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A New World

Taylor stepped off the plane into the intense heat of a new continent. The humidity was suffocating, hanging low and heavy in the air as he struggled to adjust from the sterile dryness of the terminals and plane cabins that he had spent the best part of a day inhabiting. He felt excitement and relief that he was finally here, but there was a familiar undercurrent of panic bubbling below the surface as he was pulled along by the human tide, jostled towards passport control by people speaking hurriedly in a language he could barely understand, despite two years of eager study. He wasn’t in the Midwest anymore, that was for sure.

He was in Jinwha, a small but increasingly prosperous mountain nation in East-Central Asia. For centuries, it had been almost closed off to Westerners, fiercely resistant to colonial powers that largely ignored the remote, strategic backwater. The discovery of valuable rare earth mineral reserves had catapulted it back to relevance in the last few decades, too late for the usual strong-arm tactics that foreign powers would have used in the first part of the 20th century. Its leadership had moved quickly to modernize, turning it into an assertive, independent state that made it the poster child for self-directed economic development.

That wasn’t why Taylor was here. He wasn’t an econ or geopolitics guy. He didn’t want to figure out how to use this blueprint elsewhere, or how to rob the country of its resources. His reasons were at once nobler and more childish.

Several years ago, he had become fascinated by the country after seeing pictures of it in a magazine. The landscapes, the architecture, the clothes, the people; every part of the country looked exotic and gorgeous. Even when he was in high school, he had hunted down every documentary and book he could get his hands on, becoming enamored of this mysterious country with its strange customs and admirable commitment to gender equality. As a shy, sensitive kid, he had thrown himself into learning, even attempting to pick up the little-studied, pictographic language. A series of amazing archeological finds had brought more attention to Jinwha, and soon the whole world was learning about its ancient historical traditions, its towering temples and eccentric rulers.

When he went to college, it was with a mind to study anthropology and archeology. He loved learning about other cultures, from the Sami to the Sumerians, but Jinwha remained his first love. He had chosen one of the few colleges (at least out of those that would take him on as a scholarship student) that actually provided lessons in the Jinwha language, and fully intended to write his thesis on the country. When an opportunity arose to spend a summer there, living with a local host and experiencing the newest developments from an ordinary person’s perspective, he jumped at the chance.

Things hadn't exactly been going well at college so far. Classes were going fine, but socially, it hadn’t been the new start he had wanted. Taylor had been picturing ivy-covered walls and long debates in smoky cafes, perhaps a new chance at romance with a worldly woman who shared his interests. Instead, he had found himself nestled uncomfortably between fratboys and nerds. The boys around him were just that- boys. Some were obnoxious, but most were just immature, not sharing his interests at all. And, while he tried not to be a snob, the girls in his classes mostly came across as shallow. It wasn’t that he was bullied or ostracized. He had acquaintances, even casual friendships developing. But he just didn’t feel like he fit in. There were no close friends, no girlfriends since high school. He was a virgin, although not especially ashamed of it.

Taylor didn’t even blame the social circle around him. He blamed himself. He was a shy, clever wallflower who had barely ever left his state, let alone the country. He needed confidence, experience, something he could use to connect with people on a deeper level. So, there was a push factor as well as the fascination that pulled him towards Jinwha. This could be the new start he needed.

Julie, the pretty half-Chinese, half-Jinwhaese tutor who taught the small group of interested students in the evening, had said about as much when she had pulled him aside and told him about the program. She had frontloaded her pitch with talk about what a great learning opportunity it would be, but she had broken through his residual nervousness by encouraging him to think about what it could mean for his life, his worldview, his personal development. Not many poor boys from the rural Midwest get an all-expenses-paid trip to a mysterious mountain kingdom.

“This is a chance to find yourself,” she had said, eyes bright with excitement for her best student. “To discover what you want from life.”

Taylor was going to be part of the first cohort of international students to be welcomed into the country, a fact that made his chest swell and his stomach tighten whenever he thought about it. He knew that it would be up to him to make a good impression, to be an ambassador of sorts. He was glad that it was him going from his region and not one of the international relations guys, who would just be looking to pad their CV before following their Dad into an oil company or the State Department. Taylor was determined not just to present a good image of Americans, but to truly immerse himself in the culture with a sense of genuine respect.

He reminded himself of that as he came face-to-face with the border guard, a pretty but tough-looking woman in a military uniform. Her eyes narrowed as she looked through his documents, but her features softened as he tried to respond to her questions in his book-learned but untested Jinwhaese. By the end, she was looking at him like a puppy who had just managed to roll over for the first time.

“Welcome to Jinwha. I hope you are nice to your host. I hope she treats you well.”

With that, she put the first-ever stamp in his brand-new passport and sent him on his way. Those last words could have sounded ominous, but luckily Taylor has a good working knowledge of how a household functioned in Jinwha, at least as good as you could have without travelling there. As it happened, he would be staying with a widow, but even if she were married she would still be the boss at home, expected to both manage and look after everyone else in the family unit. It wasn’t quite a matriarchal society, with men having full rights and participating in politics, but it wasn’t far off. There was gender parity in politics and the economy, while women in the upper classes were expected to have complete control of the household. In a highly stratified society still emerging into the modern economy, that often meant running a small team of servants, both male and female.

The idea of a strong woman ruling with an iron fist intrigued Taylor. There were plenty of salacious stories of powerful queens and concubines populating the books about Jinwha. There were a few that came across like a mixture of Catherine the Great and Caligula. Those tales stuck in his mind even after the dryer parts of Jinwha’s history had been consigned to the distant outskirts of his memories, sometimes playing out in his dirtier dreams. Still, he did his best to push such thoughts away for now. His hostess, Lady Mei, had come across as polite, warm, and friendly in their brief correspondence. While he was determined to be self-sufficient and helpful, he was there as a guest and a student rather than as a worker. He certainly wasn’t there to find a girlfriend.

Taylor emerged into the arrivals lounge of the newly built airport, suddenly aware of just how far away he was from home. What if no one showed up to meet him? Could he make it to the address he had been given on his own, in a country with heavily restricted internet access and no Google Maps? His excitement was shot through with fear now, verging on panic.

Luckily, a man in a black suit was waiting with his name on a board. He was tall, still, and impassive, looking more like a Secret Service agent than a driver. Still, when Taylor walked up to the man-mountain, he took his bag and began walking towards the door. He smiled politely but didn’t respond much as Taylor attempted to engage him in conversation. At first, he assumed it was his poor pronunciation, but then he kicked himself when he realized he was committing his first faux pas. Jinwhaese society was hierarchical, and people in service work were trained to stay quiet and respectful. Tipping was non-existent, so the motormouthed enthusiasm of the US service industry would not be found here.

You’re not in Kansas anymore, Dorothy, Taylor reminded himself.

They took a brief walk across the tarmac to a sleek black stretch car of some local make and model. He was a little disappointed not to have met Lady Mei already, having conjured up quite the image in his mind’s eye, but he needn’t have worried. The driver put his bags in the back and opened the door, revealing who was waiting for him in the car.

His hostess was wearing a white linen suit, with a light blazer and wide-legged pants perfectly suited to the native weather. White open-toed flats showed off bright red nails that matched her lipstick. She had fine, beautiful features and a shock of glossy black hair with dark, calm eyes. He knew from their correspondence that she was in her early 40’s, but her face had an agelessness to it. She gave the impression of someone at once powerful and sensual, bold but demure, traditional but modern. The state propaganda office of Jinwha couldn’t have come up with a better advert if it had tried.

Next to Lady Mei, and there was no doubt which one was which here, was another woman. Young and pretty, she had none of the other woman’s natural sense of power. She was dressed in a long, tight, traditional dress, similar to a Chinese qipao but far less ornate. While Taylor’s hostess lounged in the limo with her legs comfortably crossed, this woman sat with her knees together. While Mei smiled at the new arrival with a wolfish, curious grin, her companion kept her eyes submissively down.

“Welcome, Taylor. I am Mei Hulong, or Lady Mei to those in my household. You’ve met Sun, my driver. This is Lei, my maid,” the older woman said, her English accented but perfect. “How was your flight?”

It took Taylor a moment or two to reply, already finding the whole thing overwhelming. He got nervous around pretty girls at the best of times, but this was something else.

“It was… long. But good. I’m glad to be here.”

“And we’re happy to have you. Now, come inside. You’re letting the heat in.”

“Oh, um, sorry,” Taylor said, stumbling his way inside the limo.

The car pulled out of the airport smoothly, making its way onto a newly built road. Taylor knew that the journey would take at least an hour, with Mei living at the edge of a small agricultural village. It was close enough to the capital city, Xo Jin, that he would be able to visit, but far enough away that it would feel rural. He was looking forward to it, hoping that avoiding the big city would give him a better insight into the real Jinwha.

They made polite small talk during the journey. Mei’s strong English skills came from a year spent abroad in the UK, where she had met her late husband. He had moved back with her and become one of the first foreign engineers welcomed into the country, helping its people to build up their new industry. That had set them up well financially, before his sudden illness.

“That was five years ago. Life goes on, but it’s lonely without him. That’s part of the reason I got involved with this program,” Mei took a long, thin, white cigarette from a silver case and put it between her lips. Lei fished a lighter out of a handbag and lit it with well-practiced speed. “I also want to give something back to the West. To show your young people what our country has to offer. We learned so much from men like my husband, and I think you have lots to learn from us.”

“Oh yes,” Taylor said, nodding enthusiastically.

“The language, the food, the history. Most importantly, the traditions. The way of life. I have a passion for sharing these things. I hope that appeals, and that you aren’t just here to figure out where the next big payday is?”

“No, not at all!” he exclaimed, a little too keen. “I’m not interested in the minerals or the money. I’ve always found your country fascinating. Such an ancient culture, yet so progressive.”

Mei laughed at that, like he had said something endearingly silly. “Progressive? I don’t know that anyone would really consider us a progressive nation.”

“No, um, I guess not,” Taylor said, suddenly feeling more than a little out of his depth. “I was mostly thinking of gender and… stuff like that.”

“Yes. We do go quite a bit further than the mere formal equality that women have in your country, or the inequity they suffer elsewhere. Still, we don’t pursue equality as an end in itself. We let people find their place, male or female. You’ll see.”

Suddenly, Mei lifted one of her dainty hands. Without a word or even a look, her maid instantly began to rub and massage her employer’s fingers. Taylor tried not to gawp, doing his best to keep up polite conversation as Mei continued to chat casually to him without acknowledging Lei’s efforts. He knew it would be rude to stare. Still, he couldn’t help but feel transfixed by the sight in front of him, as the younger woman rubbed one hand, focusing entirely on her task and moving seamlessly onto the next hand when it was silently offered.

This wasn’t normal, even for Jinwha. Not unless something had gone seriously wrong with his research, with years of collective research by historians and journalists. Mei was clearly unusual, and not just because of her wealth.

His hostess didn’t acknowledge it, but her perceptive eyes must have caught his discomfort. It was clear that she was making a point, showing Taylor that he should expect things to be different here. This wasn’t the “feminist China” or “woke Saudi Arabia” that the media sometimes made it out to be. Clearly, the way people related to each other here was much more complicated than that. His hostess's relationship with her maid was clearly something strange.

Well, he was here to learn.

***

The rest of the journey passed without incident, with occasional lapses in the conversation giving Taylor a chance to take in the scenery. The modern airport and freshly paved roads soon gave way to rolling hills, with snow-capped peaks popping up in the distance as they made their way through rice terraces. It was an intensely beautiful landscape, the colors bright and verdant even to his exhausted eyes. His home state had its scenic areas, of course, but nothing like this. Maybe it was the excitement of being abroad, but Taylor felt like he had gone from watching movies in black and white to sudden, overwhelming Technicolor.

They slowed after an hour, pulling off the main road and into a traditional village. It was layered, with smaller huts next to the river giving way to small houses atop the terraces. The dwellings looked old but well-built, with no garbage or detritus outside, and solid-looking roofs. They wound their way up to the top and crested a hill, revealing the grandest house of them all.

Lady Mei’s manor was a strange mishmash of styles. It had once been a traditional wooden home, with a porch out front, not dissimilar to an American ranch, all be it with the red-tiled roof typical of Jinwha. Another level had been added in the rear, though, with a floor-to-ceiling window that would allow the owner to survey the entire village, and the valley beyond. At the side were some smaller dwellings, modern but plain. Storage space, maybe, although there were several of them and each was much larger than a typical shed.

“Those are the servants' quarters,” Mei said, seeing that he was staring. “It’s a custom, here, to keep servants’ sleeping spaces separate from the main household. Don’t worry, you’re a guest. You have a spare room just down the hallway from me.”

As they crossed the front yard towards the house with Driver Sun carrying his bags, Taylor spotted two people tending to the garden, their features protected from the sun by wide-brimmed hats. They looked him over with interest, until a sharp clap from Mei sent them scurrying back to work.

Taylor knew from experience that the US economy ran on service. He came from a family of cleaners, waiters, and mechanics, not businessmen or professors. Thanks to his Sociology 101 classes, he understood that the hierarchies of feudalism had been replaced by hierarchies of class, that the West remained socially stratified even if people liked to hide behind comforting fictions. Still, this made him feel odd. The way she used the word “servants”, her dismissive attitude, the outside houses. It felt closer to the antebellum South than a good liberal American could feel comfortable with.

Still, that’s what he was here for. To experience a new culture, from the inside.

She seemed impressed that he had known to take his shoes off before coming inside but still took the time to emphasize that he should never, ever wear outdoor footwear inside a Jinwhaese house. She kept her shoes on, but he understood that different rules applied to different people here. Mei showed him to his room, a small but well-appointed space with a double bed and a work desk. His home for the next few months.

“I hope you’ll forgive the lack of shower in here. There’s only one in the house, but it’s through my bedroom and that area is off-limits. You can use the staff shower room, just outside the back door.”

She looked him up and down, the hint of something hungry in her eyes. Was that… lust? Disgust? Amusement? It could be anything. Taylor couldn’t read her at all.

“You have very long hair. For a boy. Now, I imagine you’ll want to go clean up.”

With that, she turned and left. Taylor tried not to stare at her round buttocks in her well-tailored pants, knowing that being caught perving was the worst way to make a good first impression. He sat on the bed and paused.

He was really here. This was happening.


***

Taylor wasn’t sure how long he sat on the edge of his bed before curiosity beat out tiredness. He knew he should sleep, but his brain was just too busy. Everything was different here, from the sound of insects outside to the taste of the air. He stepped into the hallway, half-curious, half-aimless, letting instinct pull him forward.

He found Mei in the sitting room.

She had changed into something lighter; a silk top the color of bone and loose trousers that flowed like water whenever she shifted. The result was devastating. The silk clung to her porcelain skin just enough to suggest, sending Taylor’s mind spinning with erotic possibility. She looked softer now, but in a way that made her seem even more dangerous.

A pot of tea steamed on the low table beside her. And kneeling at her feet, head bowed in quiet concentration, was Lei.

