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The Teacher’s Demotion

Steven Nolan still had the date marked on his calendar. February 25, 2024. It was the day—the official day the whole world had changed. It was a slow process, one he should have seen coming, and the slowness was something he should have taken advantage of. He was being silly back then, a little naïve, maybe too cocky to really think anything could possibly happen. He didn’t imagine things would really morph as they had.

Things happened, one subtle but noticeable change after another.

And yet, there was this date. February 25, 2024.

In psychology, this is called “present bias”. It’s the idea that things will remain the same. You see it a lot in real estate and investing. If houses are cheap now, people assume they’ll always be cheap. If houses are getting expensive, people assume prices can only continue to go up.

He and society’s other men let it all slide. They let things transpire. He let that tall woman, Julie Mathers, not just run for president, but win with her dark eyes and lips that always seemed to be turned up in a snarl. Sure, he was only one voter, but he hadn’t tried to fight. When other men warned him and talked about how dangerous Mathers could be, Steven didn’t listen.

As a candidate, Julie Mathers promised things he had heard before. Better healthcare for women. Better education for women. No tampon tax. Stuff he thought sounded fair but he wasn’t all that concerned. But then day by day things changed so quickly he thought he was imagining them. Strip clubs were shut down. Not all of them, just the ones you could find women in. Female prostitutes were given allowances and housing to get them off the streets, but the male ones were still allowed to wonder about outside. Steven still had his job at the local high school, but his pay check was slashed in half, even his fellow English teachers had their salary doubled. Only the women, of course.

It had been three years since the change. Three years of Ms. Julie Mathers and her ever darkening eyes. Three years of female rule. Three years of male subjugation.

Steven lost his job, and not because he wanted to. It was soon decided that male teachers simply couldn’t keep up with the female ones. They were slow, too dumb, took too long to get the kids to shut up and do their work. He was fired, and for a month was jobless and terrified, until one of Ms. Mathers’ many workers knocked on his door, with a similar evil smirk on her face. Steven remembered the day vividly, how he’d been too scared to open the door after looking through the peep hole. He felt like a coward being afraid of a woman he had almost an entire foot on.

“Where are you taking me?” Steven muttered as he walked down the brightly lit hallway of Julie’s mansion. He had seen it on the news a few times before, with her usually standing out the front of it, showing off the endless and unnecessary amount of rooms she had while Steven was stuck in his one-bedroom apartment. All men were required to live in an apartment with just the one bedroom, while women were often given funding to pursue large houses.

Granted, men could be invited to live with their girlfriends or wives. This, obviously, altered the power dynamics considerable.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” the worker that picked him up said in response, her large name tag displaying ‘Marie’ in bold letters. She walked ahead of Steven, hands behind her back as her dark heels clapped against the ground.

Beside Steven were four equally tall police women, with thick arms and too big hands. Two of them grabbed at his arms as they dragged him along, while the other two stood behind him, probably waiting for him to make the wrong move so they could tackle him to the ground. Steven was sure they would enjoy that. He heard too many horror stories of police women attacking men for the most mundane reasons. They were walking down the street too fast? That was aggressive behaviour. They looked at a woman the wrong way? That called for a definite tackle to the ground.

As the group got to the end of the wall, the worker pushed open the door after entering in some code, leading Steven to a room that smelled of sweet perfume and powder. It was brightly lit with pastel pink walls with fairy lights scattered across the ceiling. The end of the room contained three hot pink chairs in the shape of thrones. The edges were coated in a bright gold colour and looked to be made of leather. They were pointed towards the wall, where a long mirror could be seen, placed on top of a cream coloured counter with several drawers. There were long, comfortable lounges on the other side of the wall, but Steven was brought to the thrones with the strong women practically shoving him onto the white, shiny floor.

“What…What is this place?” Steven asked. “Where am I?”

“You didn’t recognise the place when we first walked in, sweetie?” asked Marie, her lips in a pout and her voice drenched in a condescending tone. “Oh goodness. You poor thing.”

Steven held in his growl. As a man, he couldn’t challenge a woman’s authority.

She thought he was stupid, he could tell. He knew that tone of voice, that too sweet, too sugary sound when women spoke to him. He was used to it, used to the smirks back at work when he asked a colleague a question. He wasn’t the best teacher, but he wasn’t the worst, and that didn’t mean he should have been mocked and laughed at when asking if the printer was out of ink.

Steven actually liked to teach and interact with the kids. But his female co-workers soon took it upon themselves to sit in on his classes and interrupt him whenever he said something wrong (or what they thought was wrong). They’d storm over and shove him out of the way and take over, leaving Steven to press his back against the chalk board. He’d watch with deep, heavy breaths as his female co-workers took over him, waving their hands around in the air while they talked, occasionally looking over their shoulder at Steven to shake their head in disappointment. It took everything in him not to scream at them.

