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Thea’s Boy

Mondays aren’t all that bad, unless you live in this new world and you’re an unfortunate male. Then Mondays are the pits of your existence especially if you’re a single male that still has to work for his keep. Then every day is hell until Friday when you can bolt your doors and finally breathe…but it’s not Friday, is it? Today is Monday and welcome to hell.

The sun woke him earlier than most but that was a favor. Jean jumped out of bed and looked at the alarm clock that was yet to ring. A glance confirmed he didn’t oversleep but there was no time to waste; he had to be at work in an hour and he had ten whole blocks to walk.

Welcome to the year 2029. As in the immortal quote goes, “you’re not in Kansas anymore.” Sadly, for you, things are not the way you thought they would be. Change is inevitable but unanimous and universal changes across the entire globe are something else. Women had taken over when the Gaia party had voted their presidential candidate into office. At first, it had been a joke that had fueled TV talk shows and men all over the world said their own piece about the government run by women but that joke had turned sour when the first laws were passed. Then it was just men running around like rats with their tails cut off. There had been a time when a rag tag rebellion group had tried to wrest power but in between egos and the law being under the control of the female government, the group had fallen back into mediocrity and the last anyone heard of them was a token protest during elections but that seemed to be one of the expected traditions while the women’s party raked in votes. Let’s face it; there were more women alive than men. Women were taking over the world. It was a colossal joke then until the ladies decided to play hard ball…every ball vulnerable and available. Somehow every man had fallen in line pretty quickly and the gender takeover had been almost entirely effective. The joke wasn’t funny anymore. Men were not talking amongst themselves anymore; hell they didn’t dare talk to the women around them without a prompt.

And with female supremacy came new laws; the police could enforce them however they saw fit. Men started to get the short end of the stick so much that they didn’t get any at all, but that was nothing that Jean was thinking about as the last of the water trickled off him and he toweled off briskly. Then on came the smart ensemble and a quick bite of stale donut from last night and he dashed out of his apartment and started the brisk march to work while taking care to obey traffic signs.

The two blocks sped by and he got to work with time to spare but that wasn’t the point. The point was that he had more to prove as a man; he had to come first and leave last and make sure to cover for every female at work and be on their good side to keep his job. It wasn’t fair. It was sexist and cruel, but that was the world in which he found himself.

Every month questionnaires were passed around the office, asking about the efficiency of the male office workers. Anyone that wasn’t giving enough was fired. It was quick and brutal. Men didn’t get rights and they couldn’t appeal. Every male had to stay on the right side of every woman.

Then there was the question of getting a promotion…yeah, that wasn’t ever going to happen. The glass ceiling was permanent and every male knew it. Be grateful enough for the job you have and do it well. Maybe you could keep your adorable little job.

The office lights were on and the night janitor waved at Jean as he moped his way out the door. For all of five minutes, he was the only one in that building until the familiar hum of cars sailed into the parking lot and the female workers started streaming in one after the other. Jean waited until he was noticed which meant every one of the females gave him a slow, deliberate once-over and looked her fill before turning away.

“Sweet thing!” the gravelly voice had him lifting his face to look at Thea, the office manager who smoked a pack a day and casually called the men in the office names depending on her mood. She was an alluring, intoxicating woman. With her black hair and bright eyes, she exuded a new feminine power and authority.

Thea was decidedly cheery this morning; other times it was ‘brute’, other times it was ‘pretty meat’. For some reason, this was even worse than any name at all. Once there had been an uppity male that had objected to the names and the smoke. Within a week, he was gone as quietly as he had come into the office. Jean knew his place and that was silent, nodding and appropriately smiling and working…hard.

Thea didn’t wait for any acknowledgement from the male. She sailed by and brushed him so close he almost missed the hand brushing over the bulge in his pants and that was no incidental thing because she walked two steps forward and turned to wink at him before continuing on her way into her office and the soft slam of the door was his signal to move. 