The maid’s earlier modest dress was gone. In its place was something delicate, intricate, unmistakably erotic. A Jinwhaese reimagining of a French maid uniform, except smaller, lighter, and embroidered with ancient pictographs that drew the eye along curves it shouldn’t be following. In the low lamplight, the fabric almost glowed against her skin.

Lei was polishing Mei’s shoes, a pair of black leather heels, while they were still on her feet. She did so with tiny, precise movements. Practiced. Almost worshipful.

Mei did not look down at her once.

“Taylor,” she said, smiling like she had been expecting him. “Come sit. Have some tea.”

He obeyed without thinking, lowering himself into the chair opposite her. His mouth was suddenly dry. He took a cup of tea that Lei offered him, almost burning his lips on it before remembering to blow. Mei smiled, waiting patiently for him to try the drink. His heartbeat thudded in his ears with a slow, embarrassed insistence. He sipped the tea, finding the aroma heady and almost intoxicating.

“It’s delicious.”

Mei gave a slight nod and smiled, apparently waiting for him to drive the conversation on. Taylor tried desperately not to look at the maid kneeling on the hard floor, her legs bare and her butt cheeks almost visible as she polished the older woman’s shoes.

“Um, I didn’t know,” he began, forcing his voice steady, “that the maid uniforms here looked like that.”

Mei laughed softly, an exhale of silk. “They don’t. That one is my invention. I like my household to reflect my tastes.”

“T–taste,” he echoed, feeling stupid the moment the word left his mouth.

Her smile widened. “Yes. And hierarchy.”

Without acknowledging the maid, she lifted one foot. Lei instantly shifted, producing a small box kit from under the table. She removed the heels gently and set them to the side. A moment later she was removing Mei’s nail polish, kneeling so close her cheek almost brushed the employer’s ankle.

Taylor felt heat crawl up his neck. Something in the scene pressed against him. There was an atmosphere, a gravity, making him feel heavy and slow as if there were a great weight on his back. He couldn’t look away.

“You seem tense,” Mei observed lightly. “Does this disturb you?”

He wanted to lie, but when he met her gaze, the lie died in his throat. Her eyes were too steady. Too perceptive. He felt pinned in place, like she’d hooked something in him without even touching him.

“A little,” he admitted. “It’s just… unfamiliar.”

“And beautiful?” she asked, head tilting.

He swallowed. “Maybe. I mean, um, I don’t know. It’s different.”

She rewarded him with a soft, knowing hum. “Hierarchy is not oppressive here, Taylor. It’s different from what you’re used to, where everyone can tell themselves they are equal despite the reality. Hierarchy here is both real and symbolic. It has power. People show respect with their bodies. Service is not humiliation. It is devotion.”

Lei switched to a new bottle of lacquer, brushing the same red color across Mei’s toes with slow, sensual precision. The room seemed to narrow around the three of them. Taylor felt suspended in something hot and heavy. It was like he had slipped into a warm bath, and it was making him sleepy, his thoughts scattered.

Mei lifted her gaze to him again. Somehow, he felt even more naked than Lei. “I ask her to do this often. It is unnecessary. I mean, I’m not even changing the color. But in another sense, it is necessary. Symbolism matters here.”

“I… see,” he said, though he didn’t. Not fully. Somewhere in his mind, he knew that this wasn’t tradition, at least not exactly. Respect might be everything in Jinwha, but it was his hostess who was directing how that respect was to be shown. Still, it hardly mattered whether or not this was normal. It was happening right in front of him, so it was real, and he wanted to understand it.

“Do you?” she asked quietly.

And then she hit him with a smile. Small, but intimate. It was enough to draw him in just a little further.

“Tell me,” she continued, “do you have a girlfriend?”

The directness knocked the breath out of him.

“No,” he answered, before his mind had even caught up.

“No interest?” Her voice slid smoothly over him. “Or no courage?”

Something in his chest tightened. Part of him knew that he should be offended by her implication, but he couldn’t rustle up the indignation or the strength to snap back. He didn’t know why he couldn’t resist. He only knew that her presence felt like a warm hand turning his chin exactly where she wanted it. He flushed so hot he thought he might faint. “I—I just haven’t found someone who… uh…”

Her silence coaxed him forward. She didn’t press. She didn’t need to. She simply watched him, calm and patient, and somehow that unhurried stillness pulled the truth out of him like silk sliding off skin.

“There is someone I like,” he confessed quietly. Rachel, a smart, sassy senior from his language classes, had caught his eye. “But I never acted on it.”

“Why not?”

“I’m… not someone girls notice,” he said, voice softening. “I hoped this trip would make me… I don’t know. Braver. More interesting. The kind of person who can actually talk to people without falling apart.”

Mei leaned back while Lei blew gently across the fresh polish, drying it with careful, reverent breaths.

“Confidence,” Mei said, “comes from accepting who you are, not from fleeing it.”

The words landed somewhere deep in him. Uncomfortably deep. If Taylor knew one thing, it was that there was a lot about himself that he didn’t know.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Lei, finished with her task, bowed and stepped back. Mei rose, and when she did, the space felt abruptly colder, like she’d taken the warmth of the room with her.

“It’s time for you to go to bed. I’m going to help you organize your days, and we have an early start tomorrow,” she said. “Rest well, Taylor.”

He nodded, barely trusting his voice, and retreated to his room.

As soon as the door closed, he let out a shaky breath. His pulse still raced. His mind was a storm of confusion, desire, and something else he couldn’t name. He lay on the bed and closed his eyes.

He had come here to study a culture, a language. Instead, he felt like he was the subject of some experiment. And when he thought of Mei, her calm voice, her easy sense of command, the way she drew the truth out of him as easily as breathing, he felt a hot, helpless flutter that he knew wasn’t going away anytime soon.

He had never met a woman like her. And he had no idea how he was going to handle her.


Learning At Her Feet

Taylor quickly began settling into life in Lady Mei’s household. His hostess had arranged for his first days to be rigorously planned, his mind and body kept so occupied that he didn’t even feel the jetlag that he had assumed was inevitable. His mornings were spent conversing in Jinwhaese with Mei, a stopgap solution until she could find him a proper tutor. She corrected him softly but relentlessly, instructing him in the subtle, social aspects of the language that were impossible to get from a book. Not just grammar and pronunciation, but also tone, posture, when to pause between words, where to look. One morning she took him out for an early lunch, to see him speaking ‘in the wild’.

They ate at a quiet place near the river, only a short drive from the house. Mei swept in and took a seat without waiting, the servers acknowledging his hostess with slight nods of the head. She ordered without looking at the menu and only afterward gestured for Taylor to do the same, watching him not for his choice but for the pause before it. When the dishes arrived she spoke casually, as if continuing a thought begun earlier. In Jinwha, she explained, hesitation was not politeness but interruption. It forced others to hold space for you, to wait, to adjust. Saying no was acceptable, but uncertainty bent the moment, blurred the lines of the conversation. She demonstrated with the smallest examples around them. The way they had moved smoothly into the restaurant and taken a table when not stopped, the way she had ordered quickly, the way she had firmly said no when offered a set menu. “Flow is respect,” she said, biting into her dumpling. “If you must resist, do it directly. Pausing makes everyone carry you. Here, we make our decisions and then live with them.” Taylor nodded, a little embarrassed, unsure exactly which of his silences she had noticed.

Afternoons belonged to Sun, the tall, stoic driver. He drove him to nearby shrines, markets, and small hill treks, speaking slowly and simply as he pointed out the sights. Taylor took notes, giving him something to talk about the next morning with Mei.

Mei was often out by the time he got home. She went for an early evening run almost every day, coming home to slip into a warm bath in her private en suite. She was always attended by Lei, even when she was bathing, a salacious detail that burned itself into Taylor’s imagination. Jinwha had tightly controlled internet access, so in the absence of pornography, the strange relationship between Mei and her maid had taken on an outsized role in Taylor’s sexual fantasies.

Mei always made a point to have dinner with Taylor, often inviting him into the kitchen and talking him through a different dish each night. His hostess explained the history and technique behind each preparation while Lei did the chopping and peeling, laughing that she wouldn’t want to ruin her manicure. She soon had Taylor helping as well. It felt good to be helpful, and he was keen to remember as much as he could about how to make each rich, spicy meal.

Mei encouraged him to eat plenty, commenting on how skinny he seemed. The combination of his slight frame and long hair had sometimes made him feel unmasculine, and to his embarrassment, his hostess seemed to agree.

“We need to get some meat on your bones! Eat up. We will make a strong man out of you yet.”

Lady Mei soon had him working out with Sun before lunch. Calisthenics, some gentle tai chi, some hill sprints. Taylor was in reasonably good shape, enjoying his weekend runs in the local park, but the intense heat of the Jinwhaese summer sapped his energy. He had good motivation, though, in the form of Mei watching from her porch or the wide window. She seemed to enjoy seeing him sweating in his shorts and tank top, and not for the first time he started to wonder if she had an interest in him that went beyond her hosting duties.

That first week was a blur, his head spinning as each day brought new sights and sounds and smells. Taylor could already feel his linguistic abilities improving, and as someone who had never been outside the country before he was experiencing new things every day. Part of him felt a little starved for freedom, with little chance to explore without the watchful eye of Sun or Mei on him. Still, he was glad not to be thrown into the deep end, and by the end of each day he was so overwhelmed that he gladly accepted the stability and familiarity of Mei’s home.

The first week merged into the second, and Taylor found a rhythm emerging from the carefully constructed chaos. His Jinwhaese conversations with Mei became less tentative, more fluid. He’d learned to anticipate her gentle corrections, the way her eyes would crinkle at the corners when he finally grasped a particularly tricky idiom. Sun, too, had softened slightly, his stoic pronouncements on the names of flora and fauna now occasionally punctuated by a faint smile when Taylor stumbled over a pronunciation.

Evenings took on a new texture. Mei’s runs became a backdrop to Taylor’s growing confidence in the kitchen. He’d started anticipating Lei’s needs, reaching for the chopping board before she did, his knife skills improving with each spicy, fragrant dish. He'd learned to identify the subtle differences in chili peppers, the earthy undertones of fermented vegetables, and the delicate dance of ginger and garlic. Mei, her face flushed from her run, would watch him with an amused, almost approving gaze, her pronouncements about his increasing robustness becoming more frequent. He still felt the heat sapping his energy during his pre-lunch workouts, but the satisfaction of contributing, of mastering these new skills, felt like a different kind of strength.

He found himself lingering in the main room by the wide window after dinner, watching Mei as she read or worked on her laptop. Sometimes Mei suggested, gently but irritably, that he go to his room early to study or rest. Some nights, though, she allowed him to stay and read in the room while Lei provided her with a manicure, or pedicure, or shoulder massage. Those nights were Taylor’s favorite, the sensuality of the younger woman’s servitude fueling the fires of his fantasies.

He noticed with a jolt, one evening, that he had started waiting for permission to enter and leave rooms, waiting on Mei’s command without even thinking, like some Victorian butler. He would have liked to think of this as him becoming more well-versed in the culture, but he had never seen anyone else in the country act like this. It was only Mei, in Mei’s house, who seemed to command this kind of deference.

The initial salacious fascination with her and Lei had begun to morph into a more complex curiosity. He wondered about the unspoken understanding that flowed between her and her maid, a bond that seemed to transcend mere servitude. Jinwha, with its carefully curated information and controlled access, was forcing him to confront his own inner landscape, to grapple with desires and curiosities he hadn’t anticipated. He was no longer just a student of language and culture; he was becoming a student of himself, of his own wants and needs.

The third week began with a subtle shift. Mei, noticing Taylor’s increasing comfort with Jinwhaese and his growing stamina, introduced a new element to his routine: the marketplace. Not the tourist-friendly stalls he’d glimpsed with Sun, but the bustling heart of the city, a labyrinth of narrow alleys teeming with vendors hawking everything from pungent spices to intricately woven silks. Mei navigated the crowds with an easy grace, her presence commanding respect and opening doors that would have remained shut to a stranger. She encouraged Taylor to interact, to haggle gently, and to absorb the sheer sensory overload of the place. He found himself experimenting with phrases he’d learned, his Jinwhaese now flowing with a tentative confidence, eliciting smiles and nods from the merchants.

He discovered a particular fascination with the tea stalls, the air thick with the fragrant steam of countless varieties. Mei, ever observant, bought him a small, exquisitely painted ceramic cup and a tin of jasmine pearls, “for your studies,” she’d said with a playful glint in her eye. He began to anticipate these excursions, the freedom to choose which stall to linger at, which scents to inhale, feeling like a small but significant victory against the constant supervision of the previous week. The markets, at first overwhelming sensory explosions, were becoming familiar territories, the calls of vendors and the aroma of spices no longer a bewildering symphony but a vibrant tapestry he was slowly learning to decipher.

Even Sun, usually a silent sentinel, seemed to relax with each passing day.

Back home, the evenings continued their comforting rhythm. Dinners became more collaborative, with Taylor taking a more active role in the preparation, his hands growing steadier with the knife, his understanding of flavor profiles deepening. Mei would watch him, a thoughtful expression on her face, her comments no longer solely focused on his slight frame and long hair, but also on his burgeoning competence. He noticed, too, that her gaze lingered a little longer, that the silences between them were no longer filled with awkwardness but with a shared understanding, a subtle spark of something unspoken that danced in the humid air.

One night, after another dinner of fragrant rice and spicy eggplant, everything changed. Or, as Taylor would reflect in hindsight, perhaps it only marked the continuation of his inevitable assimilation into Lady Mei’s world, one that had started the moment he arrived in Jinwha, or earlier.

“You’ve taken so well to Jinwhaese cooking. The rice was seasoned to perfection,” Mei said, the compliment making his cheeks burn. “How would you like to try your hand at another traditional activity?”

Taylor hesitated only a fraction of a second before nodding.

“What kind of activity?” he asked, already sensing that the question itself was a formality. He was going to say yes to Mei, whatever she asked of him.

“Service,” she said, in Jinwhaese. “Come. Both of you.”

They gathered in the sitting room, where the evening air was thick and warm despite the open windows. Mei settled into the low couch with a deliberate sigh, kicking off her slippers and stretching her legs out before her. Lei knelt immediately, placing a footstool under Mei’s legs and lowering her eyes in quiet anticipation. Taylor hovered awkwardly, unsure where to put himself.

“Sit,” Mei instructed, gesturing to the floor beside Lei with her toes. “You will help.”

His pulse spiked. He lowered himself to the burnished wooden floor, painfully aware of how close he was to these two women. To Mei’s bare legs, and to Lei’s knee brushing his own. Taylor had never thought of himself as a foot guy so much as a leg guy, but Mei’s feet were elegant, carefully groomed, her toenails painted a gorgeous, glossy crimson. If there was such a thing as an attractive pair of feet, these were them.

“I ran farther than usual today,” Mei said lightly. “My feet are tired. Lei knows how to care for them properly. Massage is a special thing in our culture. Tonight, you will learn.”

Lei glanced up at Taylor for the first time, her expression unreadable. Then she gently took Mei’s left foot in both hands, cradling it with an intimate familiarity that made Taylor’s throat tighten.

“You take the other,” Mei said. “Follow along with Lei and listen to my body.”

