arms. Looks like they were right.” 
 
    Appalled that he would disclose their personal sex lives to some stranger, Samantha was about to complain when Jacob pushed her head down, using her to pick himself up back on his knees. He crawled over to the head of the bed and laid down, his cock shining with her juices.  
 
    Grabbing Samantha's hair, Jacob pulled her over and pushed her head into his crotch, “Look at the mess you made. Clean my cock up.” 
 
    Now in a clear mind, Samantha could actually fight back, “Like hell! You know I don't do blowjobs! They're disgusting and demeaning to women! I'm willing to look past this, but you need to stop this shit right now!” 
 
    Tired of her bellyaching, Jacob leaned forward and slapped her cheeks, then backhanded her, and then slapped her again. He went back and forth multiple times, and since he still held her hair, she couldn't escape.  
 
    “All right! All right! I'll suck your cock!” Samantha cried out. 
 
    Pleased to see her new response, Jacob smiled, stopped slapping her, and once again shoved her head into his crotch. She glared at her husband and contemplated biting down, but given how much stronger he was, thought better of it.  
 
    Instead, she closed her eyes and lightly grasped the cock. Leaning down, she tentatively licked the rod and was expecting it to taste disgusting, but was surprised to find it didn't taste that bad. She slowly started licking her juices off her husband's cock, picking up the pace as she got more used to it.  
 
    All through her life, Samantha always thought a woman giving a man a blowjob was demeaning, and she was right. Licking her husband's cock while he laid back and relaxed made her feel like a whore. Strangely, though, her pussy was getting wet from the feeling. Instead of feeling revulsion from being degraded like this, Samantha was feeling aroused. She started moaning as she took his cock into her mouth, and once it became hard again she started pumping her head up and down like her friends at school described when they gossiped.  
 
    Jacob groaned in approval, letting go of her hair and moving his hand over to Samantha's crotch. He grabbed her ass and slapped it a few times before moving forward and fingering her pussy some more. Samantha moaned as heat welled up inside her. Something about this made her feel something she never felt before. She felt content. Almost like pleasuring her husband like this was right and proper. If she had known blowjobs were like this back when she was young, she wouldn't have resisted for so long. 
 
    Eventually, Jacob couldn't take any more and he took his hands off her pussy to grab her head once again. He forced his cock down her throat, gagging her, as he roared and came again. Having no choice, Samantha swallowed his cum, and realized how much she hated the sticky, salty taste. However, she couldn't escape until he let her go once he was done. When he pulled her up, she was left gasping for air, and he then threw her to the side of the mattress.  
 
    “Grab me a beer,” he said as he turned on the TV. 
 
    Samantha sat up and looked at her husband with a clear mind. A few bits of his seed dribbled down her lips. 
 
    “Look, I'm gonna forget this happened, since the sex was actually pretty good, but you do NOT order me around like a slave!” 
 
    Jacob cocked his eyebrow and looked at her, “Hunh. Guess she was wrong about you being tamed that easily.” 
 
    That piqued her interest, “'She'? Who is 'she'?” 
 
      
 
    A few days later, Samantha pulled up at her location and stormed out of the car. She couldn't get a parking spot right next to her destination. 
 
    Uzvara Triumph's campaign headquarters.  
 
    Outside, there were several men in black suits who stood guard, indicating that her dad, President Triumph, was there as well, likely doing some war planning. Samantha marched up to the entrance, but the Secret Service men blocked her way. 
 
    “Let me through. I want to see Uzvara. We have matters to discuss.” 
 
    One of the guards talked softly into his radio. A few minutes later, he nodded to his compatriots and they allowed her to come in after making sure she didn't have any weapons.  
 
    Upon being told where the skank was, Samantha stormed down the hallway and forced open the door. There, the targets of her hatred were sitting by a desk, waiting for her. 
 
    “Why, hello Samantha. I'm surprised you wanted to talk to me. I got the impression you despised me.” 
 
    Storming in, the Congresswoman didn't waste any time. 
 
    “You little bitch. How DARE you seduce my husband like that! I have half a mind to strangle your throat for making him like that!” 
 
