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Chapter 1

Kiana Lowen watched the results on television and smiled. Finally, the country could potentially heal from the damage of the previous four years.
Four years prior, a nasty man by the name of Victor Triumph was elected President of the United States. The son of a billionaire, he sold himself as a shrewd businessman, but in reality he was merely a sharp talker, telling people what they wanted to hear without any intention of actually giving them what they wanted. And he was a sexist prick on top of everything else. A leaked audio tape was released where he gloated about being able to “grab women by the pussy” whenever he wanted. With anyone else, that would have been career suicide, but instead for Victor it seemed to give his supporters new life, making them love him even more.
It was that wave of support that, against all odds, allowed him to ascend to the highest office of the land. Democrats across the nation were in shock, and to make matters worse, Republicans managed to take several Senate and House seats, getting the majority of the latter and coming close for the former.
Once in office, Victor went on the warpath, especially against women. He managed to push three conservatives onto the Supreme Court, rescind dozens of laws protecting women from sexual assault from men, and eventually struck down Roe v. Wade, with a promise to make abortion illegal entirely once he won a second term. There were even rumbles that he had looked into repealing the 19th Amendment and striking women from being able to vote. If that happened, women would truly become second-class citizens again and Republicans would dominate Washington unchecked for decades to come.
Luckily, the American people didn't take this lying down. There were protests nationwide almost every day against Triumph's reign, and Republican officials were hounded every time they went outside. The media constantly covered President Triumph's mistakes and set upon tearing him down.
That was where Senator Kiana Lowen came into play. She had been selected as the Democratic nominee in the next Presidential Election, with the fate of women in the nation hanging in the balance. If she lost, it would be over. No one would be able to stop Republicans from taking women's rights away forever. Weirdly enough, a number of conservative women had no problem with that and openly supported President Triumph, regardless of his sexist beliefs.
Thankfully for liberal women across the nation, Kiana was more than up to the task. She aced her debates against President Triumph, making him look like the fool he is, and she was quickly gaining momentum in the polls. Democrats across the nation were growing in confidence, and no matter what President Triumph said or did on the campaign trail, it made little to no difference.
Finally, election time came, and that is why Kiana smiled so widely. She did it. Pennsylvania and Ohio went blue, giving her enough electoral votes to claim the Presidency.
“About time that sexist prick was taken down,” Kiana said to herself, “And with some of the stuff we managed to get on him, we can get him jailed forever and reverse everything he did.”
But what Kiana looked forward to most was seeing the faces of the women who believed in her. She was mere months away from being the first female President of the United States, and she hoped she could usher in a wave of female empowerment. Many of her policies were aimed at supporting women, allowing them to take over the business sector, the arts, and even politics. Her dream was to have a female-majority in Washington, finally demolishing the patriarchy once and for all. This was the first, but most important, step towards that.
After chuckling to herself, Kiana left her office to give her victory speech and celebrate with her staff.
Meanwhile, at the White House, President Victor Triumph grumbled. He couldn't believe he had been defeated by a woman. Sure, some women could be capable as subordinates to men, but in the end, all of them truly belonged on their knees before men. The middle-aged blonde tried to think of something he could do. He knew they had a ton of dirt on him and his own sources told him Lowen's staff planned on taking him down for good once they took office. Knowing that bitch, she'd even make laws that empowered women even more, until the United States was a goddamn matriarchy. The thought of that caused him to growl.
As he contemplated his next step, one of his most loyal staffers knocked on the door before entering.
“Mr. President, sir. I have news.”
“I know. I watched Wolf News. That damn bitch won the election. Unfortunately, I don't know what we can do to stop her.”
“That's the thing. I heard some info you want to hear.”
Victor's eyebrows perked up. What info could possibly take down Lowen at this point in time, and why hadn't it been given to him before now? The attendant gave him the folder with the intel printed on it. President Triumph read through the documents, surprise lighting up his face as he read through.
“Do they really think this will succeed? This isn't the 20's anymore.”
“That's the thing, sir. The people who would be able to stop it are on your side. Plus, we managed to find a bit of a trump card, so to speak, on the last page.”
Victor flipped through to the last page and read the intel. A wide grin formed along his face.
“Now THIS is juicy.”
“The best part,” the attendant said, “is that, if this works, we can not only take down Kiana Lowen, but also that slut making waves in the House.”
Victor knew exactly who he was talking about and his grin got wider. This was a huge gamble, but if it succeeded, his two biggest thorns would be taken down and no one else would be able to stand up against him ever again.
It was just crazy enough to work.




Chapter 2

Samantha Sana-Ramirez walked down the halls of Congress, pleased beyond measure. The young Latina Representative had shot up the popularity polls in the last four years, challenging President Triumph and the Republican Party's goals and doing everything she could to rally her fellow Democrats to stand in their way. While they unfortunately managed to push through three Supreme Court justices and put through a bunch of laws making the rich richer as well as making women more vulnerable, all of that has thankfully ended. Victor Triumph lost the election and would soon be out of office, thankfully. And many Republicans would also lose their Congressional seats, both in the Senate and the House of Representatives, to Democrats.
The country could finally heal after the hell of the past four years.
As Samantha turned the corner to head to her office before the day's proceedings began, she saw another man slowly walking ahead of her. Smirking, she ran up to him.
“Tough going, out there, huh Patrick?” she asked, a tone of smugness in her voice.