Taylor did. Her skin was warm, softer than he expected. The contact sent a jolt straight through him, equal parts embarrassment and something dangerously close to awe. He was acutely aware of how intimate this was, holding part of her body that was rarely offered to anyone without trust. It was also undeniably submissive. He wasn’t a masseur and she wasn't a client on a table. He was a man on his knees in front of a woman, an older woman who for the moment taught and housed and fed him.

“Not like that,” Lei said quietly, her words careful but clear. She reached over, adjusting his grip, guiding his thumbs to the arch of Mei’s foot. Her touch lingered just long enough to make him hyperaware of his own clumsiness.

“Slow,” Lei continued. “Firm, but respectful. You are not taking. You are giving.”

Mei watched them both, eyes half-lidded, clearly enjoying herself. “In Jinwha,” she said, “to care for someone’s body is to acknowledge their place in your life. It is a beautiful thing.”

Taylor swallowed and did as he was told, pressing his thumbs gently into the arch, mimicking Lei’s movements. Mei let out a quiet, approving hum. The sound went straight through him, vibrating low down in his belly.

He felt strangely exposed, as though this simple act had stripped away layers of distance he usually relied on. Normally, he deflected potential intimacy with jokes or self-deprecation, if not a full-on retreat into bookish isolation. Here, there was nowhere to run. Mei’s presence filled the space completely, and Lei’s calm guidance left him no escape from the moment.

“Do you find this uncomfortable?” Mei asked softly.

“No, but… strange” he admitted, then surprised himself by adding, “Not in a bad way, though.”

Lei’s lips curved in a faint smile.

“It’s not easy to learn about another culture. Sometimes, it requires you to unlearn something about yourself. Only someone really committed can do that.” Mei said. “Now, focus. Respect begins there.”

Taylor glanced at Lei, watching the practiced reverence in her movements, the quiet pride she seemed to take in doing this well. It was clear that this wasn’t humiliating to her. It was language. One he was only just beginning to understand.

When Mei finally drew her feet back, the absence felt oddly sharp.

“That’s enough for tonight,” she said, rising smoothly to her feet. “You did well, Taylor. Now, go to bed.”

He obeyed, heart racing, body tingling. Lei stayed there on her knees, head bowed.

In his room, without thinking, he brought his hands to his face and sniffed, hoping to catch the smell of Mei’s body. There wasn't much there, since she had gone for her usual bath after her run. Still, as he stroked himself to a desperate, shameful orgasm, he thought about the fact that his fingers had touched her feet. He imagined that it was her soft soles wrapped around his cock.

As he lay awake later, staring into the dark, he realized something. He hadn’t felt coerced and hadn’t been driven purely by lust. He’d felt invited to participate in this culture properly. Not as an outsider looking in, not as a student, but as a person capable of understanding. Mei had trusted him to do that, showing him a measure of respect as someone who truly wanted to learn. By making her feel good, he was showing respect in return.

That was an insight he would never have gotten out of a book. It was the kind of thing he had never imagined learning here, but it was also exactly what he had hoped for. Still, he couldn’t help but wonder whether he was just learning, or whether he had given something away.


Realizations

The days that followed took on a strange, deliberate feel as Taylor began to realize that Mei was no longer merely hosting him. Instead, she was teaching him. She was shaping him.

She made no announcement of the change. There was no ceremony. Things simply intensified. All after that simple foot rub, and his eager acquiescence to it.

Lei was used more openly now. Her service had previously been discreet, an accepted constant in Mei’s household life, but it was now unmistakably foregrounded. Mei would have her kneel beside her chair while she worked, hands resting lightly on her thighs, spine straight, eyes down. She would summon her with a flick of the fingers and dismiss her just as casually. Rather than just lighting Mei’s thin, fragrant cigarettes, Lei would now offer her hand to catch the ashes if no ashtray was nearby. Corrections were delivered softly, almost lovingly, but never hidden from their guest.

“This tea is too hot,” Mei would say mildly.

Lei would bow her head. “Thank you for correcting me.”

The words lodged themselves in Taylor’s chest.

He told himself it was an anthropological interest. That this was what he’d come for; unfiltered exposure to a culture that refused to hide its hierarchies behind politeness. Still, he couldn’t deny the heat that bloomed in his body when Mei rested her bare foot against Lei’s shoulder, or when Lei was instructed to stay kneeling long after the task that had brought her there was finished.

He was at risk of becoming obsessed with Mei. The way she occupied space. The certainty with which she issued instructions. The calm pleasure she seemed to take in being obeyed. She was fascinating, alluring, and sexy beyond belief. More unsettling was the fact that he only occasionally imagined kissing her, or even fucking her. Mostly, he imagined that it was him in Lei’s place, serving Lady Mei’s every whim.

Those thoughts escalated quickly. Soon his fantasies became positively pornographic. He imagined Mei walking on him or leading him around on a leash. He imagined tending to her feet while Lei licked in between her legs, the two women ignoring him as they focused on each other. Soon, he had pictured in vivid detail what it would be like to kiss and worship every single inch of Mei’s body, images that seared themselves into his mind and had to be pushed down every time he saw her in real life.

Taylor began finding reasons to be useful.

He offered to carry things. To clean. To help organize the pantry. To cook more. Mei accepted every offer, but always with the same phrasing.

“Good,” she would say. “You’re learning.”

What he was learning was unclear. His place? His role? How to show respect in Jinwhaese culture? Nevertheless, he was glad. Learning is what he was here for.

She corrected him now, too. Not just in language but in movement and posture. She would adjust his body as he stood beside her, fingers light but firm at his shoulder. She would tell him when to speak, when to wait. She had him take smaller steps, speak softly, keep his eyes down when speaking to elders or superiors, and cross his legs when he sat. Things to make him more elegant, to make him take up less space. The corrections never felt punitive. They felt clarifying.

He noticed something else, as the days went on. Lei never left Mei’s wing of the house.

At night, when Taylor passed the corridor to his room, the lights there were often still on. Sometimes he heard soft movement. Once, quiet, intimate laughter, cut short as if on command. The servants’ quarters outside remained dark and distant, but Mei’s rooms were alive long after the rest of the house slept. The thought of what might be going on in there kept him up that night, touching himself until exhaustion took him to sleep.

The next realization came as if by accident, although Taylor got the impression that nothing Mei did was ever really unintended.

She asked him to bring fresh linens to her bedroom one afternoon while Lei was occupied elsewhere. He hesitated at the threshold, unsure if he was meant to enter fully. The room was larger than he’d expected, dominated by a wide four-poster bed and a tall-backed chair that looked less like furniture and more like a throne.

Near the foot of the bed was a neatly made-up mattress on the floor, with a thin cover and a single pillow.

Taylor stood very still.

Nothing in the room was out of place. Nothing looked improvised. This was not something temporary. It was arranged, planned, like everything else in Lady Mei’s perfectly ordered household. Lei shared a bedroom with Mei, but didn’t share her bed.

When Lei later avoided his eyes, the truth settled into him with slow, suffocating certainty.

This wasn’t employment. This was devotion, bordering on servitude. And it was impossible to believe that it wasn’t at least somewhat sexual in nature. Jinwha might be different, but Taylor had seen enough dirty movies to know a domme/sub relationship when he saw one. It was now impossible not to think of Mei as Lei’s mistress, rather than employer, and Lei as something between a pet and a slave. There might still have been some patina of plausible deniability there, some alleged local tradition, but Taylor knew what he saw with his eyes.

That night, Mei watched him more closely than usual at dinner. He was distracted, thoughts circling around him like the predatory birds he had seen in the hills that day, his body tight with feelings he couldn’t quite name.

“You’re unfocused,” she said calmly. “Desire will do that.”

He looked up sharply.

“I’m not,-” he stopped himself. What wasn’t he? What was he, if not full of desire?

Mei regarded him for a long moment, then set down her chopsticks. “If you wish to continue learning here,” she said, “you must show discipline. In Jinwha, restraint is a form of respect.”

Was anything not a form of respect or disrespect here? he thought, but he wisely controlled himself. His mouth felt dry. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said gently, “that you will refrain from touching yourself from now on. For now.”

The request was delivered as if she were asking him to study an extra hour or wake earlier for lessons. Reasonable. Temporary. Necessary.

He hesitated, completely unsure what to say. This request, or command, or whatever it was, had come completely out of nowhere.

“Remember, in Jinwha, uncertainty is more disruptive than refusal. Say what you are going to say.”

Taylor nodded before he could stop himself. As soon as he agreed, he decided he would break it. He could do what he liked later. How would she know?

“Good,” Mei said, satisfied. “You’ll find clarity follows.”

Later, alone in his room, the weight of the promise pressed down on him. He realized with a flicker of alarm, and something dangerously close to excitement, that he had actually meant it when he agreed. He knew that he could easily jack off, clean it up with the tissues that he had carefully hoarded, and dispose of the evidence in the morning. It was what he had planned to do. But he also knew, now, that he wouldn’t. The promise he had made meant something. The idea of obeying her sent a slow, heated pulse through him.

He went to bed angry at himself for agreeing, and confused about why he couldn’t break her rule.

By the end of the third week, the structure of Mei’s household no longer felt foreign. It felt… not like home, exactly. But natural

Taylor no longer wondered why Lei slept at Mei’s feet. He wondered, instead, what it would take to earn such a place. And when Mei’s gaze lingered on him, he felt something within him tilt, aligning itself with her will as naturally as breathing. She exerted her influence on him with the inevitability of a magnet or gravity.

He was no longer simply studying Jinwha. He was learning what it meant to belong. He had never felt like he fitted in, not with his culture, his family, his school, his friends. He didn’t even know what it would feel like to fit in. Now, for the first time, he thought it might be in sight.

***

Soon, Mei began to correct Taylor in a new way. It was as strange and unexpected as it was effective.

Where once her guidance had been private, folded into quiet conversations and small adjustments, she now made a point of involving Lei. The maid was brought into the room when Taylor practiced his Jinwhaese, made to kneel beside him as Mei listened. If Taylor stumbled over a phrase, Mei would not raise her voice. She would turn instead to Lei.

“You see,” she would say calmly. “This is how carelessness spreads.”

Lei would lower her head at once. Sometimes Mei would reach down and pull gently but firmly at the maid’s ear, just enough to make the lesson visible. Other times, she would gesture toward the corner of the room, where Lei would kneel with her hands on her thighs, eyes fixed on the floor.

“I won’t punish you,” Mei told Taylor once, her tone almost indulgent. “You’re a guest. But I will punish her. That way you still learn.”

Taylor felt the weight of responsibility words land heavily. If I’m careful, she won’t suffer because of me, he thought, despite knowing that a more rational thought would be this whole thing is crazy. He also felt a pull down below, as his neglected cock twitched at the realization that he was now part of whatever strange, sensual connection existed between the two women. Whether this was culture or kink, it was now part of his new curriculum.

Lei never protested. When Mei released her, she would bow and say, quietly and sincerely, “Thank you for correcting me.”

Each time, Taylor felt something twist inside him. He was wrestling with guilt, and pressure, and lust.

He began to see patterns he could no longer ignore. The way Lei’s silence mirrored his own growing restraint. The way both of them waited for Mei to speak before moving. The way Mei’s attention felt like warmth when it landed on you and like absence when it did not. They were becoming alike.

Strangest of all was the intimacy. Not the physical closeness, but the shared awareness. Taylor sometimes caught Lei staring at him when Mei’s back was turned, her expression unreadable. He wondered if she resented him. Then he wondered if she envied him. The extra attention he received, or the way he was getting to go through this process for the first time, like she must have once.

Taylor found himself being careful now in ways he had never been before. He sat straighter. He spoke less. He waited. The discipline Mei demanded began to feel less like restriction and more like alignment, as if she were drawing him into focus. This hadn’t been what he was expecting when he had agreed to come to Jinwha, but he couldn’t deny that his experience was changing him. And that is what he had wanted.

One afternoon, after Mei corrected his posture for the third time without irritation or apology, he surprised himself by asking a question that had been circling his thoughts for days.

“How does someone show gratitude properly here,” he asked. “Not just saying it. I mean, really showing it.”

Mei regarded him for a long moment. Lei was kneeling nearby, hands folded, listening without lifting her eyes.

“There are gestures that cannot be taught,” Mei said at last. “Only offered.”

She said nothing more.

That evening, Taylor found it difficult to settle. He sat on the edge of his bed with one of Mei’s books open in his hands, his eyes moving across the page without fully taking in the words. She has specifically recommended this particular tome to him, a rare English translation of an old history book, one that promised stories in local history that weren’t commonly known in the West. The passage described an archaic Jinwhaese gesture of respect, similar to the Chinese kowtow but slower and more deliberate, the body lowered in stages, the hands placed with care, the head touching the ground only after the intention had been recognized by the recipient. After that, the humble supplicant would kneel upright, looking the person they wanted to honor in the eye. A particular phrase caught his eye.

This act was something offered, not demanded.

He closed the book and rested it on his knee.

This was exactly the kind of immersion Mei had been encouraging, an engagement with a culture that went beyond vocabulary and common etiquette. She might have recommended this book for this precise passage, but even if she hadn’t, he was sure in his bones that this was the kind of offering she had talked about. Even so, his pulse felt unsteady as he stood and made his way back toward the sitting room, aware of how carefully he was breathing, of how conscious he had become of every step. If this went wrong, there would be no way to go back to being just a guest. It could be the most soul-crushing, disastrous mistake of his life.

Mei was there, reading by the window. Lei knelt nearby, her posture composed, her attention folded inward. The scene felt arranged, almost ceremonial, though no one had announced anything aloud.

Taylor stopped a few steps away. Mei looked up, her expression unreadable, one brow lifting slightly as she took him in. She did not speak.

The decision, once made, was simple. He had to do this.

He lowered himself to the floor, first to his knees, then placing his hands carefully before him. The movement was slow, deliberate, as though he were following instructions that were written in his DNA rather than some old book. She smiled, giving a slight nod of acceptance. When he bowed forward and let his forehead rest against the floor, he was acutely aware of the warmth in his body, of the exposure in the position, of how completely he had placed himself within her trust. He was no longer himself, made up of nerves and neuroses. He was hers.

He brought his head back up and looked her in the eye. She studied him calmly, not breaking eye contact for a second. He looked back, trapped under her spell, somehow remembering to breath.

The silence stretched. No correction came. No command. No acceptance. Taylor remained where he was, breathing evenly, surprised by the steadiness he felt once he stopped waiting for something to happen.

When Mei finally spoke, her voice was calm, almost conversational.

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“I know,” he replied, his voice quiet. “I wanted to. I read about it and…”

He trailed off. She didn’t have to shush him, but he could see in her eyes that she wanted his silence.

He sensed her rise, felt the shift in the room before he heard her footsteps. She stopped close enough behind him that he could feel her presence without seeing her.

“Stay,” she said. She circled him and then sat again, studying him closely. He wanted to stare back at her, to attempt to read her reaction, but he knew from watching Lei’s behavior for weeks what the right thing to do was. He stared down at the floor between her feet, heart pounding in his chest.