    Both Uzvara and Victor chuckled. 
 
    “Judging by how long it took you to come here, I'd say you enjoyed your husband's new self.” 
 
    “Don't you blow this off like that! Don't you EVER come near my husband ever again, you self-serving little bitch!” 
 
    “Hey now, watch your language around my daughter,” Victor said in mock anger.  
 
    Turning to him, the fuming woman didn't relent, “And YOU! You've made this country a living hell. I'm going to so enjoy sending your ass to jail once I'm elected. I'm going to dedicate my life to taking down you and your entire cabal!” 
 
    Victor seemed amused by her outburst, which just made her even angrier. But before she could continue her tirade, Uzvara came up beside her. Grabbing the young woman, the Triumph daughter pulled her in and kissed the Latina woman deeply.  
 
    Startled by the sudden sexual assault, Samantha struggled to escape, but the blonde woman had a tight grip on her arms, preventing her escape. Uzvara pushed her tongue into Samantha's mouth, and the young woman was tempted to bite down, but then felt her body changing. All of her anger was being replaced with arousal, and within seconds a warm heat filled her body. Her righteous struggle soon turned into mere wriggling as Samantha's strength began to leave her. Uzvara pulled her in closer, squeezing her giant boobs into her, making the woman whimper. Though the Triumph woman let go of her arm, Samantha didn't resist as the blonde reached around and undid her hair bun, letting her hair down. Sam moaned. 
 
    As much as she hated this bitch, Samantha had to admit she was an excellent kisser.  
 
    After a few minutes, Uzvara finally allowed Samantha some air. The Representative gasped and finally regained enough composure to push herself away. 
 
    “Aw, don't tell me you didn't enjoy that. Your body doesn't lie, little girl.”  
 
    Samantha was about to respond when she backed into something. She looked up to see Victor standing behind her, grinning. With one swift motion, he reached around and stuck his hand down her pants, grabbing her pussy, while his other hand groped her breasts. Sam gasped as she was sexually assaulted. She had heard the stories, but never realized he actually grabbed women by their pussies. 
 
    “Calm down, little miss. Girls like you shouldn't be raising their voice like that.” 
 
    Samantha tried to escape his grip, but the vile man was simply too strong. Before she knew it, butterflies erupted in her stomach as her pussy was soon gushing. Samantha knew she was in trouble and cursed herself for acting so stupidly, but she couldn't escape on her own.  
 
    “Let... Let me go!” Samantha cried out as she wriggled in the President's grip.  
 
    Despite being such a louse, Samantha was saddened to discover that the man knew how to please a woman. Somehow, he knew exactly where her sensitive spots were and attacked them furiously. Panic replaced anger as the young woman was soon whimpering and moaning in his grip. She tried once again to break free, when Victor abruptly let go, causing her to shuffle forward. Uzvara grabbed her and pushed her onto the desk, pinning her over the side.  
 
    “You have been a very naughty girl, Samantha. You need to learn proper manners. Especially in front of your superiors.”  
 
    Sam had no idea what Uzvara was planning, but then she felt her pants being pulled down, exposing her panties.  
 
    “Aw, plain old underwear?” Uzvara taunted, “That's no good. A girl should always strive to be sexy. You need some lacy panties or a thong like a proper girl.” 
 
    Blushing in shame, Samantha tried to pull herself up, but she was pinned down, “Let me go you bitch! Don't you dare--!” 
 
    She felt hands grab her panties and pulled them down, exposing her ass and pussy to her greatest enemies.  
 
    “Samantha, Samantha, Samantha. Such a naughty mouth,” Victor said, “Storming in here and cursing us out? That's not very nice. You should apologize.” 
 
    “Like hell I wi-- OW!” 
 
    Samantha was shocked to feel a hand come down on her ass. She couldn't believe it, they were spanking her! Once again, she tried to wriggle free, but then another hand came down and slapped her ass once again. Victor and Uzvara alternated slaps across her ass cheeks, and Samantha soon became desperate to escape. Her buns quickly felt like they were burning. She cried out and pleaded for them to stop, but the pain kept coming. Tears fell down her eyes as the pain and shame coursed through her body.  
 