The man looked at her and grimaced, “Already gloating, are you, Samantha?”
“You did the same to me four years ago. Of course I'm going to return the favor.”
Patrick Roland, a fellow Representative, but for the Republican Party, grunted as he continued to walk along. While he wasn't as young as Samantha, he was still one of the few Congressmen under 40 and was often talked about as one of the more handsome politicians, with his jet black hair and piercing blue eyes.
When President Triumph was elected President, Patrick couldn't help but gloat around the building, with the major focus of his taunts being the fresh new Latina Representative. Deep down, he though she was gorgeous and there were many a night where he spent the night fantasizing about all the impure things he would do to her body if he could. He had tried to win her over when they first met, but their party divisions and ideological backgrounds clashed too heavily and the two instead became rivals, basically becoming the mascots of their parties in Congress. That only intensified the lust he felt for her.
It also intensified the irritation he felt at how jubilant she was over Lowen's victory.
“Yea, yea, yea. Laugh it up.”
“Aww, poor baby. Sad that you don't have a free pass to grab women by the pussy anymore?”
Patrick flinched at that. He definitely believed in that comment by President Triumph, but didn't like to make that public knowledge for obvious reasons.
“I told you before, I don't believe in that. I respect women.”
“Hah! That's a laugh. I've seen the looks you've given me. You'd love nothing more than to throw me to the floor and pound me until I break. Though I very much doubt you could do so with your package.” Samantha scoffed as she skipped ahead slightly.
Patrick turned to her, even more annoyed. He knew he wasn't porn star-length, but he believed his cock was a good size, and like any man, he hated being made fun of over it by a beautiful woman.
“What an uncalled for statement. That is sexual harassment.”
Samantha giggled, “Oh, please. As if that was in any way worse than the things you say to the other women around here. What's the matter? Not man enough to admit you want me?”
She stepped forward, stopping him in his tracks. Outwardly, Patrick tried not to let her get to him, but inside he was fuming. He clenched his fists and tried to hold himself back from striking her. Samantha looked down, saw his fists, and grinned.              
“Thought so. Sorry, but you're not getting me. Especially if you can't control yourself. Maybe when Kiana takes office we'll do something about that.”
Confusion washed on Patrick's face. Samantha stepped back and tapped her finger to her cheek.
“Once President Lowen's policies go forth and women take over the government, we'll institute some laws against you men, see how you like being oppressed for a while,” Samantha said, walking up to him again and meeting him inches from his face, with her hand lightly grabbing his crotch. Patrick couldn't help but blush and got semi-hard, which just made her smile again.
“Yea. Maybe we'll pass a law that will force men like you into chastity cages. Control that pecker of yours. Teach you how to truly respect and serve the superior gender. Maybe then I'll let you worship me as you degrade yourself for my pleasure.”
Despite himself, Patrick got hard thinking about prostrating himself before this woman. Samantha grinned and clamped her hand around his hard cock, causing him to groan and fall down to his knees. As he grabbed his crotch, he felt a finger on the underside of his chin, pushing his head upwards. As he looked up, he saw Samantha tower over him, looking like a goddess about to play with her pet.
“Yes, this is exactly where men like you belong. Burn this scene into your mind. This is your future, kneeling before me. Powerless. Helpless before a woman. All women. The United States is about to become a matriarchy and there isn't anything you can do to stop it.”
With one last cackle, Samantha walked away, leaving Patrick kneeling there gripping his hard-on.
Once he got his bearings straight, Patrick stood up. The image of Samantha, super confident and powerful, subjugating him and making him a chastity slave refused to leave his mind as he quickly entered his office, locked the door, and whipped out his dick. He began to beat his rod, imagining himself being enslaved and punished by Samantha and the other young women in Congress until he was begging them to let him be their sex toy. Eventually, a powerful, explosive orgasm washed over him.
As Patrick came down off his high, he looked at the stream of cum on the floor and hated himself. He was a powerful man, an alpha. Him being aroused at being a woman's sex slave was shameful. Women were the ones who were supposed to be man's puppets, not the other way around.
Sighing, the young Congressman pulled up his pants and began to clean up his mess. Then the phone rang. Patrick listened to the voice on the other end and grinned wildly.
Looks like the party had one last, desperate, card to play.




Chapter 3

Inside her office, Samantha Sana-Ramirez was giving herself some relief. She had become just as aroused by their confrontation as Patrick did and she needed to rub one out before continuing. She imagined seeing all the men in Washington in chastity cages, groveling before her and the other women who had taken over the government, with Patrick begging to worship her pussy. She had always thought he was cute, but knew just how much of a raging sexist he was, which prevented her from even thinking about a serious relationship. Well, as equals, anyway. A Mistress-slave relationship, on the other hand.
Samantha didn't interact with Patrick at all the rest of the day. She could tell he was avoiding her. Probably realized how much being her chastity slave aroused him and ran away in shame. They still saw each other on the House floor, where they discussed and argued over what new laws and bills should pass, but Patrick was uncharacteristically silent.
Next morning, Samantha walked through the halls of Congress, still thinking about Kiana Lowen taking office in a few months. Giddy, she wanted to find Patrick and tease him some more. While she knew a law wouldn't pass, she was serious about putting Patrick in a chastity cage and making him docile and obedient.
As she walked through the office, she heard a commotion from one of the lounges. There, several other Democrat Senators and Representatives were gathered around the television. Curious, Samantha stepped up and looked. The TV was on a national news station and the events shown shocked her.