Now that Thea was gone, Jean rushed quickly to his desk and waited for the work day to start. The two women across from him exchanged leering winks but Jean couldn’t object. It seemed like the women were all horny today. The day had barely started and it didn’t bode well. Amorous women could be dangerous.

Within minutes work was underway. Everyone at work was willing to give him high efficiency grading except for the manager; one never knew what Thea was going to do, but soon he would know what chore he had to do to keep his job.  Every other person had passed off work to him and proceeded to discuss the events of their weekend. One woman down the large room was elaborately discussing the sexual escapades of her off days, and the women flicked their eyes towards him and back to the talker who relished her rapt audience and started to exaggerate, which drove her audience to sigh and coo in sympathy all the while eyeing him. He was sure more than a few of them were picturing him servicing them so faithfully.

“They can’t help it you know? Besides that’s what the brutes are good for.” She added with the smug certainty of a woman quoting a fact that couldn’t be contested.

“I still say we go pure,” someone piped up. Pure was a code word for lesbianism. Sexual activity between two women was regarded as pure. It was better because anything women did had to be superior.

“We want young, Kara” the story teller objected and the rest of the crowd nodded sagely. “We want men who are malleable. Besides, they already know how to obey. If you have sex with a woman, she gets to have an opinion!” The others laughed.

Kara grumbled and settled back into her chair while the group was silent for a while.

“Jean!”

The call propelled him up out of his chair and to his feet; he had to stand to answer every female regardless of age or social station. The women giggled collectively at his automatic movement and then one of them finally asked, “Hold are you?”

“Twenty-five years old, mistress.” The word at the end of his answer was the proper way of addressing females but that wasn’t the only humiliating about the situation. He had to stand and answer properly and not react. That was loads worse then everything demanded of his gender. He had to stand there while the words came at him from every angle and he couldn’t react to it.

As he stood at attention, Jean thought about how hard it was to find work and how the rent of the one room apartment. Those thoughts held his attention while the women continued to talk. They spoke like he was nothing but a piece of furniture.

“Much too old,” the words were just thrown out there and the group nodded in smug sympathy.

“I don’t know, I think he has a flavor to him,” someone protested with a slight chuckle that would be accompanied with that smug smile.

“Flavor? Doesn’t do anything for me at all,” Kara answered and glared in his direction.  

“I don’t know about you but I think he’s ugly, who would look at him?” The women could debate this while he listened.

“He works well though.”

“Any male can work. That’s not what I want.”

“I wonder if he is a good lover.”

“He might be if well-schooled. He probably just needs a teacher if he hasn’t had one already.”

“Oh to break him in…” Thea murmured just loud enough for the others to giggle and coo.

“You’re sure someone hasn’t beaten you to it?” asked the teller of exaggerated sexual escapades. “Some like the brutes solid and dangerous looking. For the life me I don’t know why but they do say there is a useful edge to them.”

“He’s useless!” the vehement declaration came from the pure Kara.

Thea tutted and looked hard at him. “If I put my mind to it, I’m sure I could find a wicked good use for him broken or not. Flat on his back preferably.”

They all laughed with eyes glinting in vivid imagination and leering before one of the ladies gestured for him to return to work. Jean sat back on his seat and the rest of the conversation sailed around him. Once in a while the laughter would ring out. The ladies didn’t need to worry about evaluation reports.

When it was time, they all left the office for afternoon break but he stayed behind at his desk. Nobody had given him permission and he wouldn’t get up and get accused of wasting time just because he was a guy.

The lunch crowd returned with a few people missing. They were not coming back anymore for the day. They could wander off and have some fun while he had to remain at this desk and work hard. Those knowing eyes pinned him to his seat firmly. They kept his mouth firmly shut and his face appropriately blank and his hands continuously busy.

The rest of the crowd continued to patter out before the designated time of leaving work and soon he was left with a large pile of work that he surely needed to finish. None of the women would like to find the work unfinished when they came back to work in the morning. He didn’t want to find out what might happen if they found those pages waiting for them in the morning.