    Eventually, she couldn't take any more. 
 
    “All right! I'm sorry! I apologize! I apologize!” 
 
    The two dominant Republicans swatted her a few more times before stopping, looking at each other with supreme satisfaction. Victor grabbed Samantha and pulled her back, forcing the sobbing woman on her knees.  
 
    “You said you were sorry, but how we know you really mean it?” Victor asked. 
 
    Sniffling back her tears, Samantha looked at the two with a puzzled expression when she saw Uzvara step up and pull up her skirt. Grabbing her head, the blonde pushed her victim into her cunt, making sure she was right up against her opening. 
 
    “Lick me, slut. Do a good job.” 
 
    Samantha was still sobbing, but with some added prompting, started licking her enemy. While she did experiment a little in college, she didn't have lesbian sex often, so her technique was clumsy. However, that didn't seem to bother Uzvara much. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Use that tongue of yours for something good. Uh, yea. Go deeper. Faster, cunt.” 
 
    By now, Samantha's tears had dried up, and she was able to devote all her focus to pleasing her tormentor. She silently wished someone would come in and save her, but if anyone on the compound actually cared, they would have been interrupted long before this. She couldn't believe just how far they had sunk the country into degeneracy.  
 
    Her thoughts about that were suddenly thrown out when Uzvara started to spasm and she ground the Latina's face in her crotch. 
 
    “OH! OH YES! GOOD CUNT! AH!” 
 
    Uzvara moaned as she came. She held Samantha's head against her cunt, forcing her to lap up her juices. It wasn't until the blonde had completely finished that she finally let go.  
 
    However, Samantha's torment wasn't over yet. The kneeling woman suddenly found herself jerked behind her, face-to-face with Victor's large cock. She tried to protest, knowing what he wanted, but one look at Victor's eyes killed any resistance within her. With a whimper, Samantha leaned forward and started to lick the erect shaft.  
 
    “Oh, yea. That's a good bitch,” Victor said, moaning a little, “You're good at this. Guess hubby gave you a lot of practice.” 
 
    She winced at that, but did not stop sucking the cock.  
 
    “See, Samantha, I perform a service. I teach feminists like you what their place is. And I'll be turning you into a... what do you call it in Spanish? Oh, that's right. Puta. I'm going to turn you into a spic puta.” 
 
    That insult hurt her soul. All her life racists and sexists had called her one of those two names, and now she's giving the man that is empowering them a blowjob. However, she knew better now than to speak up and just let him keep insulting and demeaning her.  
 
    A while later, Victor was ready to pop, and Samantha could feel his cock stiffen in preparation. She really didn't want to swallow this vile man's seed, but then he surprised her by pulling her off of his cock. At first, she thought she had been spared, but then she felt a spurt of cum splash onto her face. With one hand holding her still and the other holding his cock, Victor shot his load all over Samantha's face, so now her face was covered with both Triumph's orgasms. This was even more humiliating than swallowing. Some of the seed dripped down onto her top, staining it.  
 
    Once Victor emptied his load, he wiped any excess off in Samantha's hair, then put his cock away. The two now-dressed Triumphs looked down at the disheveled mess kneeling before them. 
 
    “Well now, Democunt, do you have something you want to say?” Uzvara asked. 
 
    Sniffing back some tears, Samantha tilted her head down. 
 
    “I'm sorry for barging in and cursing you out.” 
 
    “And?” Victor asked, “What do you say to us for teaching you proper manners?” 
 
    “Th-thank you. Thank you for grabbing my pussy, sir.” 
 
    “And where do you belong?” 
 
    “I belong on my knees, ma'am.” 
 
    “That's a good spic puta.” 
 
    Victor stepped forward and patted her head like an animal. Samantha was fearful of what was to come next, but then Victor reached down, grabbed her arm, and pulled her forward. Since her pants and panties were down, she stumbled as the man dragged her across the room. Uzvara opened the door. 
 