A huge group of protesters, all fanatics of President Triumph, had clogged the entrance way to the Capital Building, causing a ruckus. The police gave token effort into getting them to calm down, but it was fairly obvious to everyone they weren't going to push them back. Then, one of the news cameras spotted a dozen or so men climb the fences and run to the Capitol Building before the police could grab them.
Samantha couldn't believe what was going on. She knew Triumph's more fanatical followers wouldn't take the result lying down, but to storm the Capital Building itself?
Suddenly, a security guard stepped inside and asked for everyone's attention.
“Ladies and gentleman, you obvious know we're dealing with a situation here. I must ask all of you to retreat back to your offices and lock the doors until we get things under control.”
Snapping herself back to reality, Samantha followed her fellow Congressmen out and made her way back to her office. As soon as she got in, she locked the door and flicked on the TV, trying to keep informed on the subject. She tried to message her fellow staff members, but her phone couldn't find any service. Somehow they had jammed the signal or, even worse, took out the cell phone tower. Samantha reached down to grab her landline, but found the phone dead.
Looking back at the TV, a panicked Samantha saw that the crowd had broken down the gate and were storming their way in. She couldn't believe this was happening. Her terror grew even more as she began to hear murmurs and yelling outside her door. They were closing in on her!




Chapter 4

The soon-to-be-President exited the car and walked up to the White House. Kiana furiously walked through the halls, ignoring the other staff members and agents, and made her way straight through to the Oval Office. She then invited herself in without knocking.
President Victor Triumph was sitting at his desk with a number of key staff members who were going over the situation.
“Ah, President-Elect Lowen. Glad you could make it.” Victor smiled as he greeted her.
“Thank you, Mr. Soon-to-be-Ex-President. I was hoping we could have a discussion,” Kiana responded.
With a fake smile, Victor nodded and dismissed his staff, telling them to monitor the situation but not to make any hasty moves. Once they were alone, Victor stood up, walked around his desk, and sat on the front edge.
“So, I take it you heard. Thankfully, no one's been hurt just yet.”
“What's your game, Victor?” Kiana asked.
“I'm afraid I don't know what you mean.”
“You know damn well what I mean. Those officers down there could have very easily stopped the protesters from storming the Capital. Why are you allowing your fanatics free reign in there? Are you that pissed off that you lost the election, especially to a woman? Do you realize how many people could get hurt?”
Victor chuckled, then waved his arms downward, “Calm down, Kiana. I assure you I have nothing to do with what's going on right now. I was just as surprised as you were when this all happened. Even though they support me, I already publicly condemned their actions. But even still, they are still American citizens. I can't just let the police loose guns blazing.”
Kiana scoffed, “As if that would stop you. Don't patronize me, Victor. They are terrorists. They should be treated as such. Freedom of speech is just that, speech. It doesn't protect them from rioting and destroying property and taking lives! Call them off, Victor!”
Again, President Triumph downplayed her concerns, “I have already tried that, Kiana. I'm doing everything I can right now. You're going to be President soon. You can't let your emotions get ahold of you like this. You're not on your period, are you?”
Kiana's eyes narrowed. This fucker already pissed her off for what he did the last four years, and now he was breaking down her last straw.
Back at the Capital Building, Samantha heard commotion outside her office and ran behind her desk, grabbing a letter opener to use as a weapon. She listened intently as several very loud, boorish men came by her door. The Congresswoman expected to hear banging on her door. After all, she was easily Enemy #2, behind Kiana, for Triumph's supporters thanks to her very loud and outspoken take downs of not just President Triumph, but his fanbase. And her office had her name plastered on front, so it was a no-brainer these rioters would go straight to her office.
Something happened she didn't expect, however.
She heard a key being inserted and the door being unlocked.
Wait, what? Where did they get a key from? thought Samantha as she crouched behind the desk. Then she remembered that police officers often carried master keys in case of emergency. One of the rioters must have mugged an officer and stolen his key.
Before she could think about that any more, the door opened and Samantha gasped. About six or seven big, burly men walked in. Several were decked out in survival and tactical gear, and definitely not police, though one of the men was completely shirtless and wearing American flag facepaint and a buffalo hat. Samantha pulled out her letter opener and threatened the men, but she was not trained in self-defense, so her wild slashes didn't land even once.
One of the men grabbed her arm and twisted her wrist, easily dislodging the weapon from her grip. Another man grabbed her other arm and slammed her face-down on her desk. Samantha struggled as best she could, but just one of these men were significantly stronger than her, so she was quickly rendered helpless. A third man fastened some zip ties around her wrists, binding her, then stuffed some kind of cloth in her mouth before applying several layers of duct tape, silencing her before she could scream for help.
Once Samantha was properly trussed up, one of the rioters picked her up. She tried to glare at them, but her fear overrode everything else and she prayed they weren't there to kill her.
“Well, well, well. Samantha Sana-Ramirez. A pleasure to meet you,” one of the rioters said, “You've been a very annoying be to God Emperor Triumph.”
He then pulled out a military knife, and Samantha cried out in her gag, begging him not to kill her. The man drank in her fear and wavered the knife in front of her chest. Then, with a simple motion, he sliced down her front, destroying the buttons on her dress jacket and blouse, exposing her bra.
Samantha gasped and looked up at him, realizing what he planned to do. She quickly shook her head and again pleaded through her gag for them not to do anything.
