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The hosed foot in its stiletto-heel, awaiting the deferential attention of his lips as a thank you for the humiliating and consequential ordeal she had just put him through while looking on at her leisure with a glass of wine, filled him with longings that had become all too usual over the past few months and he knew he was going to give her what she expected from him.

No matter the continued presence of the Asian tattooist who had just marked him and seemed to be delighted to assist a sister from her own continent.

If not the same country.

As he lowered himself to his knees, thankful at least that he was no longer naked and back in his own clothes, then ducked his head to place his lips upon the instep awaiting them – careful not to offend by using his hands; he wanted nothing more than to be away from the semi-public scene of his shame in order to add metaphorical licking to the all too real ones he could feel throbbing at his buttocks that were sure to become even more uncomfortable and require a plentiful supply of equally real painkillers.

“It is so refreshing to see such obedience and humility from one of his kind to one of ours,” the voice of the tattooist above him stated in perfectly correct and accented English that seemed to take his battered manhood to new levels.

New and lower levels.

“Your experiences of his kind have not been good ones?” asked the familiar and not at all perfectly accented English of the woman who had insisted he be marked with a durable testament to her ownership of him.

“I am sure there are decent examples to found,” answered the tattooist. “Though I myself have not encountered many in the seven years since arriving in this miserable country.”

The man with his lips pressed to another Asian lady’s foot felt a flash of anger at hearing his country badmouthed by a woman glad enough to accept hospitality and a living from it.
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And said nothing as the woman who had just marked him as the property of another ridiculed both his manhood and his nation.

A response a far cry from what it would have been a few years before when, if not a fully-fledged racist, he was at least a semi-xenophobic isolationist.

As said: a few years ago.

“In the main, the men here are pigs,” the woman went on, the asperity in her tone leaving the prostrate man in no doubt the generalised opinion on her part was completely sincere.

His ears twitching as the woman responsible for him being there rejoined the conversation:

“They do make the most abject and obedient servants though – at least when trained under a firm hand.”

“You are 24/7 with him then?” the tattooist asked, sounding to the ears of the prostrate man below her somehow... hopeful.

She must have received a nod of affirmation, as she went on:

“And he is agreeable to that?”

The snort he heard was derisive.

“Whether he is agreeable or not is of no matter,” came the answer as he cringed beneath them, feeling thoroughly diminished while, at the same time, perversely elated to be adopting the position demanded of him.

Even if his recently marked arse was beginning to feel still more uncomfortable.

“He is exactly where nature intended him to be,” he heard as he continued to peck at the speaker’s instep with his lips, knowing he would be unable to find the words likely to refute her assertion even if he could summon up the will to defy her and voice them. “At the feet and in the service of a superior woman he would once have looked down upon.”

“Then I congratulate you, my sister. You have my envy and my admiration. So much so that I would consider it both a favour and a great honour if you could see fit sometime in the near future to explain to me how you went about ensuring his service to you.”

As the request of the tattooist sent the thoughts of the abject man along a similar path, he heard the woman who had just had him marked as her chattel agree to do just that sometime soon.

Before turning her attention to more practical matters:

“Will the cream you have supplied me be enough on its own to stop infection, or are there other actions I need to take along with its application?”

The answer was instant and spoke of a woman who knew her calling very well; even if no mention was made of that cream easing his discomfort:

“Applied regularly the cream is more than sufficient. However...”

“There is something else?” he heard as he suspected he was not going to like what he was about to hear and his lips stopped in mid-deference.

“Well, as long as I am not overstepping myself,” said the tattooist, unable to keep her own excitement making itself obvious.

“Be my guest,” he heard.

“Thank you... Well, as you have the cream that should be sufficient. But my experience of these things is that there is nothing better to harden the tattooed skin and to send a lesson to the man it belongs to than... Than...”

She hesitated, obviously unsure of herself.

“Do go on,” came the permission in a voice betraying the same excitement.
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“Yes... Well, it is my experience that there is nothing better for the skin and the man inside it – physically and symbolically – than the application from the source of a woman’s sterile and superior... urine...”
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ONE MONTH AGO

I was nervous. 

But not for the reasons a neutral observer might have suspected.

The fact I was a forty-seven-year-old man about to be given a monthly probational assessment, and by an Asian woman some eleven-years my junior who happened to be both the owner and the CEO of the small boutique insurance-brokerage employing me, not the sole reason for my uneasiness.

Though, given my personal circumstances – not to mention how fortunate I was in the first place to have landed a position with her company I would have once found unthinkable - it was certainly a consideration.

No. 

The assessment was a concern but was not my main worry.

That was explained as I approached the door to her office by the inexplicable reactions I was experiencing in her presence of late.

Sexual reactions of a powerful kind that were, at this point, mystifying to me; given she was of a type that had hadn’t made any kind of appeal to me before.

Unlike the stereotypical blonde English backstabber I’d married responsible for the position in which I now...

Later. 