In that stillness, he became aware of how much had already changed. The posture no longer felt performative, it felt appropriate. Even as his knees started to ache, his soul felt as though he had settled into place. He was no longer observing the dynamics of Mei’s household from a careful distance, nor measuring himself against Lei with abstract curiosity. He was inside the structure now, participating in it, allowing its logic to shape his own sense of himself.

“I have to congratulate you on your reading of our history. The specifics of our ancient customs aren’t well known outside of the country, and increasingly not even inside it. Many people are ignorant of our history, and modernization is coming, even here. I like the idea of keeping these things alive, though, and it pleases me that something in our history resonated with you.”

Taylor knew that, despite her conversational tone, this wasn’t something he needed to respond to. This was a time for Lady Mei to talk, and for him to listen.

“This practice reached its zenith during the Jinwhaese Golden Age, when we were ruled by seven queens in succession. They were all strong, wise leaders, but they could be harsh. Capricious, even. Cruel. Have you heard of them?”

“Yes,” he said quietly, nodding.

“Good. You really have taken an interest. Did you find the stories about them… exciting? Salacious, even?”

He knew what she was asking, and part of him wanted to deny it. He couldn’t though. The image of those powerful queens punishing, using, and abusing their lessers had excited him, even when they were being described in dry historical tones. His imagination had filled in the blanks, and what he imagined had turned him on.

“Yes,” he said again, flicking his eyes up at her when he spoke and then back down as he felt his face burn. She slipped her feet out of her house shoes and wiggled the toes, this time painted jet black.

“When someone is kneeling like this, it is up to the person they are honoring to release them. To tell them to stand. I can tell that you know that, because you’re still kneeling. Some of these queens had a nasty sense of humor. They would enjoy having their courtiers and foreign diplomats kneel there for a long time, hours even, while they ignored them. some would go even further, apparently. Some of them liked to use their supplicants as ornaments, or furniture. Human footstools, for example.”

Mei clicked her fingers and Lei came crawling. Without a moment’s hesitation she got on all fours, offering her back for Mei’s legs. The lady of the manor stretched out, her calves on her maid’s back with her soles presented to Taylor. He felt his stomach twirl and, to his shame, his cock stiffen. Some part of him thought he should say something about the disgraceful way this poor woman was being treated, but it would go against everything he had learned over the last few weeks. Instead, he simply stared at Mei’s soles, taking in every wrinkle and speck of dust.

“Who knows the truth of these things? Stories like this abound all over the ancient world, so it’s possible that they are legends, stock stories. They said the same thing about some Roman emperors. Still, they have to come from somewhere. These were women of almost infinite power, and it’s certainly believable that they took their fun somewhere. We know for a fact, for example, that they kept many concubines. Male, and female.”

Taylor chanced a look at Lei’s face. It burned bright red, and despite the stillness of her body Taylor could sense a raging torrent of emotions inside her. Her mistress paid no mind.

“I like to keep these traditions alive, in my own way. It makes me feel connected to the past, even as we hurtle headlong into the future. More than that, it excites me. I can see,” she paused and looked down at his crotch, “that it excites you too.”

Taylor felt sick with shame and electric with excitement. His cock was hard as a rock, poking through the thin trousers that he wore around the house. Suddenly, he didn’t know where to look. Even the floor didn’t seem neutral enough.

So much for being a diplomat, he thought.

“Oh, don’t be embarrassed,” Mei said, smiling. “It means you listened to my instruction. Your body is responding honestly because you have been controlling your urges, like a good boy.”

A different kind of warmth spread through him now, not burning shame but a comforting, homely warmth. He wanted to be her good boy. He needed it.

“Thank you, Taylor, for listening to me. For understanding me and my culture with an open mind. Now, go to bed.”

He nodded and did as she said, his mind a blur and his body moving like a puppet, controlled by some unseen force. When his mind began to clear, he was already naked in bed, hornier than ever but even more determined to obey his hostess.

***

Taylor woke the next morning to find Mei in his room, as beautiful as an angel and as ominous as death. He was startled, suddenly embarrassed by his bare, hairless chest. She looked around the room and smiled, seemingly glad at how neat and clean he had kept it.

“I’m afraid Lei is feeling a little ill. It’s nothing serious, but I have decided to give her some time off.”

The relationship between Mei and Lei now seemed more like that between a queen and a slave than an employer and employee. The concept of sick leave seemed strange, out of place. Still, Taylor was glad. It was a reminder that the modern world still existed, after his long night of dreaming about strange, sensual rituals in ancient, vaulted palaces.

“Oh, is she OK?”

“Yes, she’s fine. It’s precautionary. Just some time off to rest.” Mei said, seemingly unconcerned.

Her answers were vague enough to make him wonder whether this was true, or some story cooked up by Mei. Was this really rest, or was it replacement? Had his presence here come between them? It hardly mattered, though. He wasn’t going to turn sleuth over this, and risk offending his hostess.

“We are going to have to redistribute some duties to keep the house running as it should. It might mean less time for your lessons and trips, I’m afraid.”

She paused. Something subtle in her phrasing, her expression, her posture, seemed to be waiting for Taylor to respond. It took him a second too long, but he got the hint.

“I’d be happy to chip in more. I mean, I would be happy to help,” he corrected himself, remembering her suggestion that he use fewer idiomatic phrases.

“Well done! You’re learning. In our culture, a son would work outside and a daughter would always offer to help with chores around the house,” she reached out and stroked his hair, an act of intimacy that about made him purr and shirk away at the same time. “I think I’ll keep you around the house.”

Taylor blushed at the implication, suddenly ashamed of his long, bouncy hair. He wished desperately that he had taken up the offers of a free gym membership when he had joined the college, wishing he had some muscles to fall back on. Still, this is where he was. He nodded, accepting Mei’s insinuation, glad and afraid that he would be spending more time with her.

“Good! Breakfast is almost made, you can finish it then bring it to me while I work.”

She turned and left the room, leaving Taylor in a half-awake daze. Why had he traveled halfway around the world just to become a maid? And why was he OK with it?


More Than A Guest

The next few weeks settled into a pattern that was both comfortable and discombobulating. Sun still took him out most mornings. The driver kept him on a steady diet of shrines, terraces, and market lanes, pushing Taylor hard during their calisthenics until his muscles ached in a way that felt earned. They ran past low stone temples where incense smoke wound up into the air and old women sold rice dumplings wrapped in leaves. He took him to chess matches in the park and market days in small villages so that he could practice his rapidly improving Jinwhaese.

Sun was a man of few words, but when he did talk he pointed things out with the simple precision of someone who knew what mattered. The name of a plant, the history of a shrine, the best stall for pickled vegetables that would keep through the heat. Taylor made notes in a small notebook he kept in his pocket so he would have something to say about the place when he sat with Mei in the evenings and took pictures so that in the months to come he would know that this hadn’t been a dream.

When he was back at the house, the day narrowed to Mei. She had him make her breakfast every morning now. It was never anything elaborate, mostly warm rice, a small bowl of soup, and tea steeped just right. He learned that she liked jasmine pearls when she wanted to think and a heavier oolong on days she wanted to be brisk. She sat at the desk, quick fingers on the screen, arranging finance and favors in a way that looked more like choreography than work. He was unclear on what “work” was for her. Apparently, she simply managed her late husband’s affairs, moving people and money around a system that was completely opaque to him. She seemed content to keep it that way, never bothering to explain anything about that side of her life.

He cleaned. He cooked. He started carrying a lighter for when she wanted a cigarette. He learned how to scrub the floor so the light hit the polished floor just so. He learned how the house radiated heat in the late afternoon and how Mei liked the curtains to be folded back at a particular angle so the valley outside showed like a painting. The kitchen taught him more about Jinwha than any textbook had. The balance of fermented and fresh, the stubborn bite of certain peppers, the humility of dishes built around modest vegetables. Mei corrected him without fuss, reaching over to fix his hold on the blade or reminding him when to take a pot off the heat.

In the evenings, she let him touch her. He often rubbed her shoulders while she read out loud from the pages of language textbooks, local histories, or women’s essays about duty and power. Her hypnotic voice filled the room, teaching him as he soothed her. Sometimes it was calves after her run. His favorite were her feet. When she offered them, he felt like he was being given a treat rather than a task. Her body returned the favor of his hands with small, precise signs of pleasure. A sigh, a moan, a scrunch and relaxation of the toes. He learned the right pressure for the heel, the spot at the arch that made Mei's voice drop softer. Reading her body became more than a job, more than a treat, and more than a gesture of respect. It was a skill he wanted to cultivate. A vocation.

Lei was still away. Mei mentioned it in passing a time or two, saying that her maid was taking a rest, seeing her family, and would be back soon. No one else filled her place. That absence made things feel both emptier and clearer.

It was a big responsibility, but Taylor felt like he was thriving under it. Passing exams and getting into college had never challenged him, never forced him to grow anything other than his vocabulary. Now, doing these menial but meaningful tasks, he finally felt like he was growing. As surely as the lessons strengthened his mind and exercise strengthened his body, this was strengthening his will.

One afternoon, he finished sweeping and set down the broom with a little too much force. He heard her footsteps before he saw her; she came into the room with the easy confidence of someone who knew where every speck of dust lived. She crouched and ran her fingertips along the baseboard where he had missed a faint smear.

“You tried,” she said, smiling without warmth. “But it needs work.”

“I’ll do it again,” he said immediately, eager to please.

“No,” she told him. “Not that. You need to remember.”

He looked up, waiting for the firm but gentle verbal correction he deserved. Instead, her hand came down on the curve of his bottom, firm and precise. The sting surprised him, but it was a feeling of emptiness in his stomach more than pain. He inhaled, cheeks hot, and then felt her palm smooth the spot as if it didn’t matter that she had hit him.

“I’m sorry, but I am not sorry,” she said. “I am making a mark so you will not forget.”

“Yes,” he said, trying to keep his voice calm and even, the way she had taught him.

“Sometimes, a proper correction has to hurt. That’s what makes you remember it. I want you to keep that in mind.”

Mei, his government-approved hostess, grabbed him by the hair, not roughly but hard enough that he had to crane his neck towards her. She began directing him towards the doorway and he followed through a mixture of force and volition, like a dog on a short leash. They marched over to the sofa where she sat and read at night, the familiar spot where he rubbed her feet and listened to her voice. She sat and, with more strength than a woman of her slight frame should have, pulled him smoothly over her knee. He stared at the floor in shock as her hand came down on his butt again, swiftly and without hesitation.

Taylor had never been spanked, like this or any other way. It barely hurt, physically, but with each new slap he could feel his entire body respond. His face burned, his stomach fluttered, his muscles clenched. More than that, a potpourri of emotions sprang up, all fighting for prominence inside his mind.

He was embarrassed to be punished like this, although he was glad at least that the angle of the large window didn’t allow anyone outside the house to see in. He felt shame, that his failures had brought them to this. He felt respect, for Mei’s strength of body and will, for the way she ran her life and her household. He felt anger, that someone would treat him this way. A human, a man, a goddam US citizen!

Most of all, most confusingly of all, most intoxicatingly of all, he felt lust. Red hot burning lust.

After ten hard slaps she pushed him off, helping him gently onto the floor. He lay there for a moment, waiting for Mei to speak, but her silence said everything. His mind was reeling, but somewhere inside him, he already knew what to do. He made his way onto his knees before bringing his head to the floor. He raised back up onto his knees, straightening his back and forcing himself to look her in her impassive, calculating eyes.

“Thank you, Lady Mei. Thank you for correcting me.”

She looked at him carefully, a slight smile on her lips. Her eyes were like spotlights, illuminating every flaw and foible he had.

“You’re a good boy. You have a good attitude. Just work more carefully in the future, OK?”

He nodded and remained silent. She left him kneeling for a moment, then returned with a folded thing cradled in her arms. He stood when she indicated and she unfolded her fit, smoothing the fabric with a casual affection.

“It’s gift,” she said. “A traditional dress. For you.”

He looked at the cloth and felt, ofr perhaps the first time, the will to resist. It was clearly feminine, cut so soft it would cradle him, patterned with a subdued blossom that reminded him of the tea gardens. It was also clearly expensive. The high cut at the side of the legs marked it out as something that had been altered to Mei’s tastes, a slightly slutty modern take on real traditional dress, while it must have been tailored to his slight but still male frame.

“I can’t wear that,” he blurted, too fast.

“You can,” she said, as if she were stating a fact about the weather. “And you will. Haven’t you learned anything?”

His mind reeled. For the first time, he considered refusing. Leaving, even. The thought moved past him, fleeting. It only took a moment of introspection for him to realize it wasn’t going to happen. There would be no retreat from this situation. Only surrender.

“It’s… I’m- It’s not appropriate for a guest.”

“But you’re more than a guest. I think you know this.”

He did know it, but hearing it made a warmth blossom inside him. He knew he was being manipulated, shaped and molded by someone whose motivations were unknown in a place far out of his comfort zone. Still, he knew that whatever this was, he couldn’t back away now.

“Thank you for the gift, but… I’m a man, and-”

“You look more like a girl, though. You shouldn’t feel bad about it. It’s something I like.”

“I…” he trailed off before he had begun, a lack of will rather than vocabulary making his words catch in his throat.”

“Culture is not always comfortable,” she said, setting the garment into his hands. “It is a challenge to learn. And it’s a way of making me happy. Try it.”

He held the cloth and felt how the fabric took his shape. Her certainty made his resistance thin and weak. He had come to Jinwha to learn. He couldn’t deny that.

The look of joy when he came through to the room later that night, wearing the short but still somehow restrictive dress, made all his discomfort worth it. He had never seen her so openly delighted, and he didn’t even flinch when she suggested that he wear it for her every night. She read to him from a book of erotic poetry while he rubbed her feet, her spare foot resting tantalizingly near his crotch in a way it never had before. His cock swelled at the proximity, and his underwear was soon soaked with precum.

Mei kissed him on the cheek that night before sending him to bed, promising him in a hushed whisper that the rest of his time was going to be harder, but special. Wondering what that meant could have kept him up all night, but a mixture of acceptance and exhaustion soon took Taylor to sleep.

Whatever Mei had to teach him, he knew he was along for the ride.

***

Taylor grimaced as he peeled another carrot, his forearms aching and his hands covered in dirt. It was a rare day without an excursion, but not without plenty to do. After his exercise, hill sprints in the baking sun, he had been asked to help out in the garden, harvesting vegetables with a few of Lady Mei’s other staff. Now he was peeling the fruits of the effort, starting early on dinner while his hostess went for her run.

His desire to serve Mei hadn’t blunted one iota, but after a long day of manual labor, there was a little resentment. He hadn’t come here expecting a non-stop party, like the people who chose to do their semester abroad in London, Berlin, or Madrid, but neither had he expected to be working as house help. Not even hired help, like a maid. In some ways, more like a slave. Or Cinderella. He was effectively wearing a dress, after all.

The door burst open and Mei strode in. She was breathing heavily with sweat glistening on her porcelain skin, a testament to how hard she had worked out as well as just how oppressive the heat was today.