He remembered his whole body shaking with rage, his hands balled into fists while his skin got all hot. He knew he couldn’t get violent, wasn’t even allowed to bang on his desk in anger even if he felt the reaction was appropriate. He was stuck with letting his anger build up, letting it fill him up while his co-workers spoke over him, because he was a stupid idiot male with a stupid idiot male education. Their words.

“I know what building I’m in,” answered Steven, doing his best to keep his bitterness at bay. “But what room is this? Why did you bring me here?”

“Well, darling, you’ve been unemployed for quite some time now. You know how it is…We give you males a month to find a job, but you haven’t found anything,” shrugged Marie. “I mean, I expect nothing less from males, but I’m still disappointed that we’ve come across another man who hasn’t contributed to society.” Marie shook her head as she spoke, sending Steven back to sitting in the principal’s office at school. He felt eight years old all over again.

“I’ve applied for plenty of jobs, but the… The women always get them,” Steven said, doing his best to explain. It wasn’t like he wanted to be unemployed.

“Always blaming the women,” Marie said with an eye roll. “Typical. Stop that nonsense. You’re lucky I’m giving you a job. This is Ms. Mathers’ personal beauty room. She uses it every now and then, but it’s mostly to treat her friends. They’ll be paying you a visit, young man, and you better show them respect. You know how to use a razor, I assume?”

“A razor? Um, yeah, I’ve used one plenty of—”

“Great!” Marie cut him off. “Ladies, come on in! Our little worker is ready to work on you all now!”

“Worker?” Steven murmured in confusion, his eyebrows furrowing when he saw three women walking into the room. They stared at him with condescending smirks, occasionally nudging each other as they gave him a slow and obvious up and down.

“He’s… Sweet looking,” one of the women said, her blonde hair tied up in a high pony tail. “I think he’ll make a good little worker.”

“His arms aren’t very strong though,” a different woman said, eyeing Steven intently. “What a weak little thing. I could break him quite easily, but I suppose even a moron like him could do this job.”

“Agreed. He isn’t anything special, but he’ll be fine for this job,” the last woman said.

“Alright, ladies, take a seat,” Marie said, pointing at the chairs. “I’ll get the drinks ready for you. Steven, are you ready for your first day on the job? You better be.”

Steven stood there quietly watching the women. He had a strange feeling in his stomach, like something terrible was about to happen. He hated not knowing, not being aware of what was going through their heads. He knew they thought they were superior, too good for him because he was like every other inferior male.

Marie suddenly shoved something in Steven’s face. It was a little plastic container filled with razors and shaving cream. With a raised eyebrow he looked ahead of him, watching as the three women spun around in their thrones, lifting up their long dresses and revealing three sets of softly stubbled legs.

These women didn’t really need their legs shaved…they wanted it. More importantly, they wished to extend their legs and watch as his subjugated male served them.

“Get to work now, Steven. You’ll be working for us now, so I expect you to be nothing but efficient and polite. Chop-chop,” Marie clapped her hands loudly, pushing Steven towards the women.

With hesitant steps he got closer to them, eyeing those contoured legs with a nervous grimace.

“Idiot. Don’t look at them like that!” yelled Marie. “Hurry up and shave their legs! Shave them!” ordered Marie.

Steven saw fire in her eyes and knew he was screwed. This was it for him. From teacher to shaver. He wanted to scream and swear but knew he’d be demoted to some other terrible job. As he got closer, he kneeled down in front of the blonde woman, who gave his head a pat like he was a little dog panting at her side. He sucked in some air and shook his head, his heart sinking as he refused to accept his place. He was more than this. More than a man sent to shave the legs of women. He knew that, but he had no choice but to grip the pink razor and lather the shaving cream on the woman’s legs. He muttered under his breath, knowing that all those years ago he could have taken every single one of the women in the room…And probably get away with it if he got a good lawyer.

But it wasn’t a decade ago, and his maleness was his weakness, and he was stuck gently pressing the razor against an old woman’s leg. With a grimace he shaved the woman, his whole body on fire as he heard them all laugh.

“Don’t cut her, sweetie. We know you have weak little hands and a weak little brain, but surely you can do this right!” one woman cried out, making the others laugh.

He wanted to cut her by accident but refrained, and instead let out a defeated sigh.

He had never missed his crappy one-bedroom apartment so much.

Steven gently ran the razor blade up and down her legs. He moved slowly, which seemed to suit each woman nicely. This became especially true as they chatted.