    “Ta-ta.” 
 
    Samantha was thrown out of the room. Her hair was tousled and sticky with spit and cum. More cum covered her face and top. Her pants and panties were down around her ankles. Both Triumphs waved to her before closing and locking the door. The Congresswoman took a few moments to gather her thoughts about what happened, then finally pulled her pants up. Head down in shame, she quickly walked out, on the verge of tears. Though she didn't look up, she could hear some of the Secret Service guards snickering, as if this wasn't the first time they'd seen a slut do the Walk of Shame from their boss' office. 
 
    When she finally got to her car, Samantha finally broke down and started crying her heart out. Luckily, her windows were tinted and soundproof, so she wasn't disturbed. She realized just what the others went through.  
 
    But then she remembered those who looked up to her. 
 
    Sniffling back her tears, her eyes hardened. 
 
    She wasn't giving up yet. 
 
   


  
 

 As election season rolled on, Samantha doubled down on her talking points. She became more vigorous in trying to appeal to Americans. She traveled all across the country and held rallies everywhere. She became more aggressive in her war against the Triumphs and rallied around propping up feminism to take down the patriarchy. During her TV interviews, she became a stone cold bitch when needed, which gave off the image of her being serious about taking down the Triumph dynasty. 
 
    Part of the reason she was on the road was to get away from Jacob for a while. He offered a half-hearted apology for cheating on her, but Samantha was still pissed and needed some away time from her. Luckily, her campaign staff and VP pick were supportive. As things grew closer, it was time for the official debates. 
 
    Rather than play around and sink to their level, Samantha was extremely cold to Uzvara during the debates. The blonde tried to bait the woman into humiliating herself, but Sam refused to take it, instead snarking back and focusing her attention on the American people.  
 
    Part of her wanted to reveal what happened in that office to the public, but that would cause issues. Thanks to the new laws, she doubted she could get the President impeached and arrested for rape. And with his devoted fanbase, they would seize the opportunity and use the event to prop up their idol and humiliate her and her associates. No, as much as she wanted to, she couldn't reveal what happened. Uzvara tried to use her domination of the Latina during the debate as an inside joke, but Samantha refused to back down. 
 
    Parts of the media greatly approved her new, more motivated approach. While Wolf News continued to rail against her, GNN put all their eggs in her basket and continued to heavily promote her. As a result, Samantha seemed to take the lead in the polls. It was a slim lead, but given how much ground the Democratic Party has lost in the past few years, it was a glorious sign. Samantha was confident she could win and was already making a list with all the evidence she gathered to convict the entire Triumph family, maybe even get the death penalty. Oh, yes. It would be glorious. 
 
    Finally, after several months of furious campaigning, it was time. Election Day. 
 
    Samantha sat on the couch in her office and watched GNN for the election results. Jacob was at home, waiting for her. While she had forgiven him, with as nervous as she was, she didn't want him to get too grabby with her.  
 
    All day, she watched television, getting up-to-the-minute results from there and her staff. It seems like her campaigning did some good after all, as several key states went blue, including a few that had been red the past few years. However, Republicans weren't going down without a fight, and they were still taking the majority of the Senate and House seats. Samantha grimaced. Even if she did get elected, if Republicans still controlled Congress, there was no way she'd be able to get anything done.  
 
    Then, things started to change. GNN was already calling several states for Uzvara, which worried Samantha. As the sun set, voter turnout was the highest in decades, and as a result, the final count was soon established. 
 
    Samantha's mouth was agape in shock. 
 
    The United States of America had elected its first female President.  
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, we have officially called it. The first female President of the United States is Uzvara Triumph.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Many, many hours later, a weary Samantha finally arrived home and parked her car. Giving that concession speech and the final interview had been so humiliating. She couldn't believe Americans had chosen the first woman President to be a fucking Triumph of all things. What was worse, Republicans barely lost any seats in Congress, so the nation would continue its current trajectory. She couldn't believe people hadn't wised up. And a significant portion of the Triumph's voting base were women! How could any woman vote for a Triumph after the last eight years? 
 