Her love for traditional clothing and demure suits didn’t extend to her own workout attire. She was wearing top-of-the-line running gear, modern and revealing. Her shorts were high-cut, revealing her long, toned legs, while today she had opted for a running top that was little more than a sports bra. Taylor tried not to stare as a bead of sweat ran from her collarbone towards her perky, pushed-up cleavage. You didn’t need to be a Jinwaha-whisperer to know that there was nothing respectful about leering.

She bumped him out of the way with her hip and poured a tall glass of water, gulping down the entire thing. Although he hadn’t been asked, Taylor suddenly felt guilty for not having a tall, chilled glass waiting for her.

“Come, I want a foot rub.”

That was unusual. Mei always went for a shower or bath straight after her run, returning to the shared space beautifully perfumed. Usually, Taylor would be delighted to oblige, eager for any opportunity to touch her. Now was a difficult time, though. His hands were aching and filthy, his dinner schedule was rigorously planned out, and that vague sense of resentment and prickly pride was swirling around his mind. Plus, as much as he enjoyed lotioning and rubbing her feet at night, now seemed… messy.

“Um, I’m kind of busy, and my hands aren’t doing great. Could it wait until after your bath?” he asked, voice halting and apologetic.

Mei didn’t hesitate for a second. Without warning, she grabbed him by the ear and twisted, sending sharp pain running down the side of his head. It blinded him, and before he knew what was happening, he was on his knees. He managed a brief glance up, seeing her face angry but still somehow calm, before she forced his face down. Mei dragged him from the kitchen to the living room bedroom, releasing his ear halfway so that he could crawl the rest of the way down the long corridor, hurried on by the occasional soft kick to the butt.

Taylor experienced it as one long, adrenaline-charged moment of panic. He only managed to breathe once the bedroom door had shut behind her, aware that he was now trapped in Mei’s inner sanctum. His eyes quickly drifted over the hour-poster bed with a small mattress on the floor at the feet, still there despite Lei’s absence. It was a place he had dreamed about oh so many times, imagining what went on in here, and now it seemed that he was about to find out. Mei took him by the hair and dragged him, a little more gently this time, to the large chair that sat in the corner. It was tall, with an ornate carved back that made it look more like a throne and a small embroidered footstool in front of it. She lounged on it, kicking her feet up on the stool and looking down at her kneeling, cringing guest.

“I didn’t want to be that harsh with you, but you have shown me that you truly want to learn about our culture. More than that, you want to learn about it my way. The way things work in my household. Am I right about you?”

He wanted to scream no, to point out how weird and fucked up this was. A guest shouldn’t be treated this way. Plus, he wasn’t an idiot. He knew that whatever went on in the courts of ancient queens, the way Mei was doing things wasn't normal, not even here.

There was another part of him, though. A stronger, hungrier part. That part wanted, needed, to experience what Mei had to offer. It was curious to know what she had in store. It was desperate to serve and to please. I was driven by lust, a lust that only got stronger the meaner Mei was to him.

“You’re right,” he said, voice quiet and eyes downcast.

“Good,” she said, a warm sense of satisfaction seasoning her voice. “Do you want me to show you how I treat Lei? How I helped her accept her place?”

“Yes, please.”

“It involves rewards, and punishments. But most of all, it involves service. Can you handle that?”

“Yes.”

“Three yesses. I’m going to show you, then. You still have lots to learn.”

Mei began taking her shoes off. Taylor watched as she undid the laces and slipped off the trainers, wiggling her toes in her thin cotton socks. The toe pads were wet and slightly discolored, and he could already smell a slight hint of sweat.

“The way you spoke to me was unacceptable, so I had to teach you a lesson,” she explained, calmly. “Still, you may have had a point. Show me your hands.”

Taylor showed his hands to her, plans first and then backsides. There was some rough skin and plenty of dirt around his fingernails. Mei examined them carefully, nodding to herself.

“It’s good to see you’ve been working hard, but I shouldn’t really have let you do manual labor. You’re too pretty for that, and I would prefer that you have nice, soft hands, like Lei does. Still, we can make this work.”

She stood up and went to her bedside cabinet, producing a soft length of rope. Taylor felt his heart catch in his chest and his cock twitch as he anticipated what was coming next. She took his hands and moved them behind his back, gently and quickly binding his wrists together. His initial rush and fearful excitement gave way to a strange calm as he realized that he was now completely under her control. Mei was going to do whatever she liked with him, and what would be, would be.

“You’re going to massage my feet, just like I asked. You have no hands, of course, so you’ll need to use your face, your mouth.”

She sat back down and placed her socked soles up on the footstool in front of him. Taylor couldn’t believe he was doing this, but somehow his body knew what to do. He leaned forward so that his face was level with her soles and pressed himself in, trying to use his nose to massage her. It was awkward and uncomfortable, although the intoxicating smell of her pushed him on. Sniffing someone’s sweat like this was humiliating, but after weeks of lurid fantasies it was also intoxicating.

“Points for effort, but I can see you need some guidance,” Mei said, kindly and encouraging. “I want you to use your teeth to take off my socks.”

Mei loosened the socks a little and then let him get the rest, biting the fabric gently and pulling each of them off her dainty feet. The toes were painted black, a glossy sheen that she had applied a few nights ago while Taylor watched, not yet trusted to take on that delicate task. She wiggled them suggestively once they were free, separating and closing them.

“I want you to place each sock inside each of my shoes and then look at my soles.”

Taylor did as he was told, aware that he must have looked ridiculous. He was reminded of dunking for apples at a Halloween party, except this was even less dignified, with socks in his mouth and his face buried in this older lady’s running shoes. His task complete, he looked at her soles while she sighed and relaxed, apparently content to take her time. Looking became staring, and then studying, as his eyes took in each wrinkle and speck of dirt. Mei’s feet were beautifully kept, a testament to Lei’s devotion and attention, but there was no mistaking the fact that she had just been on a long trail run. The skin looked red and sensitive in parts, and there was still a palpable heat coming from her body.

“You are going to massage my feet with your mouth. That means you will kiss, suck, lick, nibble, and bite at my direction, until you learn how to do it on your own,” Mei spoke slowly, switching to English from their usual Jinwhaese, clearly wanting to be precise. “Now, I know what you might be thinking. You might have misgivings. Well, this is a chance for you to control your thought patterns, to reorientate yourself towards a better frame of mind. Her feet are dirty. Well, that’s because you must not have cleaned the floor properly, and this is your chance to fix it. Her feet are sweaty. Well, this can be something you view as a punishment, or a reward. Isn’t it nicer to have a reward? Isn’t it a treat to taste a beautiful woman’s body?”

She waited, apparently wanting an answer.

“Yes, it is. Much nicer.”

“Good boy. You may begin by kissing my soles.”

Taylor hinged at the waist, bringing his lips to her soles. He pursed and then kissed, moving up and down the arch of her foot. The soles were soft, with the faintest taste of salt settling on his lips.

“No, kiss them like you are kissing a girl. You have kissed a girl before, haven’t you? It doesn’t matter. If you haven’t, then just pretend that it’s whatever dumb college slut you liked.”

Mei’s voice was calm, almost encouraging, but her harsh words took Taylor aback. She had always been firm with Lei and to a lesser extent with him, but never cruel or mean. He couldn’t be sure whether this was part of what she was trying to teach him or if it was for her own pleasure, but either way her newfound bitchiness both scared and aroused him. He kissed harder, pressing his lips firmly against her soft skin.

“Good, good. That feels nice.”

Taylor fell into a meditative state as he kissed her feet. His body still tingled with embarrassment, but for the first time in a long time his mind became completely free of anxiety. He had a job, a place in the world. All he had to do was follow Mei’s commands, and everything would be OK.

The commands started coming thick and fast. He responded on autopilot, no notion of resistance coming into his mind.

“Use your tongue, I want you to taste me… that’s right, now get in between the toes, I want you to gather up every bit of lint. Lick up and down, I want the whole sole covered and cleaned.”

Taylor did exactly as he was told, the taste of her sweat quickly becoming a savory treat for his tongue as her voice hypnotically bore into him. He could have gone on like that forever, if it wasn’t for the pain in his core from bending forward without the use of his hands. Mei noticed and decided to readjust, getting rid of the footstool and untying his hands. She retied them at the front and placed him in front of the chair looking up, so that she could sit on her throne with her feet resting on his face. She quickly went back to commanding him, telling him exactly how to perform this depraved massage.

“Suck on my toes, the way you wish I was sucking on that stiff little thing in your underwear. Nibble and suck on my heel, I think there’s some hard skin there that you need to soften up.”

Taylor was rock hard, his cock jutting insistently through the fabric of the high-cut house dress that he was wearing. Even if he had tried to lie to himself, his body couldn’t help but tell the truth.

Mei shifted above him, fabric rustling as she pressed down heavily on his face. He couldn’t quite make out what was going on, but he heard a change in her voice. It was breathier, shallower, her words coming quicker.

“Lick, lick, I want you to taste me. Worship my feet like I’m a queen, like I’m a goddess.”

Mei’s feet were dancing across his eager, aching tongue as she spoke. He caught a glimpse and realized that her hand was down her shorts. This lady, usually so still and dignified, was playing with herself, masturbating to the sight of his debasement and the sensation of his tongue across her soles.

“Open your mouth as wide as you can, pet. I don’t care if you choke, I don’t care if you need to gag, just keep sucking as hard as you can.”

She drove her foot down into his mouth, toes seemingly searching for his tonsils. She stopped just before his gag reflex kicked in, wiggling her digits gently as he tried to suck. She moved her foot up and down slightly, fucking his mouth as she brought herself close to the edge.

“Yes, yes, yes, don’t stop!”

Taylor choked as Mei squirmed in pleasure above him, her toes dancing in his mouth. He kept sucking as her twitching slowed and then stopped, his cock pulsating as he experienced her orgasm through the lowest part of her body. He had dreamed about having sex with Mei in a million different ways, but never like this.

“Go on, hike up your dress. I want to see your little dick.”

Did she really need to remind him that he was wearing a dress? Did she have to say little? Taylor supposed that, for some reason, she did. Every word and every action seemed carefully calculated, working towards some purpose that was beyond his understanding. Whether she was being cruel or kind, it was all building towards something. Lady Mei was always in control, even in these moments of orgasmic abandon.

He raised the dress and lowered his underwear, already sodden in precum. With Mei’s feet resting over his face he couldn’t see her reaction, but he could feel her eyes assessing him. Taylor felt vulnerable, but he had gone past any embarrassment. His humiliation and submission were so complete that he now only felt acceptance. There would be no need for fear or anxiety, as long as he kept obeying.

“Spin around 180 degrees,” Mei said. He obeyed, switching his body position so that his head was further away from her, with his feet by her chair. From here he could look up at her properly, sitting like a queen on her throne. Her pale skin was flush with arousal, and there was a special kind of cool fire in her eyes.

“Good, now scoot closer.”

Mei reached out with her foot and began stroking his shaft with a spit-slicked toe. Taylor sent stiff, suddenly aware of just how long it had been since he had experienced proper release. He was leaking precum and felt like he might explode at any minute, although the gentle touch of her toe wasn’t quite enough to take him over the edge.

“You know, when I lived in the West I would always see these nail salons full of Asian women working away, serving the locals. Now, it’s kind of nice to have an American here, giving me a pedicure, of sorts. Don’t you agree?”

She lifted her foot so that it was just out of reach of his twitching cock, a long string of sticky liquid hanging from her sole. He thrust upward subconsciously, trying to regain the contact that would bring him sweet relief, but she kept herself tantalizingly out of reach, waiting for an answer.

“Yes,” he gasped, desperate and shameless.

“Yes, Lady Mei,” she corrected, returning them to a level of formality despite their newfound intimacy.

“Yes, Lady Mei.”

“Good boy.”

She brought her feet down and wrapped them around his cock, not moving them herself but allowing him to grind against them, slowly fucking her soles. Her expression was one of immense, self-satisfied pride.

“Did you like using your mouth to serve the lowest part of my body? Are you going to clean my feet whenever I ask?”

“Yes,” Taylor moaned. He would say anything, do anything. The word no was rapidly being eliminated from his vocabulary, in any language.

“OK, then show me.”

Mei suddenly pulled her feet away and stuck her legs straight out, offering them to him. He moaned in frustration and need, staring up at her with wide, wild eyes. Her toes and soles were slick with his juices, built up from weeks of denial. They looked gorgeous, but his stomach still churned at what she was asking.

“I’ve already punished you for hesitation, for back chat. Imagine what I would do if you lied to me? You wouldn’t want to disrespect me like that, would you?”

Taylor couldn’t deny that logic, not with his brain so utterly ruled by lust. What she was asking was humiliating and degrading, but those feelings were becoming second nature to him by now. He was learning to accept them, even enjoy them, as the price of everything he was experiencing here. He nodded, feeling the last vestiges of resistance melt away.

Taylor rolled around inelegantly, hands still bound in front of him, until he was face to face with her soles. His tongue had removed any smell of sweat, but his cock had replaced it with the acrid smell of his own cum, now hanging from every wrinkle and gathering between her toes. In comparison, her sweat and dirt seemed like a delicious feast.

He thought back to something she had said earlier, her words ringing in his head. This can be something you view as a punishment, or a reward. He took them to heart, trying to reorient his mind to enjoy what he was about to do. So what if he had gone from a guest, to a dress-wearing maid, to a cringing foot slave? What other college student had gotten with a woman this beautiful and this kinky? He was getting an education in culture and sex, and he should savor it no matter how filthy it got.

Mei grinned as he brought his face close to her soles, looking like a mastermind who was finally watching a plan come together. Taylor couldn’t help but grimace as his tongue made contact with her filthy foot, his precum sweet but yet salty. Part of him thought he must be dreaming, but that taste confirmed that he was very much awake.

“Good boy. You made a mess and now you’re cleaning it up. If you keep being this eager to please, you might get a reward soon,” Mei purred, leaving his imagination to come up with what the reward might be. “I can be a very generous queen to my subjects.”

That spurred him on, his mind picturing all the sensual rewards that might await him. He was so under Mei’s spell, so driven by the force of her will, that he probably would have done whatever she wanted anyway. Now, though, his body was so desperate for release that he was debasing himself with vigor and enthusiasm. With each lick he lost just a little bit more doubt, the taste of his cum taking on a complex flavor of humiliation, difficult to swallow and yet alluring enough to keep him coming back.

He licked every inch of her soles, driving his tongue in between her toes, determined to do a good job. Taylor lost himself to the task, any sense of time disappearing, caught up in a cyclone of submission. By the time she finally took her feet away, it felt like a loss. He almost wanted to beg to keep going.

“Hmm,” she said, inspecting each foot in turn until she was satisfied. “Good boy. I think you deserve your reward.”

Taylor nodded eagerly, aware that he must look like a puppy begging for a treat.

“You can help me have a bath. As much as I would enjoy you using your tongue on every bit of me, we don’t have time for that. At least, not at the moment.” Mei said with a smile that made his head spin. She walked over to the dresser where she seemed to keep her toys, pulling out a black blindfold. “But you won’t look. You haven’t earned that yet.”