The man simply grinned and told her, “You need a lesson on your rightful place.”




Chapter 5

The captured Samantha wriggled as she was carried down the hallways. After slicing her bra off and groping her boobs for a bit, the lead rioter put his knife away and told his lackeys to bring her down to the meeting room. The lackey grinned and slung the bound Congresswoman over his shoulder, taking ample opportunity to grope her ass as they marched down the hallways. She tried to figure out where they were going, but she kept getting distracted by the blood rushing to her head and the man carrying her groping and slapping her ass constantly.
Finally, the crew arrived at their destination. Samantha tried to look around, but before she knew what was happening, she was flipped over and slammed down on a large conference table, with her legs and ass hanging off the side. Samantha grunted in pain, then looked around and gasped.
All around her were about twenty or so young women like her, all fellow Congresswomen. Like her, they all had their hands bound behind their backs with zip ties and their mouths duct taped shut.
“All right, boys. That's the last of them. And we have the Queen of the Liberal Scum with us.”
Samantha tried to see where the voice was coming from when she felt a hand grab her hair and pull her up. She was soon face-to-face with a man in aviator sunglasses and a large cowboy hat. He grinned as fear gripped the young woman.
“Welcome, Ms. Sana-Ramirez. So glad you could join us. As you see, we have your fellow sluts all trussed up too. Don't worry, nobody's got anything worse than some light bruising thus far. Well, some of your liberal boys tried to fight back. They're sleeping right now. But don't worry, we have bigger plans for you ladies.”
Cowboy Man grinned and slammed her on the table again as he began to walk. Samantha wanted to run, but knew she wouldn't get anywhere and decided to stay still and wait for the police to rescue them.
“You all might be wondering why we're doing all this. Well, it's very simple. We know that you liberal pukes meddled with the election to get the man who is trying to Make America Great Again out of office. So, we're here to keep you hostage until your ringleader, that sniveling little cunt Kiana Lowen, admits to her wrongdoing and steps down, handing the title back to our glorious God Emperor and away from you libtards.”
Samantha couldn't believe it. This is a coup! Triumph's little MAGA cult was trying to overthrow the government! There was no way they were going to get away with this!
“Oh, and if you think someone's coming to your rescue, think again. How do you think we managed to take over to begin with? To enter each and every one of your offices? Maybe next time don't villainize the police paid to protect you and things like this wouldn't happen.”
A fresh wave of fear washed over all the women. No one was coming to rescue them. Nothing was able to stand in the way of whatever these men, and they were all men, wanted to do with them. And given what Samantha experienced just a few minutes earlier, she had a pretty good idea of what they wanted to do.
As if reading her mind, Cowboy Man signaled to his men to get started, and soon they were gripping each woman's pants or skirts, pulling them and their underwear, as well as any pantyhose or stockings they wore, down to the ground, pooling around their ankles. Soon, all the women had their asses bared before the evil men, seemingly taunting them.
“First of all,” Cowboy Man shouted, “I think you libtard bitches need a lesson on your place in the world. And who better to deliver that than your superiors. Come on in, boys!”
All of the women turned their heads and were stunned as several Republican politicians walked in, all grinning at the captured ladies. Among them was Patrick Roland! Samantha couldn't believe it. It was bad enough Triumph's cult was allowed to perform a coup, but even the Republican Party was in on it! Samantha furrowed her brow in anger and began to shout obscenities at her compatriots, but Paul just smirked at the helpless woman.
Each Republican Congressman was placed behind one of the captured women, not a hint of sympathy or regret on their faces as they leered at the naked asses and pussies before them. Cowboy Man walked up to every one and gave them a riding crop.
“Now gentlemen. I know you've been wanting to put these whores in their place for a while now. Well, now's your chance. Show these bitches why they should never talk back to a man ever again,” Cowboy Man proclaimed.
Samantha braced herself for what was to come, but her eyes bugged out as the first lash came down across her buttocks. She desperately tried to hide her pain, but after only a few more lashes she couldn't help but squeal as loud as she could and wriggle her legs helplessly.
“See? This is what happens when you women forget your place. All you had to do was keep quiet and stay on your knees, let the men make the decisions for you. But nope! Ya'll had to rave about feminism and empowerment,” Patrick said between lashes, enjoying this way more than he thought he would, “But that's OK. By the end of the night, you're going to learn just where you belong and that the matriarchy you so believe in will never come to pass.”
Patrick continued to whip her again and again, delighting in seeing the Latina's ass get red the further along he went. He began to alternate angles, sometimes whipping her thighs and a few times slapping her cunt, which he loved because that really got her to squeal. Patrick was having the time of his life.
For Samantha, however, tears began to form, ruining her makeup. Her ass was stinging and she couldn't take much more. While she didn't look around to her fellow captives, she could hear the whimpers and muffled screams echo in the room. All of the Congressmen whipping the helpless women were gloating as well, degrading the women as they continued to punish them.
What really scared Samantha, though, was a different heat rising up. Much to her own shock, she could feel her pussy getting wet. She wasn't innocent in kinky matters, but she wasn't as sex-obsessed as most men were. She also didn't have any kind of fetish for being used and abused, so why was she getting wet now?
Patrick continued to rain down blows when he saw a brief light bounce off Samantha's cunt. Realizing what it was, he stopped his assault and walked forward a few steps, then reached out and rubbed his fingers along her slit.