Soon he was lost in the rhythm of work and was startled when he picked up on the sounds of footsteps. Jean looked up to see the janitor and faced his work fiercely. Communication between males was not something the law forbade, but it was frowned upon, like an informal law, something that would be punished in other ways. Losing his job was one step from being remanded into psychiatric custody. The few cases of homosexuality among men was treated as something criminal indeed, so no male would want to give anyone the impression they were gay or hint that they sympathized with other males in the practice. Except for the professional consorts apparently, some women liked men having sex with themselves but that was worlds beyond him. Now he faced the pile of never ending work and his precarious sanity.

“Still on it then?”  The gravelly voice came .

Jean grunted without looking at the janitor.

“First in and last to go, gotta work hard to keep the job too.  Wouldn’t want to be in the streets then. Not pretty enough for a professional consort then?” the janitor continued to speak without acknowledgement or reply from his audience of one. “Don’t figure you for the type though, that pride shines through not that it would do you any good in this times.”

The drag of the metal bucket on the tile screeched loud enough to have Jean flinch and glare at the laughing janitor but the image stopped him short. The man was bent double over the heavy metal bucket and pulling with all his possible might and that was not hard enough but what was funny was that he was laughing. Jean stood up without thinking it through and the both carried the bucket to the very end of the room and all the while the janitor chuckled under his breath.

The anger was familiar but the speed at which it spread was something foreign and raw. He was used to the slow burn snaking around in his gut all day with the shame as a constant companion so the raw flash that lit him up and made him forget the rules. It made him forget reality and had him catching the janitor by the shoulders and shaking him furiously. “How can you keep laughing?! How can you laugh at all like this how can you laugh in this situation?!”

The janitor was shocked when hands had appeared to help him with the bucket he concluded the boy was sick of his gabbing and wanted to stop his gabbing. He had laughed at the speed of everything.

Jean came to his senses just as quickly as they had left him and drew back his hands and stormed back to his seat hammering buttons with the remnant of anger swirling through this time going with the accompanying shame. How dare he demand anything from the person kind enough to talk when he was being taciturn and rude? The hunger must be getting to him and the faster he worked the faster he could get home to a sandwich.

For a while, neither of them said anything. The silence was so absolute that the next words startled him again, “We’re still alive boy, can’t ask for more.” They couldn’t ask for more.

They were men.

The words followed Jean home, insistent whispers as he walked face down and deliberate steps that no one would misinterpret to be an invitation, not that anyone was looking at him. Home was cold and dark but that was enough: a roof over his head and somewhere to stash his little property even if he had to be stealthy about his movement to avoid the building superintendent with her hands and that leering smug smile. As he looked at his small place, he wondered if he could ask for more. Could he dare to ask for more could never dream of more? Or was he stuck wishing for a powerful, maybe wealthy, woman who would take care of him?

The evening air sailed through his room and dumped the sound of people living life into his ears. The window beckoned and he took his seat beside the sill and looked at the night crowd full of women in their fineries and men they had chosen to go out with at their side. The street lamps showed the occasional male standing by the curb, but that was an invitation of the most blatant kind. Any male out the door by this time was at this time was asking for one thing and it was something he would get.

The women could do whatever they wanted. That much was obvious.

Women went out at night now, every night with the perquisite drinks and the gossip and the advice tossed around with every tale of daring do pass around and exaggerated just like at the office today. It used to be the men who would drink and brag while the women sat at home and prayed their names would not be linked to any malicious gossip. No more.

Now the women said whatever they wanted to and the men kept quiet and hoped none of the women present would get amorous with public displays. Of course, the women could still do whatever they wanted. The law was clear: men had to submit. They had to obey.

The images of being taken brought a faint heat to Jean’s body. Those half-formed fantasies had him reaching for his stiffening member, but he stopped halfway and let his hand fall away.