They talked about the stock market. Apparently, one company was doing particularly well. Investments had been stripped from the male population. Ms. Mathers and her ilk had decided the male mind was a bad influence on the stock market.

“What do they sell again?”

“Well,” explained one of the females, “They sell pretty much everything. They started out as a manufacturer of clothing and apparel, but they’ve moved on to making a lot of gear for pets.”

One of the other women asked, “You mean like leashes and stuff?”

“Precisely.”

“Why would that be a good investment?”

The first woman explained, “Isn’t it obvious? Look around. All of these men need to be led around by something. Leashes are perfect. We already have the implements to control dogs. We can just use them on men now.” When she talked about “men,” she might as well have referred to animals.

The three women giggled as their subjugated male worked. He shaved one leg, then another and another. He took his time and washed them with warm water. At the same time, he gently pressed his fingers into their skin. He did this to massage them.

Deep down, he knew that he was better than this. He was supposed to be in front of a classroom, lecturing. Both boys and girls were supposed to listen to him. For a long time, he had girls who would look at that him adoringly. They would hang on his every word, taking notes and making sure they absorbed everything he said.

Now, those girls would be grown up or off in college. And if they saw him, they would sneer, thinking he was nothing but a pathetic male.

“So you think there’ll be a market for collars and leashes?”

“Stylized ones, yes. “Companies who can differentiate with special features and designs will do really well. I think this company is going to make a lot of money.”

“What kind of special features could they possibly offer?”

During the conversation, Steven worked hard to keep his face down even as he felt the blush color his cheeks. At the same time, his bottom lip trembled ever so slightly. He fought hard to keep his expression stoic and in neutral, like he didn’t care about anything these women said.

But then came the answer, “Artistic designs are one thing. I’m sure lots of women will want to mark their property in unique and special ways. The right color, the right symbol, that sort of thing.”

“You can’t build a business based off of artistic designs,” said another woman.

“Can’t you?” The first one smirked. “Think about how many fashion companies exist based on nothing but their designs. But even beyond that, technology will be an important factor as well.”

Steven stopped, but only for a second. He froze, and none of the women seemed to notice, probably because he wasn’t important. If he paused, he was nothing more than a phone or a computer that needed an extra second to load. If he took longer, he would have certainly been disciplined for it, but he resumed his work like an obedient boy and thus he was beneath the notice of these women.

“Shock collars are the obvious option,” said the woman. “You’re going to want a good interface for your boy. You put a collar around his neck, and he’s going to need discipline from time to time.”

“I could always just spank him,” said another woman.

They all giggled at this, laughing like it was a hilarious joke.

“True. But that’s going to get embarrassing pretty quickly. You don’t want all your friends to know that your guy’s trying to think for himself. That’s absurd!”

There was another round of laughter, and Steven felt his muscles bunch and tense up. He hated serving these females, especially at this moment where they talked about him like he was nothing but a piece of property.

He had rights, he told himself.

…

No, he didn’t.

That simple contradiction bubbled up inside of his head. He knew he had no rights, not anymore. Even if many of the laws had not technically been changed, women held all of the power and authority, so they could simply choose what to enforce…or not.

“You’re going to want your man to wear a nice shock collar, something that’s GPS enabled. His smart caller will make it so that you can track his movements and decide when and if he needs to be punished that much more easily. Besides, if you lock it on, you’ll know that he won’t be able to run off.”

All of the women nodded at this, like they couldn’t wait.

“And of course, they’re going to be technical issues. Battery life will be an important one. The interface you use will also matter. There’s a lot to consider here when you think about how you will train your man.”

Instinctively, Steven reached up and touched his neck. He wasn’t wearing a collar…yet.

That movement was a mistake because one of the women noticed him. “What you think about this, boy?”

Boy. That word was loaded and derisive. It was meant to make him feel small and powerless. It worked.

“I don’t have an opinion,” he said.

The women laughed at this. “A good answer from a cute boy.” He grimaced. He was supposed to be a teacher, someone people respected! Even if he never made very much money, he was supposed to be able to control his classroom.

At this point, he couldn’t control anything, not even his reaction to these women and their taunts.

“It’s a good answer from a cute boy,” she reiterated, “But it’s not true. We can tell you want to say something, Steven.”

For some reason, he shivered when she used his name. Maybe it was because every male name had become something of an insult. Male names meant inferiority and subjugation. They meant enslavement and a total loss of control.

“I don’t have anything to say.”

“Do we need to go get one of those collars and tested out on you?”

“Oh? We have some?”

“Absolutely. The President gets lots of free samples!”