Samantha's eyes bugged out again as she felt his fingers and her struggles began anew. However, she couldn't escape her hated rival's fingers. To make matters worse, he was rubbing her in precisely the exact way to make her even hotter.
“Hah! She's wet! Samantha, you slut! I thought you were a domme, but I guess at heart you really are a whore like every other slut!” Patrick laughed as he continued to rub her pussy.
Inspired by their colleague, the other Congressmen also stopped whipping the girls and fingered their cunts. Much to their delight, each and every one of them found the girls were wet too. Shame washed over the faces of all the women as they were made to enjoy their sexual assault.
“Well now, if these whores are aroused, then it's not a punishment, is it, boys?” Cowboy Man asked. All the men replied “No” at the same time.
“But still, if these sluts are wet, that must mean they're hungry for cock. Wouldn't want to disappoint such kinky sluts, would we?”
Realizing what he meant, all of the women squealed once more, begging through their gags not to take this any further. Their pleas stopped as, one-by-one, Republican cocks invaded their bodies.
Samantha screamed as she felt Patrick's cock plow through her cunt with minimal resistance. As much as she made fun of his size, she realized that he wasn't actually that small, as Patrick was able to fill her cunt better than most of her previous boyfriends. He slammed home hard and fast, and despite herself, she felt an orgasm rising through her body. Moreover, his fucking was messing with her psyche. She began to replay his degrading, sexist comments in her mind over and over again, and a part of herself began to agree with them. What was the point of feminism if even an average man could crush any woman so easily? She began to realize just how fragile her ego was, and each thrust crumbled more and more of her resolve.
Patrick was in heaven. He had been dreaming of taking Samantha for years and it was every bit as wonderful as he imagined. Her cunt squeezed his cock wonderfully, making him pump even harder. Grunting, he bent down and wrapped one hand around her tits, groping them and pinching her nipples, while the other hand wrapped around her throat, making her feel even more helpless. He then leaned in and whispered in her ear.
“Well, what now, slut? Feels like your body is agreeing with my point of view that you belong on your knees. Feel like chirping about feminism now? You're a girl. You are weak.”
Samantha sobbed as his words hit home.
Patrick then leaned in and licked her cheek, “Ah, I love drinking liberal tears. Absolutely wonderful.”
The evil Congressman then twisted her head towards him and stared her in the eyes. As much as she wanted to put up a front, most of the fight in her had wilted away and she could only plead with her eyes. However, there was no mercy on Patrick's face as he leaned in and planted a kiss on her gagged mouth. That was the final straw, and Samantha squealed as she came, coating her rapist's dick. She whimpered again, knowing that if not for the gag, she would probably be returning his kiss.
Eventually, Patrick could hold out no longer and grunted, emptying his load in Samantha's cunt. The young woman sobbed, fearful at the thought of getting pregnant with this bastard's kid, especially given she couldn't get an abortion. Despite that, a part of her groaned in disappointment as Patrick withdrew from her body. He wiped the excess juices on her jacket and stepped back. Samantha noticed that a lot of the men had emptied themselves in the women and stood back. She was curious what was next.
“Fantastic show, gentlemen! I'm sure these little sluts are learning a lot today. But I'm afraid your little show was a little too good. Me and the boys need some relief ourselves!” Cowboy Man shouted.
Samantha sobbed as she realized what was going to happen and felt Cowboy Man's cock push into her slick cunt. The other rioters helped themselves to the other Congresswomen.
Things were only just getting started.




Chapter 6

“You cannot be serious.”
Kiana Lowen folded her arms and glared at the evil man before her.
“I'm telling you, I have nothing to do with what is happening,” President Triumph raised his hands up in innocence.
“Stop bullshitting me, Victor. Those are your men out there.”
Suddenly, the phone rang. Victor put it on speaker phone, “Yes?”
“Sir, we have demands from the rioters. They're holding the Congressmen hostage and refuse to release them unless Kiana Lowen admits her and her team rigged the election and she concedes the Presidency back you you.”
Kiana was, understandably, incensed.
“Thank you, Captain. Please keep me informed, but don't let it go public just yet,” Victor said before hanging up. “Well, there you have it.”
“What kind of bullshit is that!?” Kiana screamed, “You know I didn't rig the election! The American people are sick of your crap and elected me to stop you!”
“If that's the case, why are the American people doing this then?”
“That's your braindead cult! Actual smart Americans who cared about this country's future voted for me and you know it! You don't even want the office, you just want to be worshiped!”
Victor shrugged, “Eh, you may be right about that last point.”
He then got up and began to walk over to Kiana.
“That being said, I don't think a woman, especially a free-thinker like yourself, is suited for this job either.”
Kiana noticed Victor walking towards her with a predatory smirk and alarm bells began ringing in her head. She backed away slowly.
“Stay back, Victor. I'm warning you.”
“What do you mean? I'm not doing anything. But I must say, these allegations are serious. I think I had better interrogate you to make sure. I AM still the President, after all, and I have to think of the American people.”
He continued to advance upon her until she backed into a wall. He then placed an arm to the side of her face, trapping her there. Kiana was scared now. She knew Triumph had sexually assaulted women before, but somehow she didn't think he would be as brazen as to try it on her, especially in the freaking Oval Office! She was about to speak up again then Victor placed a finger over her lips, silencing her. For reasons she couldn't comprehend, she obeyed him.