When he tired of looking through the window, he returned to his couch which was also a pull out bed and went to sleep. Work was nothing that was going to be easier tomorrow and he needed his strength. As he closed his eyes, the conversation with the janitor played through his mind. If it could be called a conversation anyway. He hoped he could forget it, the both of them.

The shrill alarm woke him up, and he woke groggy and disgruntled about work. The events of the day before flitted through his mind and drove him to sigh heavily. Work seemed even more hellish than before. With any luck, he could brush the unfortunate incident under the carpet and just move on with his life. In the future, he might also keep a better handle on his emotions or he would be out of a job. If he lost control in the presence of a female, that meant he wouldn’t be able to get another job, not at his age, not when younger and more attractive males were willing to do anything to get and keep a job.

The morning routine of bathe, dress and eat leftovers calmed him and he quickly moved out of the apartment complex as stealthily as possible to avoid the super and was off at a brisk pace for work.  The slick roads were made even more unbearable by the sloshing of puddles by passing cars, but he kept to the extreme of the sidewalk to keep dry and smart enough for work. Not looking presentable could be a huge mark against him. He needed to present himself appropriately and demonstrate the right attitude; read submissive, quiet and enabling. That was the company line, and if anybody asked him, that was all he was going to repeat.

The doors slamming jolted him out of his reverie and had him glancing at the female climbing out of the car with a man holding an umbrella over her head even as the rain splattered the suit that complemented her attire, the only indication that he belonged to her. Yes, he belonged to her. He was functionally owned.

The subjugated male was touching his girlfriend or wife’s hand even if it was just to get her out of the car. Even though he male, he was impeccably dressed, but no one would mistake him for the alpha in the scene. The lady employed the male in question at her workplace, probably under the bogus guise working  as her personal assistant. This was quite the highest role a man could play in this new world and everyone knew it. Hiring a boy was usually was a thinly veiled excuse for getting your consort to be available at all times should the urge hit you. But that was even more than Jean could have hoped for at this point in his life.

The walk through the drizzling morning threatened to peel away his determination, but he maintained his composure until he got to work. There, he quickly took his perquisite position and waited for the morning stroll. Thea came in last with a bolder stare and even more firm glide of hand down his crotch. It was all discreet but the wink after she moved forward was as loud as a thunder storm in the office area and had the women laughing as usual. The day wasn’t off to a smooth start.

If Thea didn’t take advantage of him, some other woman would.

The same routine spun out and the day sailed on with piles of work plunked down on his table with a few patronizing “such a hard worker” comes. Then came the superior, smug sneers. Before long, the group filed out for lunch and Jean started to relax into the silence and absence of having anyone judge him.

He was so engrossed in clearing the pile on his table when the voice boomed out.

“Jean! Into my office this instant!” That drove him up out of his seat real quick, but he took a moment to process the garbled orders delivered in Thea’s distinctly smoky hoarse voice.

“Yes, Mistress.” Like a trained dog, Jean hurried into the large room she called an office. He dreaded going in with good reason. The first time he had come in, Thea had been more than handsy. Abandoning subtlety, she didn’t bother with furtive touches or the little wink. She had flat out asked if he was willing to give the job his all and he had said yes. The look on her face left no doubts as to what the job required and what he would be asked to give: his all and any day, he expected she would collect.

Hopefully not today.

She took her time, looking him over, but he first sign of trouble was her licking her lips and sighing softly before reverting to an enigmatic smile. The monthly forms were out and she was gloating as she talked about how he was a pretty boy and had a lot of potential  He looked from the table to her and her smiled widened. To waste more time, she rummaged in a purse and brought out  the cigarette pack and withdrew a stick. After the elaborate ritual of  lighting and taking a deep drag, she put the smoking stick in an ashtray and started talking.

“I am sure you are wondering why I have summoned you into my office. I’m a little worried about our performance this past month and before I send out these forms, I wanted to know if there is anything you want to say concerning your behavior in this month.”  She waited for him to talk and inclined her head at his silence. “Nothing? Hmm.”