    Entering the house, all Samantha wanted at the moment was for her husband to cuddle her. He hugged her and soon, they got ready for bed. 
 
    She just wanted to go to sleep, maybe escape the fresh hell that awaited her tomorrow, but then Jacob grabbed her and started kissing her. He was frisky.  
 
    “No, honey, please. I'm not in the mood.” 
 
    However, he didn't let up. Instead, he became more energetic. He pinned her to the bed and spread her legs. With a moan, he pushed his cock in her pussy and started thrusting. As tired and weak as she was, Samantha couldn't force him off, and soon merely whimpered, laying her arms down and letting her husband rape her.  
 
    Samantha just didn't have the energy to fight tonight. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Originally, Samantha was simply going to isolate herself and go away from the spotlight, but a feminist group known as the Women's Independence Front contacted her and asked her to lead their protests. They knew the Triumphs had stolen the election and would wage nationwide protests until Uzvara was knocked out of office.  
 
    Hearing their impassioned pleas, Sam felt a source of inspiration, and agreed. She helped organize protests across the country, and led a mass of women to get their rights back. For months, they got national TV coverage, with thousands joining their cause every day.  
 
    Unfortunately, President Uzvara wasn't really paying attention to them, and proceeded as normal. Though once they started crowding the White House, retaliation happened.  
 
    The National Guard was called in and soon, protests nationwide were cut short in the interests of national peace. Many, many members were arrested and held in jail for a few days, but the WIF refused to back down.  
 
    With public support on their side growing, Samantha thought that they could really get something accomplished, hopefully at least not making things as easy for Uzvara as her dad had.  
 
    During the summer, Samantha got ready to head out for another protest. Jacob sat on the couch, watching Wolf News. 
 
    “Why are you watching that tripe?” Samantha said, as once again Wolf News painted her as a devil due to being a feminist. 
 
    “Hey, now. Don't listen to them. You don't have to worry about them anymore.” 
 
    “Huh? Why? What's going on?” 
 
    Jacob was about to tell her, but then the news anchor went back to the breaking news and Jacob pointed at the TV, telling her to watch. 
 
    “Reiterating our breaking news story. Wolf News has learned that the FBI now has evidence that the leaders of the Women's Independence Front, or the WIF, hacked into electronic voting booths back on Election Day to try and turn votes for President Triumph into votes for Democratic challenger Samantha Sanz-Ramirez. Over a hundred women have been arrested and are currently facing charges.” 
 
    Samantha couldn't believe it. It had to be a lie! Another dastardly plan from the Triumphs to get rid of their enemies, like when Julia Crawford was arrested. She walked over and sat down on the couch, flabbergasted, when the anchor chimed in again. 
 
    “This just in. We go now to President Triumph, who is about to give her press conference.” 
 
    The feed switched to the White House, where Uzvara stepped up and cleared her throat. 
 
    “My fellow Americans. A dire crime has been discovered. Several domestic terrorists, under the name of feminism, tried to manipulate the votes of you fine American people, and that cannot be tolerated. We will seek maximum punishment for these vile traitors against our proud nation, but we cannot allow this to happen ever again.  
 
    This pains me to do it, but since the WIF has disrupted this country multiple times, I'm afraid I must take drastic measures. I will hereby be issuing an executive order to repeal the 19th Amendment. Even though I am a woman myself, it's clear that women cannot be trusted with their vote, if they are going to go so far as to hack voting machines to get what they want.” 
 
    Samantha sat there in shock. This seriously couldn't be happening. 
 
    The first female President of the United States was going to take away women's right to vote. 
 
    How in the world could this be allowed to pass? 
 
    She was starting to panic and was about to leap off the couch to head to the WIF headquarters when she heard a zipper. Unsure of where it was coming from, she looked around, when she noticed Jacob had pulled out his cock! 
 
    “Wha? What are you--?” 
 
    She was interrupted by Jacob grabbing her head and pulling her down on her knees between his legs, forcing her head near his erect cock. 
 
    “You can't be serious! At a time like this!?” 
 