“Now, now. I don't want to hear excuses. You heard their demands. The only way this ends peacefully is if you surrender. Luckily, I'm pretty good at getting women to do that.”
With one swift motion, Victor moved his hands downward and grabbed Kiana's crotch through her pants. Gasping, Kiana immediately grabbed his arm to remove it, but she couldn't muster up the strength to pull him off. Grinning, he began to finger her through her pants, and with the thin material they were made out of, she felt every movement very well.
“Victor... stop... please. Don't do this.” Kiana whimpered, her body beginning to fill with heat.
Victor leaned in and whispered in her ear, “I know what you crave. You are just like any other girl. You crave a strong man to put you in your place. I'm going to do that. And you're going to let me.”
Quickly, Victor reached up and into Kiana's pants, through her panties, and grabbed her pussy, sticking two fingers inside while rubbing her clit with his thumb.
Kiana alternated between whimpering and panting as her body quickly turned to jelly. Victor's words did some serious damage to her psyche. When the leaked tape of Triumph bragging about being able to grab girls by the pussy was released, Kiana was offended like most women were. However, over the next few nights, as much of the public brushed off the comments and the media quickly moved on, the blatant disregard of the man running for President bragging about committing sexual assault and getting away with it ended up fueling her sexual fantasies at night. She rubbed herself to being forcefully used as a sex toy by her opponents and ending up collared and leashed as women lost the right to vote. She was ashamed of such fantasies, but they soon went away.
Now, that feeling was coming up again, and instead of standing tall and resisting, she was wilting, proving him right. In between the whimpers and sobs, Kiana closed her eyes and let out a moan, which just made Victor smile even more.
When Kiana opened up her eyes again, she realized Victor had somehow opened up her shirt and pulled down her bra with one hand, exposing her generous breasts to the cool air. Her proudly erect nipples couldn't hide her arousal anymore. She tried to cover up her boobs, but he swatted her arms away.
“How... how dare you expose my breasts, you monster.”
“Tits, honey. They're called tits. And they deserve to be set free. Don't you think I deserve to see them?”
Kiana attempted to glare at him, but quickly softened as Victor found her G-Spot.
As soon as Kiana cried out, Victor pounced, kissing her and invading her mouth with his tongue. Kiana felt the last of her defenses begin to crumble. This man was everything she stood against. She despised this man. He looked down on her and wanted her, along with all women, reduced to second class citizens. So why was she letting him do whatever he wanted with her body?
After several minutes, Victor released her mouth and squeezed her boobs some more.
“Now then, what were these called again, sweetheart?”
Kiana whimpered. She knew what she wanted to say, but it wouldn't come out.
“Tits. They're called tits, sir.”
“Good girl. You're learning. And what are they for?”
He pushed into her G-Spot again as Kiana had a small orgasm and moaned. Unable to resist, she reached up, grabbed her tits, and offered them to Victor.
“They are for men to use and abuse as they see fit, sir.”
Victor had a lecherous grin on his face as he complimented her, then began to suck her tits while fondling the other with his free hand. Kiana moaned as arousal flamed throughout her body, another orgasm cascading down through her body. He continued to suck on her tits for several minutes and much to Kiana's chagrin, it was one of the best feelings she ever had.
Eventually, Victor stepped away, removing not just his hand from Kiana's tits, but also from her pussy. She was confused what was going on when she saw Victor sit down on a nearby couch and pull down his pants, exposing his very erect cock. Kiana gulped, unable to take her eyes off it.
“Well, slut? Stop standing there and do your job. Strip and get on your knees like a good girl.”
Again, Kiana knew she should take the opportunity to run away, but she didn't. As if her body operated on its own, she shed all of her clothes until she was naked, then got down on her knees and crawled towards the President. Soon she found herself kneeling before him, her hands gripping his hard rod and gently rubbing it. Victor moaned in appreciation, which made her smile reflexively. Tentatively, she leaned forward and swallowed the cock. She hadn't given many blowjobs, so she couldn't get more than a few inches down, but she tried her best.
“I guess you haven't sucked many cocks before, have you? Ah well, I'll train you to be a proper cock-sucker soon enough.”
Kiana had a mixture of disappointment and fear at Victor's comments. Still, she continued to suck his dick, following his directions and recalling the handful of porn videos she watched back when she was a teenager. While she couldn't take his entire length, she eventually did manage to get halfway.
Shortly after, Victor lightly grabbed her hair and pulled her head up. She looked into his eyes and his victorious, some might say triumphant, stare sent shivers down her spine.
“You've got me all lubed up like a good girl. Now it's time for your lower hole to show what it's used for.”
Again, Kiana whimpered, but soon stood up and crawled on the couch, spreading her legs. Using her hand to steady the cock, Kiana lowered herself on Victor's rod, moaning loudly as a mixture of arousal and humiliation raced through her body. Victor's dick filled her up more than she would have though and she fell forward until her face was inches away from Victor's.
“Well? Prove your worth as a girl, slut.”
With a brief sob, Kiana began to move up and down on the President's cock, slowly at first. She let out a mixture of whimpers and moans as she got used to his rod impaling her body. Soon enough, though, she began to speed up. Arousal flared through her body as she continued to fuck her greatest enemy.
It was not lost on Kiana what she was doing. She was a champion of feminism. She was going to be the first female President of the United States of America. She was going to usher in a wave of female empowerment until Washington was a female-led majority. Women everywhere looked up to her, needing that one little confidence boost before they took the world by storm and dismantled the patriarchy once and for all.