She handed him the blindfold and told him to wait, kneeling where he was. By now, he knew better than to negotiate these small instructions. He heard the sound of water running as Mei started preparing her bath, soon followed by the smell of bath oils, familiar from the scent of her skin when he sat close to her at night.

“Come,” she said, a few moments later. “On your hands and knees. You can follow the sound of my voice, my footsteps.”

Taylor did as he was told, his desperate sense of need blotting out the discomfort in his knees. He could hear the swish of clothing, maybe the silk dressing gown he had seen her in once or twice, as well as the movement of her body across the floor. He went off memory as well as sound, managing to make it to the doorway without bumping into anything.

He had never even been in the bathroom before, so he couldn’t picture it from memory.  It felt deafeningly loud without sight. The sound of the water shifting as she swirled the water in the tub, the scrape of porcelain, the quiet click as she set something down on the counter. Steam pressed against his face, warm and damp, carrying the scent of the perfume. Citrus and green tea, perhaps.

“Stand,” Mei said, taking his hands and guiding him to his feet. She started pulling his dress off over his head, presumably not wanting the fabric to get wet. He could feel her clothes, definitely silk, brush against his bare skin. She stepped back and let the gown fall to the floor at her feet before moving both sets of clothes out of the way. Taylor desperately wanted to feel her naked body, so close, press against him, but it wasn’t to be. Mei stepped away, turned off the water, and lowered herself into the bath.

“Use your hands to find the edge of the tub. Good. There’s a sponge to your left, some soap to your right. I want you to follow my instructions slowly. Carefully. Caress my body and focus on the feeling.”

She guided him with her voice and, occasionally, with a light touch at his wrist or elbow. When his fingers finally met her skin, he felt the contact more intensely than he had expected. Warm, slick with water, undeniably real. He was touching Mei’s naked body, experiencing something he had dreamed of so many nights. Still, he didn’t feel like he was possessing her. He only experienced what she offered. Without sight, there was no way to take all in at once.

“Start with my arms,” she said. “Then my shoulders.”

He did as he was told, cupping water, working the soap into a thin lather. He focused on being careful, on responding to her words and moans, on remembering the way she liked pressure applied elsewhere. It was a lot like giving a massage, but so much more intimate, even more so than when he rubbed her feet in the evenings. The simple fact of touching her in such a vulnerable setting, of being trusted not to fumble or rush, made this the most intimate moment of Taylor’s life.

She shifted as needed, offering him a forearm, then the line of her collarbone, then her back. Each movement was deliberate, unhurried, as if she were teaching him how to read her body through touch alone. When his hands drifted somewhere she hadn’t offered yet, she corrected him quietly and he adjusted without protest.

At times the frustration was sharp enough to make him dizzy. The not seeing, the awareness of how close he was without being allowed to know her fully. But that frustration didn’t pull him away from the moment. If anything, it anchored him more deeply in it. He concentrated harder. Learned the shape of her shoulder blade. The way her breathing changed when he lingered just a second longer than usual.

Mei allowed him to spend a long time on her legs, massaging and caressing the calves, but stopped his hand when he reached the upper parts of her thighs. She took the sponge and washed her breasts. Clearly, some areas were off limits, even with the blindfold on. The denial of those sacred spaces even after all that had happened would just be further fuel for his fantasies.

When she told him to stop and get the towel from the corner, he felt the absence of her body immediately.

She stood, water sluicing away, and took the towel from her outstretched hand. He shook as he did, body vibrating with need, a fact she did not comment on. She dried herself, unhurried, then rested her hand briefly at the back of his neck. Using his shoulder for balance, she got out of the tub and pushed him down onto his knees before removing the blindfold.

The light blinded him for a moment. It seemed to surround Mei like an aura or a halo, making her look otherworldly. With the thick white towel wrapped around her and her hair up in a bun, she looked almost demure. She could have been a wife or a girlfriend, getting ready for a night out, rather than what Taylor knew she was: a dominant, controlling queen.

“That’s enough for tonight,” she said. “Go. And remember, you promised.”

She stared at him, her eyes seeming to demand a response. It wasn't enough to remind him of their agreement. She wanted it affirmed.

“I won’t touch myself,” he said, the words coming out rougher than he meant them to. Even after everything she had done with him, it seemed crude to talk in these terms in front of a lady like her.

“Good.”

He kept his promise that night, even as every sinew of his body demanded that he not. Service was suffering, and service was learning, and learning is what he was here to do.


How The Lady Like It

When Mei told him he would be accompanying Sun on a longer trip into the mountains, Taylor had nodded eagerly, grateful for the opportunity and careful not to show his disappointment. It was exactly the kind of experience he had come to Jinwha for, days spent seeing places few outsiders ever did, learning at a pace that no classroom could replicate. Still, as he packed a small bag and listened to the house settle into its nighttime quiet, he felt an unexpected heaviness. He had grown used to the rhythms of Mei’s home, to his tasks and her presence shaping his days. He longed for those intimate moments of service, hoping that it would turn into something even more intimate, dreaming of his reward. The thought of leaving, even briefly, made him uneasy in a way he didn’t quite have the language for yet.

The days with Sun blurred together in a way Taylor would only understand later, once he was home again and trying to remember them clearly. The temples were ancient and awe-inspiring, carved into cliffsides or tucked into folds of forest where the air smelled of moss and incense and wet stone. They climbed long stairways worn smooth by centuries of pilgrims’ feet, passing locals who moved with quiet purpose, their prayers murmured to their memories. Sun explained things patiently, pointing out symbols Taylor half recognized from books, correcting his pronunciation when he tried to ask questions in Jinwhaese. Taylor listened, took notes, nodded at the right moments. He did everything expected of him.

At night they stayed in simple guesthouses. Thin mattresses, paper walls, the sound of wind moving through bamboo. Taylor lay awake longer than he should have, staring at the ceiling, his body heavy with fatigue and restless all the same, keenly aware of his lack of release. He thought about the rituals he had watched during the day, the bowing and kneeling, the way people placed themselves physically lower to show reverence. He thought about hands folded, heads lowered, bodies arranged with intention. His mind slipped, unbidden, from temple courtyards to the tiled bathroom at Mei’s house, to the remembered heat of her skin beneath his palms, to the quiet authority in her voice when she told him where to stand, what to do, when to stop. He had never been a religious person, but he was starting to understand what it meant to worship.

Sun rose early each morning, unbothered by the long days of walking. They exercised together in quiet courtyards or beside streams, Taylor following Sun’s movements as best he could, stretching, breathing, pushing his body until his muscles burned. It should have been satisfying. It should have grounded him. Instead, the exertion only made him more aware of his body, of how tightly wound he felt beneath his skin. He found himself imagining Mei watching, her expression unreadable, weighing his effort, deciding whether it pleased her.

The temples were beautiful, but they were also distant. Reverence without intimacy. Submission without reward. Taylor found himself impatient to return to the house, and the realization unsettled him more than it should have. He told himself he missed the comfort, the familiarity. He told himself he missed his studies. But late at night, when sleep refused to come, he admitted the truth in fragments he didn’t quite know how to assemble.

He missed kneeling on polished floors instead of cold stone. He missed being useful in small, immediate ways. He missed the sound of Mei’s voice drifting through the house as she read or worked, the way it seemed to settle into him, smoothing out his jagged thoughts.

By the time they drove back toward Mei’s estate, the road winding down out of the mountains and into greener, softer hills, Taylor felt keyed up and exposed, like a nerve rubbed raw. The familiar landmarks appeared one by one. The terraces, the river, the curve in the road where the house came into view. His pulse picked up, like some Pavlovian response.

Mei did not come out to greet him when he returned, to his surprise and disappointment. Sun carried his bag inside and disappeared again, leaving Taylor standing in the quiet of the house, suddenly unsure of where to put himself. The air smelled faintly of citrus cleaner and something herbal he could not name. Everything was exactly as he had left it, and yet he felt oddly conspicuous, as if the walls themselves were aware of his absence.

He had barely set his bag down in his room when he heard her voice, calm and unhurried, calling his name from the far end of the hall.

“Taylor. Come here.”

He smoothed his shirt without thinking, then stopped, annoyed at himself, before making his way to her. The door was open. Mei was seated at her desk, glasses on, one leg tucked beneath her, scrolling through something on her tablet. She looked up as he entered, her expression softening into something familiar and unreadable all at once.

“You’re back,” she said. Not a question.

“Yes,” he replied, a little too quickly. “We got in a minute ago.”

She set the tablet aside and studied him for a moment, the pause stretching just long enough to make him shift his weight from foot to foot. “Did you enjoy the trip?”

“I did,” he said. “It was beautiful. The temples were incredible. Sun explained a lot.”

“I’m glad.” She tilted her head slightly. “Did you miss me?”

The question landed with more force than it should have. Taylor laughed, a reflexive, awkward sound, and nodded before he could stop himself. “Yeah. I mean, yes. Of course.”

Her mouth curved into a small smile. “That was fast,” she said lightly. “What did you miss?”

He opened his mouth, ready with something safe. The house. The routine. Her cooking. But she was watching him too closely, her gaze steady, patient, waiting. The words he had rehearsed fell away, replaced by a rush of heat and honesty that made his ears burn.

“I missed…” He hesitated, swallowed. “I missed helping you. Being here.”

“That’s vague,” Mei said, not unkindly. “Try again.”

He felt absurdly exposed, like a student called on without warning. His eyes dropped to the floor, then lifted again, drawn back to her face despite himself.

“I missed touching you,” he said quietly. “When I was allowed to. And bathing you. And just… being useful.”

The silence that followed was not sharp. It was warm and enveloping. Mei did not react right away. She leaned back slightly, regarding him with a look that made his stomach tighten, not with fear, but with something closer to relief.

“That’s better,” she said at last. “You don’t need to be embarrassed. Those are good things to miss.”

He laughed again, softer this time, rubbing at the back of his neck. “I didn’t plan to say it like that. It just sort of came out.”

“Yes,” she said. “I’ve noticed that happens with you, sometimes. I’m glad. You should be able to speak your mind.”

She rose from her chair and stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her shampoo, clean and faintly floral. She reached out, adjusted the collar of his shirt with an easy familiarity that sent a shiver through him.

“You’ve been very good,” she said. “While you were gone, and when you were here.”

He nodded, unsure what to say, aware only of the strange, sinking feeling that withholding anything from her now would require more effort than he seemed capable of. He stood there, waiting, already attuned to her presence again, as if he had never left at all.

Mei did not move away when he fell quiet. Instead, she lifted a hand and brushed her fingers lightly through his hair, slow and deliberate, as if reacquainting herself with the texture. Taylor stilled instinctively, the way he had learned to do when she touched him, his breath shallow but steady.

“You look different than when you arrived,” she said. “Your hair is so full.”

He laughed slightly, flush with embarrassment and pride. He had never been good at taking a compliment. “That’s probably just the humidity.”

“No,” Mei said, gently, and threaded her fingers through the long strands again. “It’s you. You’ve settled.”

She guided him closer with some light pressure at the back of his head. Her touch was careful and affectionate in a way that made his chest ache. She gathered his hair into her hands, smoothing it, separating it into two loose sections.

“I like it this way,” she said, almost to herself. “It suits you.”

She worked with quiet efficiency, fingers nimble, tying his hair back with bands he hadn’t even noticed on her wrist. When she was finished, she stepped back and appraised him, her expression warm, satisfied.

“Pretty,” she said, softly, almost like she was speaking to herself. “I like my pets pretty.”

Heat crept up his neck, but there was no sting to the words. No sense of ridicule. It felt less like being diminished or emasculated and more like being seen, like something that had always been half-formed in him was finally being named aloud. If a woman had called him handsome, he probably would have cringed and denied it, but this felt right. He stood there, oddly calm, his body humming with the simple rightness of her approval.

The door opened behind them.

Taylor noticed the movement before he registered who it was. A quiet presence, a shift in the air. Lei stepped inside without announcing herself, dressed simply, her hair pulled back, her posture straight and composed. She looked thinner than Taylor remembered, her movements more economical, as if nothing was wasted now. Her eyes flicked briefly to him, then to Mei.

There was no tension in her gaze. No resentment. If anything, there was something like respect there, a flicker of understanding that made Taylor’s stomach turn over.

“Lei’s back,” Mei said, as casually as if she were commenting on the weather. “She’s feeling better.”

Lei crossed the room and knelt without being told, her movements smooth and practiced. She bowed her head.

“Thank you for allowing me to return,” she said quietly.

Mei inclined her head, accepting the words without ceremony.

Mei’s hand rested lightly on Taylor’s shoulder, a grounding touch that anchored him as the pieces shifted into place. He understood, suddenly and with unsettling clarity, that Lei’s absence had not been accidental. Her illness was a lie or a half-truth, designed to draw Taylor further into Mei’s web.

The space Lei had vacated, the duties Taylor had assumed so naturally, had never been empty at all.

Lei lifted her head and met his eyes again. There was no challenge there. No envy. Just a quiet, assessing calm that made him feel exposed in a way that had nothing to do with nakedness. As if she were measuring him, not against herself, but against the role they both now recognized he had stepped into.

Mei gave his shoulder a gentle squeeze. “You’ve both done well,” she said.

Taylor swallowed, his heart thudding, his body warm and unsteady. He felt the truth of it settle into him, heavy and undeniable. This was not punishment. It was not even temptation, not anymore.

It was belonging.

***

At Mei’s insistence, Taylor spent the next morning on admin. With only three weeks to go until he left Jinwha, he had a fair bit of catching up to do. The college program required him to keep a learning diary, a reflective account of his time away to prove that he had been studying. He also had to select his classes for next year and sort out some scholarship papers. His duties in the house and hands-on adventures with Sun had kept him away from these drier duties, but now the time had come to pay the piper.

Taylor found himself distracted as he reflected on his experiences. He had learned so much about the local culture in the markets, about the history in the castles and temples, but even as he detailed his day trips, his mind wandered back to the time spent with Mei. Learning from her, to serving her, to worshipping her. His body ached for her presence, and he wished that rather than this diary he was composing poems about her beauty to lay at her feet.

Mei let him work through lunch, only sending Lei in once with a tray of tea and a small bowl of rice and vegetables. Taylor ate mechanically, barely registering the flavors. The learning diary filled steadily beneath his pen, pages dense with careful observations. Markets along riverbanks. Shrines half hidden by banyan roots. The slow rhythm of villages where afternoons dissolved into heat and cicada song. It was all true, all valuable, and all somehow beside the point.

Again and again, his thoughts slid back to the house. To Mei. To the quiet intimacy of evenings spent close enough to feel her warmth, close enough to know when she was pleased or distracted. He wrote about history and architecture while his body remembered kneeling at her feet, the weight of her attention, and the simple relief of being useful. More than once he caught himself smiling at the screen, then deleted a sentence and started again, embarrassed by how personal his reflections had become, his desire threatening to spill out onto the page. No words could capture how he truly felt, so he didn’t really try.

It was early afternoon when she called him.

“Taylor. Come in.”

Her voice carried down the hall, familiar and steady. He closed the diary and followed, feeling pulled in like he was caught in a tide. Mei was seated by the window, the light soft on her skin now, filtered through thin curtains that stirred in the breeze. In Jinwha, even the natural light seemed like something special, framed and designed by some cinematographer. He was going to miss this place, and this person.