    Jacob gave his wife a stern look, “You heard the President. You lost the right to vote. You think Congress won't pass the order? It'll be done by this time tomorrow. I don't want you associated with those terrorists anymore. You're fantasy as a feminist warrior is over. Your duty is to please me now.” 
 
    She looked at him incredulously.  
 
    “Don't give me that look. The Triumphs won. America has made it clear it doesn't give a shit about your feminist bullshit. Uzvara's gonna follow her daddy's orders. America has spoken. Girls belong on their knees.” 
 
    “How dare y--” 
 
    Jacob jerked her head a bit, “You think it's not true? Papa Triumph has spent the last eight years winning the war against feminism, and now his little girl beat you, a hardcore feminist. You think she's gonna back down from this? When has ANYTHING gone against the Triumphs over the past decade?” 
 
    On her knees, Samantha tried to answer his question, but couldn't provide an answer. She didn't want to believe it, but she was starting to realize the truth. The WIF tried to swing the vote her way, and she still lost. That means Uzvara actually trampled her. America really did hate feminism, including the women.  
 
    If that was true, then what was the point of fighting? Even if a woman was President, she was clearly happy to be a puppet for the Patriarchy. And with Republicans overwhelmingly controlling both Congress and the Supreme Court, the repeal would very likely actually go through without a hitch.  
 
    Looking up at her husband, she saw his stern look and immediately spiritually backed down. She couldn't say a single thing against him.  
 
    Slumping her shoulders and closing her eyes, Samantha whimpered. She then leaned forward and began to give her husband a blowjob. 
 
    “Oh, and just so we're clearing the air. I actually voted for Uzvara. Sorry, honey, but having you as my own personal slut was too good to pass up.” 
 
    Samantha whimpered upon hearing her husband's betrayal, but said nothing, continuing to suck his cock while on her knees. 
 
    There would be no getting up this time. She had been completely defeated. 
 
    As if to enhance her shame, Samantha's pussy had started to gush. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Four years later, Samantha happily hummed as she stirred the sauce in the pot. It was a part of her husband Jacob's favorite meal. She couldn't wait for her husband to get home. After the last few years, Samantha was surprised how calm and free she felt. 
 
    As Jacob had said, the repeal went through without issue, and soon the 19th Amendment was struck down, barring all girls from voting. Samantha had gone public with distancing herself from the WIF, disavowing any knowledge of their actions during the election. When asked if she would continue protesting, Samantha shocked most of her followers by stepping down. She would not be protesting any more, allowing President Triumph to do what she feels is best. 
 
    The reactions among girls were all over the place. 
 
    Conservative girls were insulted at first, but with the government the way it is now, they realized that anything they wanted, their husbands could get, which meant many had no problem losing their rights. 
 
    Liberal girls, after eight years of futile fighting and with all their leaders struck down one after another, had no strength or will left and largely accepted their fate.  
 
    Progressive girls still continued to protest, but their marches were dwindling in number every day, and many people begun to shun them for their forceful actions. The larger media mostly ignored them.  
 
    With girls no longer able to vote, the Democratic Party was left in shambles. Most of their voting base was female, so when the special elections, and later midterms, came around, they didn't stand a chance. Most of their seats, including Samantha's former Congressional seat, went to Republicans, with a handful going to third party candidates. Many of the ousted Congressmen were female, replaced by men. The only female political figures still active were basically Republican sex kittens that followed their male masters. Even on the Supreme Court, conservatives ruled. The last two liberal judges, both girls, had been forced to retire, and two new male conservative judges were appointed, giving Republicans a 9-0 Supreme Court.  
 
    At this point, the Democratic Party was arguably the smallest political party in the nation. That much was made clear with the last election. For the first time in history, every state went red. Uzvara declined to run for a second term, becoming not just the first female President, but the last. She would stay on as a foreign ambassador, though, as many world leaders, particularly in Russia, China, and North Korea, greatly enjoyed being with her. In Congress, Republicans held 85 of the 100 seats in the Senate and 434 of the seats in the House. The few remaining Democrats tried to fight back how they could, but they were powerless to do anything significant. There were rumors that Republicans would eventually just do away with the voting process altogether, keeping them in power forever. Many laughed, but the more serious analysts noted that it was only a matter of time before that happened. 
 
