In other People’s Shoes—Mr. Yi
色戒之易先生
It was a time of pleasure when I subdued her soft and slim body.  Her snowy skin along with the white bed sheet looked like a piece of pudding newly unwrapped.  Lying tenderly on the bed, she breathed with a gentle rhythm.  From the beats she puffed I could feel her comfort－or I should say－her pain in receiving such comfort, for it must be difficult for her to cope with my tough demands.  I walked to the mirror and stared at myself in that cold piece of glass.  Her red lipstick was still on my left cheek, only it was no longer warm.  Perhaps I was cold myself, cold enough to make people shiver, cold enough to freeze out people’s morality.  They called me Mr. Yi.
I was a local supporter of the Japanese puppet regime in China in the 1940s.  The Japanese were promoting ‘The movement of peace’ as an affective propaganda that promised to bring the Chinese a stable and prosperous future.  They offered me great profit and power, and I began working for them.  I admit I liked to gain power, whether to rule or to occupy, and joining the organization gave me an opportunity to do so.  I liked taking charge of everything; that’s how I was as a person.
Although the job came with many benefits, I couldn’t deny that it also brought upon a great deal of burden and pressure.  In front of the Japanese chief officers, I was no more than a common labor.  They did not think too much of me even though I did my best to satisfy their needs and live up to all their expectations.  To my Chinese compatriots, I was condemned for selling out my own people and my country.  There was no way for me to assert my pride and my masculinity.  I felt trapped and there was a secret fear inside of me. 
Fortunately, I met this young lady Ms. Wang.  She was a special woman who might not have been the most beautiful woman I had acquainted with, but would certainly rank as one the most intelligent and head-strung.  I was totally overwhelmed by her extraordinary wit and self-confidence.  And she had such beautiful fingers, like silky twigs pushing the ma-jiongs as she played with the wives of officers.  Her eyes, bright and large as crystal beads, looked as if they could actually see through my mind.  Moreover, she shined like the early sun with her snow-white skin, unlike the withered leaf which was my wife.  I couldn’t recall how long it’s been since I appreciated such a beautiful creature.  
Ms. Wang was a gift from heaven for me but she was not an easy one to give in to her feelings for me.  I cherished every single second we spent together and wanted to give her every fiber of my love.  But being in the secret service so long, I had forgotten how to pierce through the coldness and shrewdness.  I didn’t know how to be nice to people anymore.  I wanted to be close to her, so close that we almost melted into each other.  The pain of not being able to get her under my skin was almost unbearable, and the sex we had turned into a violent game of domination and submission.  Time spent with her relieved all the fatigue and frustration from work.  Every scold I received and every accursed request made by my boss turned into my demand for obedience from her, or her body.  Every penetration I made against her body was a rebuttal to my bosses and my tiring job, far beyond simple male desire.
I felt her shiver under me; she must have looked upon me as an apathetic figure who treated her body as a toy of relief.  What was more, I deprived her of her morality; she was no longer a modest and conservative lady.  I didn’t want it to turn out this way, but I just couldn’t help it.  In the mirror, I saw no lipstick but a tiny streams of tear of my own.  How I wish someone could tell me how to show love in a better way!