“You’ve been busy,” she said, her smile tight and small. “Come sit.”

He did, perching on the edge of the chair opposite her.

“With only three weeks left,” she continued, “it’s important you’re prepared.” She paused, then added more quietly, “Prepared to leave.”

The word landed harder than he expected. He thought about hiding the depth of his feelings, but knew that there was no point. Mei could always read him, and he wouldn’t show the disrespect of lying to her.

“I am,” he said, then shook his head. “I mean, practically. But I don’t want to.”

Mei smiled again, but there was a hint of something bittersweet in it this time. “Neither do I. But it has to happen sometime. I can’t keep you here forever,” she said. She looked out the window for a moment before continuing. “Which is why I’ve arranged something for you.”

She turned her tablet so he could see. A booking confirmation. Multiple legs. Cities he recognized from his reading but hadn’t expected to visit. Hanoi. Luang Prabang. Siem Reap.

“You’re sending me away,” he said, surprised. He could feel tears threatening to come, but he pushed them away.

“For a short while,” she replied. “I want you to see more than just Jinwha before you go home. Southeast Asia is… instructive. Ancient, layered, contradictory. You’ll learn things there you can’t learn here. You’ll also have a different kind of fun. You’ve worked hard. You deserve that.”

He stared at the screen, a knot forming in his stomach. “I thought maybe… I worried I’d done something wrong,” he admitted. “That I’d disappointed you.”

Mei turned fully toward him then. “No,” she said firmly. “Never that.”

She reached across the small space between them and rested her hand over his. The touch lingered.

“You’ve been everything I could have hoped for. Attentive. Open. And brave in ways you don’t even realize yet,” she squeezed his hand once before letting go. “You’ve been a true student. Especially in learning how to submit. Lots of people would resist, but you haven’t. It’s almost like you belong here. Maybe you do. But you won’t know that, until you see more of the world.”

The word no longer startled him. It settled into place like something he had been circling for weeks.

“And because of that,” Mei said, “I think you deserve a final lesson before you go. Something… more complete.”

His breath caught. “A lesson?”

“There are parts of my household you haven’t fully understood yet. Things Lei does for me that go beyond what you’ve seen.”

Taylor didn’t hesitate. “I want to learn.”

Mei studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable, then smiled with a quiet, unmistakable satisfaction.

“Today,” she said. “Before you start your travels. 5 o’clock. Wear your pretty dress.”

She rose, ending the conversation, but as Taylor stood he noticed the way her hand twitched at her side as if she wanted to reach for him again. He knew enough about psychology to suspect that this might just be projection, or hopeful thinking, but it felt like she was struggling to let him go.

***

By 4 PM Taylor was watching the clock like a hawk, the seconds starting to tick away every more slowly. His mind raced with possibilities, but couldn’t settle on a single prediction for what was about to happen. Like a dog catching a car, he couldn’t even decide what he even wanted to happen. All he had were his instincts, and those instincts told him he would submit.

At 4:30 he heard a knock on the door, sending his heart rate through the roof. Lady Mei was always punctual, never early and never late, but now here he was caught out. He had showered but hadn’t put on his dress yet. Her one request, and he had failed.

Luckily, it was Lei rather than Mei who entered the room a moment later. Taylor was still embarrassed to be caught sitting in his towel, but at least he wasn’t late for his little-understood but much-anticipated treat.

“I’m here to help you get ready. Put on your dress. Also, the Lady would like you to wear these.”

She threw him some underwear. It wasn’t frilly or girly, but it was much smaller than the boxer shorts he usually wore. The fabric felt thin, far more sensual than the polyester or cotton he was used to.

“Um, OK,” Taylor felt himself bumbling. “Can you give me a minute? I’m, uh…”

He didn’t want to say the word naked, so simply gestured downward. Lei gave a small, tight smile, the kind that told him that she knew a lot more than him, before turning around to face the wall. Taylor got dressed quickly, pulling on the underwear and then the dress, feeling exposed even with Lei looking away. The tight, thin fabric nestled his swollen balls, reminding him of his weeks of denial and causing his cock to swell. He sat down to hide his growing erection, pressing his knees tight together.

“Good,” Lei said, turning around. “Now I will fix your hair.”

She produced a brush and several bobbles before getting on the bed behind him. Taylor tried not to wince as she firmly brushed his hair, before pulling it into two tight bunches. Lei worked quickly, drawing his shoulder-length hair into two pigtails.

It wasn’t a style he would ever wear, or that any man would wear, which may well have been the point. As if anticipating his misgivings, Lei reminded him who this was for.

“The Lady likes it this way.”

Taylor gulped and nodded. “Thank you for helping me get ready.”

“You should thank me properly,” Lei said, getting off the bed and standing by the door.

He understood instantly what she wanted, but he hesitated. Mei had taught him so much about submission, but other than being vaguely deferential to older people in public, it was something he had only ever shown to her. She was the lady of the house, his hostess, his teacher. Where did her servant Lei fit into this schema? Was this Lei’s petty revenge, some expression of jealousy that he had intruded on her life with her mistress? Was this a test? If so, what was the right answer?

Taylor took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and then moved on instinct. This was, at the end of the day, Lei’s house, Lei’s country. She had helped teach him and care for him. She may come below Mei in some strange pecking order, but she still deserved his respect.

He bowed down, slowly bringing his head to the floor in front of her bare feet. When he came back up, he found her smiling widely. Lei often looked contented when she was serving Mei in some way, but right now she looked downright delighted. It was nice, on one level, and scary on another.

“Come,” she said, not bothering to make him wait too long on his knees. “It’s time.”

Taylor almost felt like he should crawl behind her, such was the submissive frenzy that weeks of training and learning and frustration and denial had driven him to. He didn’t, though. Instead, he padded along the corridor behind the maid, heart pounding in his chest.

Mei wasn't there when they arrived. The room looked much as it had the last time he had seen it, with the four-poster bed dominating the space and Lei’s mattress, now made up, still sitting at the bottom of it. Mei’s throne sat in the corner, bringing back memories of how he had worshipped her feet. One difference caught his eye, though. A set of restraints were attached to each pole of the bed.

Lei gestured to the bed and he climbed on, feeling excitement and fear bubble inside him. The maid pushed him down onto his back and began fastening the restraints to his hands and ankles, tying him spreadeagled. Taylor had seen moments like this in porn films and horror films. He was suddenly very aware of just how far away from home he was, but that thought didn’t stop his cock from twitching.

Her job done, Lei turned and left the room without another word, leaving Taylor with his thoughts. He tested the restraints, finding that they had enough give to let him remain comfortable but not much more than that. He was at Mei’s mercy, but hadn’t that been the case from the moment he had stepped off the plane? Fighting down panic, he took a breath and focused on his surroundings. The warm evening air around him, the soft sheets, the soft fabric of his underwear.

The door opened just a few moments later. He couldn’t resist craning his neck to look at Mei as she stepped over the threshold. She was wearing a tennis outfit, her face flush from recent exercise, but that didn’t make her look any less regal or composed. She stepped slowly into the room on socked feet, smiling and stalking like she was advancing on some captured prey.

“Lei gets to do a lot more than just bathe me, as I’m sure you’ve worked out,” she said, her voice firm and even, as if having a man tied to her bed was the most normal thing in the world. “I think you’ve earned that privilege. If it’s something you want, of course.”

“It is,” Taylor said, no hesitation in his voice or in his heart.

“Good,” she purred, stepping onto the bed so that she loomed over him. “I’m even going to allow you the privilege of seeing the most… intimate parts of me, although I won’t let you move.”

Mei brought a foot to either side of his head, allowing him to stare up between her legs. She was wearing nothing underneath her tennis skirt, the faint outline of her pussy just visible. It looked magnificent, like some sacred object. Part of Taylor felt like he should avert his eyes in reverence. But he didn’t.

“Thank you,” he heard himself whisper, the words coming unbidden.

“You’re welcome. Of course, even without the blindfold, you might not see much.”

Mei sat down suddenly, landing heavily on his chest. It knocked the wind out of him, and he saw her smile as he gasped. She leaned forward, rearranging so her knees were on either side of his head. Slowly, she brought herself down onto his face. He could smell her warmth, a pheromonal mixture of sweat and arousal as he disappeared into the darkness of her thighs, the tennis skirt helping to surround and shroud him in darkness.

“Don’t lick yet,” she said, seeming to read his mind. “Would you like to hear a little story?”

“Yes, please,” he replied, his voice muffled and distant to his own ears.

“When I was young, I used to love reading about our history, especially the Golden Age and the queens, a subject that I know excites you too. I liked the way they dressed in the pictures, the stories about how clever and wise and brave they were. When I got older, I started to read about the darker side of things. The violence, the cruelty, the slavery. Even that excited me, though. It was exotic, and I admired their power.”

She stroked his hair, playing with the pigtails for a moment, before settling down closer to his face. “Kiss, don’t lick, but kiss me once if you see where this is going.”

Taylor craned his neck up and planted one gentle, worshipful kiss on her lips. He could feel her wetness, and it was all he could do not to start licking at her like a thirsty animal.

“When I got a little older, I started reading about the concubines and the harem. The stories might have been exaggerated here and there, but who could help but be drawn in by the idea? Having your pick of dozens of men and women, each of them honored by the opportunity to worship your divine body. A new man every night, a team of women to preen and perfume your body, people travelling from the other side of the country just to be your human footstool. It turned me on, but it also made me a little sad that our country had become so poor, so dependent.”

Mei let her weight fall onto his face, his nose nuzzling into her soft, well-trimmed pubic hair. He wanted desperately to lick and taste her, but he sensed this was a test. It wasn't time. Not yet.

“I became obsessed with the idea of having a harem of my own, but of course it was just a fantasy. But then I met my husband. He worshipped the ground I walked on. Figuratively, at first, and then literally. I won’t lie, it felt good to have a wealthy, white Westerner begging to be my slave. I was able to experiment with him, and we built a good life here. Until, well…”

Mei rarely talked about her late husband, but when she did it was always with a sad smile. This was a strange time to share, but Taylor could hardly question her process, even if he was in a position to speak.

“I’m not going to pretend that what I do here is traditional, not in any real sense. I know of a few other ladies in Jinwha who live like I do, but not many. Still, this is my way of keeping that dream, that connection to the past, alive. And more importantly, well… I like it. Now lick.”

Taylor was glad to. He might still be tied up, but his tongue was suddenly free to follow its instincts. He drove his tongue up inside her, licking at her sweet juices, desperately trying to drink her down. After weeks of denial, imagining every inch of her body and every way he could explore, it tasted like holy nectar.

He was a virgin, but he had at least gone down on a girl before. It hadn’t been a particularly successful foray into the world of sex, but he knew enough to know that there was more to it than just licking furiously, especially for an experienced, sophisticated queen like Mei. Still, he couldn’t help himself. He was ravenous

“Shh, easy now, go slowly,” she said, confirming what he already knew. “I can see you’re going to need a bit more guidance in this area. Don’t worry, all my pets need training. Lei enjoyed this part of it, especially. It took her a while to get it right, but then she was a clueless foreigner, not quite as skilled in the ways of love as us Jinwhaese.”

Taylor’s mind was almost lost in lust, but that last comment did penetrate the fog. He had always assumed Lei was Jinwhaese, since she was Asian and spoke the language, but he had never thought to ask.

“I was a woman of means. I started gathering a little harem around myself but, of course, I wanted it to be special. My staff, the ones who serve me intimately, at least, have all been foreign. People I met on my travels, or who came here looking to make money, or learn. Like you. It felt extra special to know that these people had placed themselves in my care, in my country. I won’t lie, I also liked that after so many years of other countries doing us down, I had foreigners serving at my whim. It made me feel like a queen. You’re special, though. You’re the first white one, since my husband.”

Talking him through this didn’t seem to be blunting Mei’s arousal, even with the mention of her dearly departed husband. Quite the opposite. Taylor could hear a low, husky moan creeping into her voice and could taste her lust. He drank her down, hearing the words but struggling to process the implications as his focus narrowed to her body.

“I’ve had a few pets, but Lei has been very special. She grew up rich in Singapore, waited on hand and foot. Now she scrubs my floors, cooks my dinners, and paints my toenails,” Lei began to grind a little, rolling her hips. “She sleeps in a bed by my feet, begs to lick every inch of my body, and comes once a month… if she’s good. What kind of a life is that?”

It seemed like a rhetorical question, but she suddenly rose up, giving Taylor the air to breathe. She expected an answer, and he was too sex drunk to be anything other than honest.

“A wonderful life.”

“Ha, that’s right,” Mei said, lowering herself back down and patting his head. “For a certain type of person, service is the real privilege. I think you may be just such a person. But it’s important to know. When someone is young, and horny, and far away from home, they might think they crave a life when all they want is an exotic experience. That’s why I send Lei away for a few weeks a couple of times a year, to experience her old life. I want us both to know that she chooses this world, even knowing what else is out there. So now, you understand why I’ve booked you your little holiday?”

“Yes,” he gasped as she gave him room, half-understanding and just half-agreeing with anything she said.

“Hmmm. You will.”

Taylor heard the door open but couldn’t see who entered since he was still under Mei’s skirt. Still, there could only be one person who would enter this room.

“Ah, speak of the devil!”

Taylor could vaguely hear soft footsteps and could sense Lei’s presence nearby. He knew that he should have felt embarrassed and vulnerable, but Mei didn’t seem fazed by Lei’s intrusion. It had either been expected or Clearly, all three of them were in this together. invited. He would take his lead from her.

“Ah, little Lei. Since you’re here, you can help a little. I want you to hike up his dress and get me my wand.”

Mei stood up, towering over him on the bed as she took off her skirt, top, and bra. The sudden light hurt, and the sudden absence of her pussy hurt more, but it was worth it to get to look up at Lady Mei in all of her glory. Her thighs were soft, thick, and smooth, and her breasts were full and round. Taylor had a moment to take in the rest of the room, seeing Lei at the bedside cabinet in her usual slutty-traditional maid attire, before Mei sat down heavily on his chest. It knocked the wind out of him again, and brought his attention back to her grinning face.

“Do you like my bush?” she asked, bringing herself close to his face but just, just out of reach. She was shorn of hair around her intimate areas, save for a thick but well-trimmed mound of hair just above her vulva.

“Yes, I love it.”

“Then kiss it.”

She angled herself so that he could plant gentle kisses on her pubic hair, teasing him with her proximity. The scent of her body was utterly intoxicating. Taylor felt on the verge of tears, whether from gratitude or frustration he didn’t know.

“Most ladies here don’t shave at all. As much as I enjoy having someone eat my hairy pussy, I’ve become rather fond of a nice trim. It lets me feel the tongue a little more. Shaving me is one of Lei’s favorite tasks. I think of it as her preparing her own dinner,” Mei laughed, stroking his head. “Of course, I’m sure you would eat whatever I gave you right now.”