    Not that Samantha cared. After stepping down, Jacob trained her to be a dutiful trophy wife. It took a while for her to discard her feminist leanings, but eventually she was completely broken. Now, she didn't even think about politics anymore and, in a way, was grateful to have her voting rights taken away from her.  
 
    That much was evident in what she was wearing. Or rather, what she wasn't. The only clothing she wore was an apron and a collar around her neck. Even the apron didn't cover much, as Samantha had trouble getting her new 36DD tits to stay inside the cloth. 
 
    Samantha remembered when she went out for groceries a few days ago. She wore a button-up shirt tied into a knot, emphasizing her big tits while also exposing her midriff, as well as a micro miniskirt and thong panties. Her collar remained around her neck. A decade ago, this look would have been unusual, but not so much now.  
 
    Walking down the street, Samantha noted that most girls wore revealing clothing nowadays, and many of them also wore collars. A few even had their husbands or boyfriends leading them with a leash. In the past few years, female objectification had skyrocketed. While there were a few girls that, for whatever reason, wanted to get into scientific or business fields, they couldn't get a second glance unless they were sexy. Most girls were employed in subordinate roles, whether something as innocent as cashiers or waitresses, or as explicit as porn stars or brothel whores. Even in Hollywood, any films starring girls had to have them as sex dolls for male arousal.  
 
    In her old life, Samantha would have fought against this reality, but her new self embraced her new lifestyle.  
 
    She was knocked out of her trance by hearing the front door unlock, so Samantha set the stove to simmer and ran over to the entry way, quickly getting on her knees as the door opening, her eyes lighting up. 
 
    “Welcome home, sir.” 
 
    Jacob chuckled as he walked in to see his wife in nothing but an apron. He never knew how much he would love having his new, big-titted wife at his beck and call. Even years later, seeing her so submissive made him hard immediately. 
 
    “Hello, my little slut. Have you been good today?” 
 
    Jacob took off his coat. Samantha quickly leaped up to grab it and put it in the closet as her husband kicked off his shoes, threw off his tie, and flopped on the couch. Samantha re-arranged his shoes on the rack, hung up his tie, and ran over to her husband. 
 
    “Yes, sir. I've been a very good girl. What would you like to drink?” 
 
    “Eh, gimme a can of vanilla pop. Don't feel like beer tonight. When's dinner going to be ready?” 
 
    Coming back with a can of pop, Samantha handed it to her husband, “Dinner will be ready shortly. The chicken is baking right now and should be done in about 10 minutes.” 
 
    Jacob noticed his wife squirming a little bit, biting her lip. 
 
    “Is there something you want to ask?” 
 
    “Well, sir. You see... I was wonder if... ya know...”  
 
    Smiling, Jacob reached over and under his wife's apron, grabbing her pussy. He was pleased to see it nice and wet. Samantha whimpered as her legs soon turned to jelly. 
 
    “Yea, it looks like you've been good. You can have your reward.” 
 
    Squealing with glee, Samantha got on her knees and crawled over between her husband's legs. Using only her teeth, like she was trained, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his large, erect cock. The young Latina licked her lips and was soon licking and sucking the dark rod. Jacob groaned his approval, which made Samantha swoon. She was now proud of her blowjob skills, and rejoiced at any chance to show them off. She preferred her husband's cock, of course, but during football season she usually had to satisfy all his friends as well, which was both enjoyable and exhausting.  
 
    Turns out Julia Crawford was right after all. 
 
    There was no stopping the Triumphs, Republicans, or the Patriarchy.  
 
    Feminism wasn't just dead, it had been slaughtered. 
 
    Samantha doubted girls would ever gain independence again. 
 
    But in her new state of mind, that wasn't a bad thing. 
 
    After all, America had finally triumphed over the scourge known as feminism. 
 
    Now that was a reason to celebrate. 
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