“I’ll say whatever you want.”

The first woman put her foot right in front of his face. “Massage me.” He immediately placed his hands against her foot, and he stroked her, gliding his fingers along her foot as he pressed down.

“Now, tell us what you think about being a collared slave.”

“Slavery is still illegal,” he said. “Only in name. We both know every boy is about to be owned. Whether it’s by his mother, sister, girlfriend, or wife…boys need to be controlled. That’s what we’ve all decided!”

Steven didn’t answer. He tried to focus on her foot and her pleasure.

“Answer,” she ordered.

He understood what they wanted. He was supposed to agree or disagree. If he said yes, then he would be partially responsible for all of this. It would be his chance to “vote” again. Just as he had messed up as a citizen, he would mess up as a person.

Worse, he understood that these women might someday use this as a justification. They might think back fondly on this moment when they had a candid conversation with a male, only to have them agree that the men of society needed to be owned and oppressed. They “liked” it.

And if he said no, they would punish him.

Steven wasn’t a particularly strong or defiant man. He wasn’t especially stubborn, no matter how much he hated himself for his part in all of this.

“You’re right. Men need to be collared. We all should be enslaved.”

“Good boy,” she said, and the women went back to talking amongst themselves.

When he finished his work, Marie strode over to him. “Come with me,” she ordered.

Without another word, she got up and turned around. Steven glanced at her companions, but they didn’t say anything. For the most part, they were simply relaxing. They had their hands on the armrests of their chairs, their eyes closed, and their heads tilted back. They relaxed into their authority and the simple confidence they came from being the privileged sex.

Steven thought about asking Marie where they were headed, especially as they made their way down one hallway after another. This mansion was enormous. He kept wondering if he would see their leader.

But he didn’t. Instead, they came to a set of double doors, and Marie stood back. “Open them,” she commanded.

Steven obeyed. He stepped forward and pulled the doors open. Just as he turned back to her, she practically pounced. She put her hands to his chest and she shoved him forward. Before male subjugation, no woman would have ever been this aggressive.

But now, Marie saw something that she craved, and she was going to take it. She pushed him forward, so he stumbled back. It took all of his balance to stay up on his feet.

Seconds later, the backs of his legs bumped into a bed, but Marie wasn’t done with him. She kept pushing, all the way until he fell to his back. She still wasn’t done because she climbed up on top of him. Her hands went to his wrists, and she pinned him.

Steven knew that he was strong enough to shove her off, but he didn’t dare. That sort of act of disrespect would get him into a lot of trouble, so he stayed there, feeling helpless and small, like prey underneath that this feminine predator.

“You’re an interesting boy…I might have use of you,” she said with a wicked smirk. There was this gleam in her eyes that made him nervous. His heart started to beat faster.

“What do you want from me?”

She leaned down and dragged her teeth along his earlobe. Then she whispered, “I haven’t decided yet.”

Pulling back, she kissed his neck, his job, and then she looked right down into his eyes. “You seem like you have a lot of potential, Steven. I think I should take custody of you. Would you like that? Would you like me to own you?”

Steven knew about these regulations, how a woman could take custody of a man. It would mean that he would give up most of his rights. He would functionally become a slave.

Considering what women had already done, it made sense to him that this would be the natural conclusion. No matter what they said or what man who wanted to believe, the females of the world is simply wouldn’t give up until they stripped the male population of every last shred of dignity, respect, and power.

“I don’t know,” Steven said truthfully.

He worried this would offend her. Tenant. Marie threw her head back, and she started laughing. abc

“You’re an honest boy. That’s funny,” she said right before she leaned in and kissed him hard. She pressed her mouth to his, and Steven began to growl. Instinctively, he reached up to run his fingers through her hair, to grab her, to hold her tight. Those were his male instincts, but then she started laughing. She tightened her grip on his wrists, and he knew that he had to settle back down. He wasn’t allowed to grab her. He wasn’t allowed to try to take control either.

“No,” she said with the same tone she might use when talking to a misbehaving canine.

Sure enough, it worked.

Steven knew his place. She started kissing him again. At the same time, she leaned to down, pivoting her pelvis so that she gently wrapped herself against his crotch. He could feel his erection begin to push out against his trousers.

“You like that, don’t you Steven?”

“Yes…” His answer felt like a confession.

“Good. Stand up, strip, and show me your body. I want to know what I might own.”

Steven blinked, confused. He’d never heard of a woman doing something like this.

“What?”

“Do it,” she said, slipping off of him. She lightly smacked her hand across his face, like he needed to be reminded of his place.