And yet, here she was, willingly being the sex doll of one of the most sexist men in America. A man who made it harder for women to prove sexual assault or get abortions. A man who would have taken away women's right to vote if he had been able to. She barely put up a fight against him. Hell, he wasn't even forcing himself on her right now. He wasn't doing anything, but she was riding him, and loving it.
She was proving every one of his sexist statements correct, and she both hated and loved it.
Victor, meanwhile, as much as he wanted to let her keep going, was getting too impatient. He sat up, grabbed Kiana, and slammed both of them on the ground, pinning her under him, as he took control, pounding her hard and fast. By this point, Kiana was lost, and gave up to him completely. He sucked and fondled her tits as she moaned and cried out, multiple orgasms washing through her.
It didn't take much longer for Victor to reach his limit. Grinning, he leaned forward and claimed her lips as he thrust all the way inside her, dumping his load into her. Kiana happily returned the kiss, moaning as she came again. A part of her was fearful of becoming pregnant, but another part was thrilled at being forced to give birth with such a nasty man as the father.
After a few minutes more, Victor released her mouth and pulled out. Exhausted, Kiana just lied there, regret and shame overcoming her. She didn't have long to reflect, however, as Victor wiped the excess juices of himself in her hair, then grabbed said hair and pulled her up. Kiana squealed as Victor sat back down on the couch and pulled the naked President-Elect across his lap.
“Victor, what are you--” Kiana began to say when she felt the first slap on her ass. “OW!”
“You still haven't admitted you rigged the election and conceded. You know that's the only way to solve all this. I gave you pleasure, but now I have to punish you for being such a bad girl.”
“Hang on, you know that I--” Kiana tried to say before another slap came down on her ass, making her yelp. In all the sex, she had forgotten why she was there to begin with.
Victor sighed and began to spank her again and again. Kiana wriggled in his grip, her legs flailing in the air as he rained down blow after blow. She tried to escape, but it was futile. It had been decades since she had been spanked and she couldn't handle the pain very well. She knew she had to hold on, but she didn't know just how much longer she could.
“I could do this all day until you admit the truth.”
No, she couldn't. America was counting on her.
Another five slaps.
“There's only one way this ends, you know.”
Still more slaps.
“Please, Victor! I can't! I can't betray the American people! Please, let me fuck you again, how about that?”
SLAP!
Kiana's brown skin was turning apple red. Finally, she reached her limit.
“All right! All right! I rigged the election! You're the rightful President! I'm sorry! I never should have tried to fight you! You're right! Everything you've said is right!” Kiana cried out. It wasn't true, of course, but it was what he wanted to hear.
Smiling in victory, Victor rubbed her ass, “See? Was that so hard? I'm glad to admitted to being a bad girl.”
Kiana sobbed, knowing that Americans, especially the women, were now doomed. Victor pushed her down onto the floor, then pulled her hair again until she was face-level with his cock. Not wanting to fight back anymore, Kiana gave him a victory blowjob, putting all the effort she could muster into it. When Victor was ready to burst, he pulled out and coated her face and hair in his spunk, leaving her a mess.
Afterwards, he threw her back on the ground, stood up, and got dressed.
“Now, go on. Get out of here and head to the makeup room. You have a press conference to do.”
Kiana looked up at him in shock, “Victor, please! At least let me wash up in your bathroom!”
He glared down at her without saying a word. Gulping, Kiana meekly crawled over to her clothes and got dressed. With a whimper, a dejected Kiana, with spunk still covering her face and hair, left the Oval Office, leaving a giddy President Triumph completely satisfied.
Outside, Kiana had hoped to hide her shame, but she saw many of the officials and agents waiting outside with huge smiles on their faces. That was when Kiana realized just how many of Victor's people were in the White House. She had no allies here. Glumly, she walked down the hallway until a staff member guided her to a makeup room.
An hour later, Kiana Lowen walked into the White House Press Briefing Room, where she would make the most humiliating speech in her life.




Chapter 7

One year later, Victor Triumph, once again the President of the United States, sat in his chair at the Oval Office and grinned. Today was a wonderful day.
On his laptop, he was watching a feed of the news talking about getting rid of the Presidential term limits, meaning Victor could be President for as long as he wanted. This was in all thanks to the Republican Congress and Supreme Court, which would have not come to pass if things hadn't gone so perfectly.
Kiana Lowen had admitted to rigging the election, and despite that being a lie, the White House staff apparently already had ample evidence to support the claim. As such, Victor Triumph was once again named President of the United States.
The fallout was huge. Kiana became Public Enemy #1 and Democratic voters nationwide took everything at face value, ruining her reputation and denouncing her all over. Feminists were especially derided for propping her up. Many of the Senators and Representatives that Kiana endorsed were caught in the crossfire and were forced to give up their positions as well. In all of those special elections, Republicans managed to win easily, even in heavy blue states.
With all the new blood, it allowed the Republican Party to have a huge supermajority in both the Senate and House of Representatives, letting them do basically whatever they wanted. The leaders of the Democratic Party stepped down, leading to the party itself splintering into several factions, letting Republicans get even stronger. The final two liberal Supreme Court justices were also forced out and swiftly replaced with conservative judges. As such, numerous laws and protections for women were swiftly repealed, with rumblings of the 19th Amendment being repealed within the next few years.