Jean knew better than to speak. She could ask her questions, but he was just a male, so she wasn’t interested in any sort of genuine response.

The cigarette made another journey to her ruby lips and back to the ashtray in an unhurried way and the first of the sweat beaded on his nape started gliding down his back. Her question just registered and it evoked nothing good. Did any of the women say he behaved inappropriately or had someone taken offence to his bathroom breaks or it could have been his mode of dressing or even the expression on his face? One excuse was as good as another and the fact that a complaint was made turned her questions into rhetorical redundancy. No amount of explanation could help him here; she obviously called him to fire him appropriately, but she was drawing it out for her own enjoyment under that thin veneer of professionalism. The gloating was large as life and they both knew it.

“What I’m trying to say is…” Thea paused to get up out of her chair and walk up to him. Eyes on the ground, he noticed she was shoeless and his eyes trailed up to where he saw the hand coming for him without dramatics, straight for his zipper. She pulled down his fly, parting the metal teeth. He started to get hard. He couldn’t help it, not when she was so powerful.

After the initial reaction, he tried to lean away and assume an indifferent pose. This was a big mistake. The hand remained and even grew more insistent with her chuckling. Her laughter seemed to call out, “Not the docile type I see. But you leaned into my touch a few minutes ago. I hope you’re not angling for consort or anything; frankly you’re not the type for it. Not that I’m offering.” But still, she could take whatever she wanted.

“Mistress I…I can’t do this…”At the soft words, she released him and returned to her seat. She picked the neglected cigarette and puffed furiously before she dropped it back to the ashtray a few grey speck landed on the mahogany and speckled the polished brown. For some reason, he focused on that; it was safer than looking at the forms or looking into her eyes .

“So you prefer a man is it? You prefer the male body you rutting brute isn’t it?” The accusation was even louder in the office room even if she had said it in a conversational tone.

“No mistress never!”

“Then show me.”

His hands moved automatically to take out his shaft. His body would belong to her; he didn’t have to will himself to arousal and was grateful for small favors right before he started to feel the shame burn.

Maybe they were right; maybe men were really brutes who knew no better. Maybe he needed to be used because he was nothing but an animal—a boy.  Thea hummed deep in her throat and reached for his tip even as she used her other hand to lift his chin and look him in the eyes. “Who knew such an impressive length has been lurking there. Maybe another time I’ll educate you on the finer points of my pleasure but right know I want you flat on your back.”

Laying back he closed his eyes as he dropped down. The bite of the floor on his buttocks kept him aware of her movements right to the moment when she straddled him and teased his erect penis with soft touches until he was arching of the floor in agonized jerks with the sweep of her hands. Then she started to knead him, earnestly pausing every few seconds before she continued. After something like an hour, maybe less, the ache in his groin seemed unbearable until she mounted him and rode him.

Her long drawn out moan filled the little room as she flexed around him before she continued to rock back and forth. Then she started picking up speed, lifting herself to land back in a brutal rush. On and on, with the blood roaring in his head, the tingling started at the base of his cock. Before he knew it, he was flooding her with come while she continued to flex and squeeze in random bursts around his owned shaft.

When she caught her breath, she climbed off him and back into her chair. She busied herself with lighting another cigarette and stared down at him, clearly enjoying the view because she hummed in the back of her throat.

“Impressive for a first time. I’m sure you’ll learn to be better as time goes on. Now go clean up now.” As he pulled his pants on, she smirked and added, “By the way, our forms are looking good for the month.”

Jean scrambled off the floor. Now that the rush of desire was gone, the shame had come back and he wanted more than anything to run away and he thought he had it made until she stopped him by the door for a last word. “Jean.”

His name froze him in place.

“Mistress.” He answered weakly, but he could be excused and he was. He turned back to see her dragging on her cigarette and looking at him with a triumphant look.

She took her time to exhale and caught his eye. “I don’t know what has been going on before, but now you’re mine.”

“Of course, Mistress.”  Short, precise and the only answer he could give.

The End
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