With a nervous and gulp, he obeyed. He slipped off of the bed, and he started to unbutton his shirt. He loosened his pants. He pulled those layers off, one at a time until he was naked before Marie.

The young woman sat there on the bed.

“Nice,” she said. “I wonder if I could do better with someone else.” She wobbled her head from side to side, all as her eyes roamed along his body.

Steven had heard the term “objectification” before, but he never really understood what it meant, not until this moment. As far as Marie was concerned, he was a piece of property. Yes, he might have some value, but he was something to be owned, something to be controlled. More than that, he only existed in so far as he could please and pleasure her. For so long, the men had treated women this way. They had reviewed women as sex objects, creatures to be used and discarded once they were no longer valuable.

Marie watched him with those same eyes.

She licked her lips just before she slipped off of the bed and approached him. She did this with the perfect confidence of a woman who knew that she can take whatever she liked.

As she came closer, Steven had to pretend to she didn’t make him nervous. But then she placed her hand over his heart, and she felt that racing pulse. “You’re scared,” she said. She circled him. She came up behind him and slapped his ass. As a man, he felt that surge of anger and embarrassment, but he already knew that he couldn’t say anything. If she wanted to slap his behind, that she had every right because she was the woman. As a man, he had to take it. She could harass them however she liked, and there would be no recourse, not for him.

“I like your obedience,” she said, her voice vibrating with glee. “You’d be surprised by the number of men out there who really don’t know how to obey. It’s very silly,” she told him. From there, she reached down and squeezed his ass. “You think you’re an obedient boy, Steven?”

Another test.

“Yes,” he said after just a couple of seconds. His voice quivered, and that made her laugh. “Oh, I think you’re going to look really good with a collar around your neck. You will be so obedient for me. I can’t wait to train you,” she said. Her hand flew down and she grabbed his wrist. She yanked him, pulling him up onto the bed. He fell to his back, and that’s when she reached down and gently stroked his shaft. He was vulnerable. More than that, all of that nervous energy morphed suddenly into arousal. He didn’t know how she did it, but there was no way for Steven to stop her. She wrapped her fingers around his expanding cock. She stroked him gently, bring them close to an orgasm. And then she stopped.

“You did a very good job serving my friends. Let’s see what you can do with your mouth,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

“Oh, silly boy. That’s not how you address me.” She giggled, waving off the word. Then she said, “You will address me as Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

She reached under her skirt and pulled at her panties. She yanked them off and settled down on her back. That’s when she put her hand to the back of his neck. She pulled, guiding him.

Steven knew that he didn’t have any choice. He crawled toward her, settling his face between her legs. Right away, he could detect the musk of her arousal.

“Lick me. Look like a good boy,” she commanded.

Steven had no choice. As a male, he had to obey or suffer the consequences.

He started to lick. He slid his tongue deep into her crevice, and that’s when he heard her moan. “Oh. Oh, yes! That’s nice. That’s really nice,” she said, her voice thrumming with arousal.

Steven worshiped her. Even though he knew that this woman intended to oppress him, he licked her. With his fingers, he stroked her thighs as his tongue moved up and down. He could feel her engorged clitoris. He knew that she was on the verge of an orgasm.

Despite this, she grabbed his hair and pulled him back. He looked at her, his eyes big and confused.

“Let’s see what we can do with the rest of your body,” she said, her eyes bright with desire.

She shoved down onto his back again, and this time she climbed up on top. She positioned her crevice just above his shaft. Slowly, she lowered herself down. She started to ride him. She enveloped him, the walls of her pussy tight around his cock.

“Tell me what you want.”

For just a second, Steven thought about the truth. He wanted his freedom. He wanted his job back as a high school English teacher. He wanted his crappy apartment and the independence that came with being a free man.

Instead, he looked up at Marie. This woman had him, and she wouldn’t let him go.

“I want to be your slave, Mistress,” he said. Her hands went down to his wrists. She pressed her weight into his arms as her nails dug down into his skin. At the same time, she moved her hips up and down, forward and back. She rubbed the attention of her body against of the lines of his shaft, bring him closer and closer to an orgasm.

“You can’t come without my permission, slave,” she said. And just like that, he could feel it, this psychological collar around his throat.

As his breathing quickened, he started to beg. “Please, please, can I come? Please, I can’t take this!” He could barely control himself.

“You may,” she breathed, and that’s when she laughed. Their orgasms burned through their bodies at the same time, those delicious clenches of pleasure racing along their skin. She threw her head back and laughed. That was the sound he heard as he accepted his place.

From that point forward, Steven would belong to this one woman. She had picked him out as her boy and as her slave. Because of this new world, there really was no distinction between the two…

The End
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