My knuckles rapped at her door – loud enough to be heard but not so loud as to appear demanding and I warned myself to keep my eyes on hers and not the compact little Chinese body that seemed to have such a galvanic effect upon my libido for reasons, as mentioned above, I couldn’t fathom.
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“Do not look at her breasts”, I warned myself and, more specifically, the slightly bandy legs with their powerful calf-muscles that seemed to draw my eyes to them with such ease. “Just keep your eyes upon hers”.

Knowing, even as I advised myself, that eye-contact alone was enough to have me in a condition of baffling rut I was no closer to understanding now than I had been when the woman was affecting me in such a way.

As it turned out, my warnings went for nothing, as the first thing to meet my eyes after being told to enter were her hose-clad legs beneath her desk. One crossed over the other and stretched out as if trying to ease a muscle-strain and serving only to provoke a strain of a different kind at my groin.

Could she possibly have divined my unaccountable lust for her and done it deliberately? 

Casting the unlikely thought aside, I warned myself to behave more like an adult and not some lust-filled adolescent. 

“Zǎoshang hǎo, Ms Yeung,” I greeted her in the deferential way I knew the younger woman not expected but enjoyed; careful to use the Chinese for good-morning she expected to hear before her formal name at such times: ‘Xiàwǔ hǎo’ (good-afternoon) and ‘Wǎnshàng hǎo’ (good-evening), just about exhausting my knowledge of her native tongue but at least enabling me to address both her and the other members of the all-female, all-Chinese staff respectfully.

The Chinese, I had swiftly learned, were very big on respect.

And especially, it seemed, my employer. Ms Guang Yeung. The same employer whose expanse of leg clad in dark-nylon and the spike-heeled shoe being dangled from the foot at its end I was doing my best to avert my eyes from.

Even as I felt the usual sensations of baffling arousal in her presence 

Together with the resentment I took from responding to her in such a way given her superior attitude towards me.

Not receiving an acknowledgment of my greeting and finding even this rudeness... exciting ...somehow, I raised my eyes to her own to be met by her usual frank – often with a hint of the smug – gaze and stared at her questioningly, waiting for her to invite me to take a seat.

And waiting.

An invitation that was not forthcoming and struck me weirdly as unable to be left me standing before her feeling like a penitent or, more pertinently, a petitioner looking for alms.

The latter feeling I was more and more recognising in my inevitable daily interactions with the younger woman in my new and humbling role as her personal assistant.

A title that was really no more than a carapace of paper detracting from the more accurate description of “Male-Secretary”.

Not for the first time, I cringed at just how low I had fallen.

Or, to be more truthful and accurate:

Just how low I had allowed myself to fall.

My dissatisfaction with my new and reduced working reality making my response to the former resident of Dongguan, an industrial city in China’s Pearl River Delta, near to the port town of Humen with its striking suspension bridge and the renowned Museum showcasing the regions infamous 19th Century Opium Wars, less than explicable to me.

More so, given the undeniable fact “Ms Guang Yeung” was some ways – facially, at least - from being a looker. To put it most diplomatically, her facial geography would be best described as... “striking”. Though not in a way likely to prove attractive or sensuous to those who gazed upon it.

So why did it have an effect upon me that was a lewd as it was uncharacteristically perverse?

And, worse, why did I have the impression she knew of the effect she was having upon me?

More worryingly still, why did I sense that she saw her effect upon me as giving her power over me?

I was still thinking along these lines – as well as remaining miffed that she hadn’t offered me a seat for what I knew was normally a 20-to-30 minute assessment – when she drew her compact and hour-glass body in her seat and speared me with eyes that might not have displayed warmth towards me but seemed animated in some way.

At around five-feet-three in height, she was some eight inches short of my five-eleven. 

And that was in the habitual heels I struggled to keep my eyes from in her presence. 

Nature had not blessed her with a body likely to ever find a place upon the catwalk but, if her sharp and no-nonsense manner was a guide, had certainly been more forthcoming in terms of the parade-ground.

Despite her youth when compared to me, she had a presence that was both haughty and commanding.

Another recognition my already badly dented manhood found... shaming.

That “Presence” one to which, though I was loath to admit it, even inside the privacy of my own skull, a part of me responded positively.

“Good morning, Clive,” she said at last, her thickly accented English making her refusal to acknowledge me in the same respectful Chinese way in which she insisted I address her – and using my first-name into the bargain, rather than a more formal ‘Mr Devonish’ – made to seem all the more... slighting. “We have matters we need to discuss. Matters I think will be important to you.”

She appeared to be waiting for me to respond, eyes fixed upon mine disconcertingly, but my mind had gone blank under her stare as I tried to focus on the meaning of her words.
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This was, after all, meant to be nothing more than a routine work-assessment in line with my probationary position – and I was convinced there was no fault with my performance in a glorified secretarial role my experience and my intelligence made a walk in the park.

Aside from the embarrassment I took for needing to accept such a position.

And still there was no offer of a seat!

Though I wasn’t at all prepared to discover the reason why she was dispensing with the usual courtesy.

“Forget your assessment for now, Clive,” she told me, again addressing me by my first name while insisting upon formality from me to her.
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