Not that women voters mattered much anymore. Feminists who voted for Kiana found themselves prey for Triumph's supports across the nation, and with the shame and humiliation for everything that went down, most of those assaults were not reported. Many feminists saw the writing on the wall and stopped fighting, either getting married to their rapists or otherwise not fighting back. Sure, there were still protests and discourse online, but fervor for it was nowhere near what it was leading up to the election, especially given what happened to the rioters.
Once Kiana announced her resignation, the police finally moved in and arrested the rioters. However, President Triumph pardoned them all a few weeks later, with the leader even getting the Presidential Medal of Freedom. The abused Congresswomen wanted to press charges, but after seeing all of that, many of them resigned instead. Most of those seats went to Republicans.
Back in the Oval Office, Victor was enjoying his win when he was getting a video call.
“Ah, Representative Roland. Good to hear from you!”
On the other end of the line was Patrick Roland, sitting at his desk.
“Likewise, Mr. President. Congratulations on another triumph. Heh.”
Victor chuckled at the joke. It wasn't new, he used that joke himself tons of times, but he never got tired of it.
“To what do I owe the honor?”
“Just wanted to tell you that the plan in place to get the 19th repealed is going great. We've got plenty of patsies ready to take the fall just to give us the excuse.”
Patrick moaned, “Ah, excuse me sir. Ah. Ah. Ah. Yeaaaaa... Good job, slut.”
Victor grinned as he watched Representative Samantha Sana-Ramirez crawl up from Roland's desk. She was completely naked except for a dog collar. Oh, and Patrick's cum on her face, hair, and tits.
Samantha had been one of the few liberal Congresswomen left after the slaughter. Despite that, she was no longer the spitfire she once was. Instead, she was a token Democrat used as a figurative punching bag for when Republicans wanted to humiliate them some more. And in the off-hours, she was the personal fuck doll for Patrick. Many of the other Congresswomen that had resigned had been hired on as secretaries for their political rapists, but Samantha was still allowed to keep her position.
Samantha bowed forward, “Excuse me, Mr. President.” She then walked off-screen, likely to get dressed.
Victor chuckled and continued his conversation with Patrick for a few more minutes when two men were escorted in the Oval Office.
“Sorry, Patrick. I'll call later,” Victor said before hanging up. “Gentleman. Thank you for visiting! Glad you could make it!”
Victor stood up and shook hands with Gavriil Smirnov, the Prime Minister of Russia, and Zou Yongzheng, the Emperor of China, who had just entered.
“Dah, congratulations, Victor!” Gavriil said.
“Yes, congrats. We heard about your term extension.” Zou said.
“It is wonderful news. And what better way to celebrate than some expensive wine with good friends!” Victor said. He then clapped his hands twice and exclaimed, “Maid! Some wine for my guests!”
As the three political leaders sat down, one of the side doors opened and a maid pushing a cart came through. Both Gavriil and Zou had trouble recognizing the maid at first, but when they did, both grinned widely.
“May I pour you a glass, sirs?” Kiana Lowen asked. She was in a very skimpy French maid outfit, with the dress and apron barely going past her hips and her tits threatening to spill out of her top. The woman smiled as she popped open an expensive champagne and poured three glasses. As she gave President Triumph his glass, he thanked her by groping one of her tits, making her moan. Both the other leaders also groped her as she handed over their glasses. She thanked all three of the men for the honor.
“You sure did a number on her.” Zou said, sipping his wine.
“Well, she's better off as a maid here than rotting in jail for all she did. Plus, she's happier here. Isn't that right, sweetcheeks?”
Kiana froze for just a second, her former fiery spirit briefly flashing before pushing downward, “Yes. Thank you for your generosity, sir. You have been a wonderful teacher.”
All three men laughed at her empty praise.
“Now, now. You know I didn't do much. Hey. I've got an idea. Kiana, sweetcheeks, why don't you show these fine gentlemen how skilled you really are?”
Kiana grimaced a bit, but then curtsied before getting down on all fours and crawling over to Emperor Zou, who was closer.
“Would you like a blowjob, or a titjob, Emperor?”
Zou had a wide smile on his face, “I want those tits around my cock.”
Kiana nodded and pulled her big tits out of her top, then carefully took the Emperor's cock out and began to pump him. Zou moaned in pleasure.
Victor then turned to Gavriil, “So, how goes it with the rest of Europe?”
Gavrill sipped his wine and shrugged, “Da, it goes. Ukraine and Poland surrendered quickly. Rest of Europe is going blah blah blah, but they all talk, no bite. We'll control all of them within next decade.”
“Well, not like they can do much with NATO dissolving,” Victor said.
“Thanks for that.”
“Ah, no biggie. They were annoying and not needed anyway.”
Zou moaned and erupted on Kiana's tits. The slave maid thanked the powerful leader before zipping him up and crawling over to Gavrill.
“May I give you a blowjob or a titjob, Prime Minister?”
“Da, blowjob is preferred, slut wench.”
As Kiana gave the tyrant a blowjob, Zou zipped his pants up.
“I must thank you. Not just for the fantastic slut, but for allowing us to spy on your people with impunity. And for giving us Taiwan.”
“Japan giving you any trouble?”
“Eh, they're complaining, as usual, but they're powerless.”
Kiana listened to the three evil mean gloat about all their cruel victories as she continued to give her blowjob. As much as she wanted to stop them, her chance was gone. Now, she can do nothing but kneel there and pleasure them however they see fit.
This is where a woman like her truly belonged.
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