Taylor opened his mouth to moan yes, but found his breath taken away as Mei slid forward to cover his mouth. He could only breathe in the scent of her exercise and arousal as she nuzzled his nose, pushing his tongue inside her more gently this time. He felt two hands on his hips as Lei began to push up his dress, revealing his aching cock in the satin panties.

“Have you controlled yourself for me? Or did you give in to temptation?”

“I controlled myself,” he gasped as she gave him just enough air.

“Let me see.”

Mei spun around quickly, positioning herself over his face as she turned towards his feet, her butt hovering over his face. She leaned forward and pulled his underwear high, tightening it around his heavy balls and running her hands over his package. He throbbed in response and, for a moment, Taylor feared that he might come right there and then.

“Big balls, leaking precum. Maybe I believe you. Lei, what do you think?”

Mei sat back, him smothering underneath her. He felt Lei’s hands on his balls through the fabric, squeezing with a clinical firmness. She assessed him for a moment while his mind whirred and body screamed out in perverse pleasure.

“I believe him.”

“Good, then he can have his reward. Use the vibrator on him. And you, boy, you can thank me with your tongue.”

She reached back and took hold of his pigtails, using them like handles to drive his face deeper into her. His nose came to rest on her asshole, filling his nostrils with her musky, feminine scent while his tongue worked furiously to pleasure her pussy. He trusted her implicitly, but part of him did wonder how he was going to breathe. Any such thoughts disappeared as he felt a sudden vibration running through his cock and balls. Pleasure began to emanate through his body and suddenly he was fighting just to maintain control.

“I’m sure you’ve learned a lot about yourself on this journey. It’s clear to me that you have submissive tendencies. Maybe, one day, after college, you might come visit me again. But at the same time, you’re so young. And thanks to my cruel request, which you so impressively delivered on, you are so, so horny. That can play tricks on your mind. So, I’m going to drain you and then send you away to have some fun. Clear balls and a clear mind. Drink with some boys, flirt with some girls. After that, you will know whether you really want a life of service, or if you’re just a bit kinky. A worshipper, or a weekend warrior. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he said.

Taylor’s mind understood the shape of what she was saying, the enormity of it, but in truth he would have said yes to anything in that moment. Lei was running the vibrator over his most sensitive areas and then removing it, a cruel tease that was at least helping him not shame himself by exploding instantly. He focused on licking Mei, finding a rhythm with his tongue as she ground her ass against his nose.

As usual, Lady Mei seemed able to read his mind.

“Don’t feel the need to hold back, you’ve earned this release. You don’t have to be embarrassed. And don’t worry. If you think this is all over when you come… well, it isn’t. It’ll be over when I say.”

Taylor moaned into her, an animalistic sound of acceptance. He didn’t know why he was trying not to come, but if Mei said it was OK, then it was OK. Lei seemed to follow along, turning up the power of the wand and running it all over his most sensitive spots. Mei reached under his hiked-up, pulled askew dress and began playing with nipples, tugging and pulling at them, driving him to heights of libidinal pleasure that he had never experienced before.

“Go on, let go. I know that feels good on your cock, your little clitty. I want to see the cum soak through the satin. Cum. Cum for me!”

Taylor was beyond shame, beyond embarrassment. He had spent so long trying to be normal and trying to be a man, but Mei didn’t care about any of that. She didn’t care that he was himself, as long as he gave that self to her. It was a freeing feeling, an emotional release almost on par with the physical release that his body craved.

It was a shaking, explosive orgasm that seemed to lift him suddenly out of his body before dropping him back to Earth. Weeks of denial had wound him up, and now he snapped like a overtightened spring. His body gave in as spurt after spurt of cum escaped him, filling the panties with warm liquid, making him writhe against his restraints. He felt like he was crying, with only the presence of Mei’s pussy keeping him from weeping freely. Licking her allowed him to stay just grounded enough to afford him one last, unnecessary vestige of masculine pride.

“Look at that, you made a little mess,” Mei giggled, sounding much younger than her 40-odd years. She was always so reserved, but this kind of game seemed to be her way of letting loose. “Keep licking, thank me for your release. I don’t want you to think we’re finished just because you are.”

She grabbed his pigtails and started to ride his face, swiping across his features as if they were nothing more than little toys for her amusement. Any thought of subtlety was gone as he licked furiously, tasting whatever part of her landed across his tongue. She bounced and gyrated, his nose pressing painfully against her ass, at times threatening to penetrate that most intimate of holes. His jaw ached and he could barely breathe, but the idea of stopping never crossed his mind. Taylor could still feel his cock twitching, the last of his cum dribbling out, soaking him and his underwear. As Mei screamed in orgasmic bliss, soaking his mouth and chin, he realized that he was utterly broken and that there was nowhere he would rather be.

“Ahhh, that was delicious,” Mei purred, her hips beginning to slow. Taylor stopped licking but still planted kisses on her thighs and lips, hoping that the soft sensations would help bring her down gently from her high.

“It was delicious,” she continued, “but I’m not done. I’ve become rather spoiled, rather greedy. Much like your foreign corporations, I just want more, more, more, and I don’t want to wait. One of the many wonderful things about being a woman, one of the things that makes us superior, in my eyes, is that we can have multiple orgasms, one after another. In fact, they get better, stronger and, fair warning, wetter, each time. Lei, pass me that wand and go to your bed.”

Mei knelt up, giving him just enough space to see as she brought the head of the wand to her clit. She was dripping wet, with long strings of her juices falling from her to his face. Taylor opened his mouth, ready to receive anything she had to offer.

He heard Lei shuffling onto her mattress just before the whirring sound of the vibrator kicked in. Mei lowered herself so that she wasn’t quite smothering him, hovering just tantalizingly out of reach. She shuffled forward a little and reached back with one hand to spread her cheeks.

“Lick.”

Taylor had always been a bit of a germophobe. Even when he had been in the depths of a late-night dorm room porn sesh, he had found it hard to imagine a scenario in which he would want to lick that dirtiest place. Now, though, he didn’t hesitate.

“Good boy,” she purred, lowering herself onto him. “Swirl your tongue around. Tickle me with your tongue.”

He followed her instructions to the letter. The taste, a mixture of arousal and sweat rather than anything worse, was just as enjoyable as her pussy, and he loved the feeling of her hole tensing and releasing as he teased her most sensitive spot.

“Lei would love to be involved in this, in literally any way. Holding the wand, sucking my nipples, licking the sweat out from in between my toes. She just lives for the chance to give me pleasure. Isn’t that right, pet?”

Taylor heard a moan from the end of the bed, a primal sound of need and arousal. He pictured her curled up there underneath them both, listening to her mistress as she used another slave, perhaps with a hand between her thighs. He wondered for a moment when Lei last got release, and what depths of denial she had been taken to by Mei, before the thoughts faded into the background.

“It’s my body she’s obsessed with, but she’s loyal. Well-trained. She’s so loyal that she would even suck your little clit if I told her too. She would slup your little mess right out of the fabric if I told her, too,” she laughed, sounding exactly like one of those capricious, all-powerful queens he had read about. “But I won’t. I want this moment to be between me and you. When you remember it in years to come, it’ll be me you think of. My body, my voice, my nectar. Now, stick your tongue in deeper.”

Taylor’s mouth was aching with effort, but he did as he was told. With his tongue stiffened, he pushed up as hard as he could with his neck, trying to penetrate her hole as she rode him, the vibrations running from her body through his cheekbones. He could feel her body tense above him and could tell she was close. He had little experience, but he could sense that this orgasm would be explosive.

“I’m your queen, and you’re my white slave. Say it. Say it.”

“You’re my queen. I’m your slave. You’re white slave,” he gasped as she gave him just enough air. Taylor knew it was a fantasy, but he wanted it to be true. In that moment, a million images ran through his mind, of him in a collar, in a cage, at her feet, while she lounged on a throne like the royalty she was.

“That’s right,” she moaned, her voice tight with effort as she held herself on the edge. “Now open wide. I want you to drink me down. Every last drop.”

After a short moment that seemed to last a lifetime, she exploded. Always so controlled, now was the moment that Lady Mei finally let go. Moans turned to screams as she unleashed her pent-up energy, her orgasm ripping through her body. Her release was total, with squirt after squirt of her warm juices hitting Taylor’s helpless but willing face. He kept his mouth open as he was told, swallowing as much as he could as it filled and escaped from his mouth. His mind could recognize that the flavor was complex, sweet and acrid all at once, and to some it would have been disgusting. To him, though, it was sweeter and more floral than any local tea. He would have drunk it down by the gallon if he could have.

Mei’s orgasm seemed to last forever, but eventually she slowed and quieted down, her legs twitching on either side of his head as she began to regain some control of her body. She stayed hovering above him as the last of her cum landed on his face, shaking her hips to encourage every last drop to fall.

“When I said every last drop, I meant it. Now, clean me up.”

Mei sat down heavily on his face once again, grinding her pussy hard against him. He tried to lick, but all that was really required of him was to lie there with his mouth open and tongue out as she rode his face. Her slick crack swiped his nose again and again as she dragged herself across his face. With a giggle, she began moving side to side and all around, spreading her juices over every inch of him. He wasn’t even being used as a sex toy anymore, much less a partner. She was using him like a cum rag, an object designed to clean up her mess. The thought made his cock twitch, threatening to get hard in his cum-stained panties.

She took her time disgracing his face, but eventually rolled off to the side with an exhausted, satisfied sigh. Taylor felt a sense of pride that he had managed to give this gorgeous goddess such pleasure, even if his contribution had mostly consisted of being a willing tongue. He was aware what a perverse feeling that was to have, given his current situation. Tied to a bed, hair in pigtails and body in a hiked up dress, his cock half-hard in a set of silky panties, his cold cum congealed around him, his face a mess of cum and spit and sweat. He had bowed and scraped for this older woman. He had cooked and cleaned and rubbed her feet. Who could feel proud of that?

Well, he did. His feelings might not make sense in the cold light of day, they might seem mad to someone who hadn’t experienced them, but they were his. He was done denying them. If this is who he was, so be it.

“You look blissful,” Mei said softly, caressing his face. “It’s beautiful. Can I take a picture? Just a Polaroid, a one-off. Not for me, for you to keep. To remember this perfect moment.”

Taylor nodded, not even bothering to entertain the possibility that this was some ruse. If Mei wanted to blackmail, hurt or humiliate him, she could. She could have broken him 1000 times over. He trusted her implicitly, in judgement and motivation. If she said he would want a photo, then she was right.

She took a Polaroid camera from the ever attentive Lei and stood over him, looking like a giantess despite her slight frame. With her foot planted firmly on his chest, she snapped a quick picture of her defeated prey, thankful and broken. She shook the picture and showed it to him as it developed and came into view. He looked just as slutty and ridiculous as he had thought, but even he had to admit he had never looked this good. Depraved, degraded, utterly used, and yet completely in his rightful place. It would be an object for him to treasure forever.

Mei got off the bed and made her way over to her wardrobe on unsteady legs. She picked out a large, fur dressing down that Taylor had never seen before and wrapped herself in it before making her way to the high-backed chair in the corner, sitting on it like some warrior queen. Looking around the room, she surveyed the scene and seemed to enjoy it. Lei on her knees, the camera and photo on the bedside table, and Taylor still tied down. This was her kingdom and she was in complete control.

“Pet, untie our guest and then run me a bath. After that you can change the sheets. I don’t mind if you want to smell them, but just make sure my bed is clean and ready.”

Mei stretched out as Lei untied him. Taylor shook off his aching limbs and sat up, completely unable to stop staring at Mei as she lounged in post-coital bliss. He felt physically drained, but the way she had kept using him had been so exhilarating that it had kept him in that submissive headspace. His sexual energy wasn’t spent, it had just been redirected.

“Are you good?” Mei asked.

“Yes. That was… amazing,” he said, aware that he didn’t have the vocabulary to describe what he had just experienced. Mei smiled, her eyes full of understanding.

“Good. Now come be my footstool. The floor is a little cold.”

She threw a pillow on the ground and pointed expectantly, her desire to dominate clearly not blunted by her release. And why would it be? This was who she was, and it ran through every fiber of her being. Taylor got on the floor in front of her, kowtowing and offering his back.

“You know, I’ve had guests before,” Mei said, placing her soft soles on his bare back. “But no one has ever thrown themselves into it like you. You were so open. You learned so quickly.”

“I feel…” Taylor stopped, unsure if he should say what his mouth was trying to get out.

“Go on.”

“I feel like I belong. I feel like I want to stay here forever. With you.”

His words were honest, but he was aware of how childish they sounded. He half-expected Mei to laugh at him, but when she spoke, it was with kindness in her voice.

“That’s exactly why you need to leave, my sweet little houseguest. You need to have your holiday, finish your schooling, and then…,” she paused, seeming for once unsure of exactly what to say. “And then you’ll know what you really want.”

Taylor began to speak, but a little touch of pressure on his back stopped him.

“Shh. Don’t talk. Just think.”

So that’s what he did. Lying there beneath her feet, he thought and reflected and accepted. He had learned so much since he was here, but Taylor finally felt like he understood.

***

The day for him to leave came too soon. Mei walked him to the car, chatting serenely. She was more talkative than usual, and he was glad of it. It distracted him, making it easier to stop tears or panic welling up inside him. He fancied that she might be feeling the same. He knew that she was sad to see him go.

Sun waited by the open door, the hint of an encouraging smile on his usually stoic face. The house behind them was silent, already seeming distant, like something from a dream. Taylor adjusted his grip on the suitcase. It felt  light, although Mei had insisted on helping him buy new clothes for his trip around the party hotspots of Southeast Asia. She insisted that he should look the part, and he wasn’t going to argue with her on that.

“I’ll send a few extras to your dorm, along with your old things,” Mei said. “The dress. Some books. Things to remember me by.”

His pulse skipped. Those things belonged to a version of him that didn’t exist back home, and the thought of them arriving there made his stomach turn pleasantly. They would be proof that this was real. That, and the photo that he had well hidden in the pages of a book.

She reached into her handbag and pulled something out, slipping it into his hand.

“This one you’ll take with you. I don’t want you to spend too much time alone, but just in case.”

She closed his hand around the bundle of fabric and squeezed. He didn’t look. He didn’t need to. He could sense that they were her panties, recently worn. A warmth lingered as his fingers closed, and with it a quiet, steady sense of possession that surprised him. It felt like she had given him an anchor to ground him, to remind him where she was.

“Thank you,” he said. “For everything.”

He took her hand and kissed it, breathing in her jasmine aroma. She inclined her head, satisfied. Sun opened the door wider. Taylor got in before he did something embarrassing.

As it shut, he glanced back.

Lei stood in the doorway. She held his gaze without lowering her eyes. There was no farewell in her expression, only familiarity. As if he were stepping out briefly, not leaving. Mei’s standing invitation for him to come back anytime had seemed fantastical at first, but as he looked at both the women, he could see that he would be welcome.

The car pulled away.

Taylor leaned back, breathing evenly, aware of the weight in his pocket. He thought of the girls back home he’d once tried to impress, the versions of himself he’d rehearsed for them. They felt distant now, flimsy. Whatever he was meant to be, it wasn’t that.

He didn’t know when he’d return, but he knew where he belonged.
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