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I own and operate Lily’s Asian Massage Parlor in a nondescript storefront in San Francisco. We’re an Asian massage parlor, an AMP, yes, a jack shack, a happy ending parlor. I’ve been running this place for the past eight years, ever since Harry, my American army husband, passed away and left me this plot of land and the commercial building on it. I could have just rented it out, but I wanted to start my own business. And I wanted a business that would make my customers happy. I knew that Harry occasionally visited Asian massage parlors like this one, so what better way to honor his memory than to start Lily’s Massage?

All my girls are special to me, and each of them has a story to tell. This story is about Minsook, Min for short, perhaps the most classically beautiful girl who has ever worked at Lily’s. Minsook had a real Korean star model quality to her. As beautiful as she was, she was also inexperienced, having only been with one boyfriend back in Korea, and a less-than-satisfying one at that. Min had never even had an orgasm when she arrived at Lily's. That all changed during one very special and very intimate afternoon Min had with one of our regular customers, Ted. This is the story of that special afternoon.

Minsook was the prettiest girl in the shop. At 5’6” with long legs, soft yet perky Asian breasts, and a rear end that wouldn’t quit, just the sight of her coming to work in the morning brought a line of male customers to the shop. She had been a nightclub dancer in Korea—gyrating in a bikini in front of rich businessmen for occasional 20,000 won (about $20) tips. Her hard, toned body, long, athletic legs, and generously soft natural breasts made her perfect for the job. A flash of her slim, toned midriff and perfectly vertical navel  back at the club was enough to make men throw their Korean won at her. But $20 at a time was not enough money for Minsook, and at the age of twenty-six, she decided to come to America in search of bigger money. Friends and relatives introduced Minsook to Lily’s Massage as a place where she could make that big money, while having fun with new American men, and maybe even meeting the love of her life.

Sure, Minsook had suitors back in Korea. A girl with her looks couldn’t avoid it. But a blessing is also a curse. The guys back in Korea would be interested in Min only as long as her looks lasted. She knew that if she gained a few pounds, or a few wrinkles, those guys would be gone in a flash. That’s why she stayed single. What’s the point of a long-term relationship if there’s nothing long-term about it?

Minsook knew that working in an Asian massage parlor, she’d meet a wide selection of men, and she hoped that maybe one of them could become more than just a customer. Lily’s Massage was perfect for that goal. The parlor did provide erotic massage, but it wasn’t the kind of shop where the masseuses are nearly naked when you walk in. Customers didn't think of the Lily's girls as hookers. The girls at Lily’s didn’t initiate sexual massage. They waited for the right moment and the right customer, and if it happened, it happened. If not, then not. If a customer just wanted a nonsexual massage, that was perfectly fine with Lily’s. It was a massage shop, after all, not a brothel. If the customer wanted a sexual massage, that was fine too, as long as the girl was up for it. It was always up to the girl. Any sex act is a highly personal thing, and I didn’t want my girls doing anything they’re uncomfortable with. Lily’s attracted a pretty nice selection of high-class customers, and the girls got comfortable around them quite easily. 

But Minsook was a late bloomer, as far as sexual massage goes. She’d had only one boyfriend back in Korea—in fact, when he dumped her is when she decided to come to America to work at Lily’s to get back to him and get richer than he could ever be—and since arriving in America, she hadn’t so much as kissed a man. She confessed to me that she had heard about orgasms, but had never had one. Her boyfriend had never eaten her out, and had not known how to touch her to bring her to orgasm. And she was too shy to masturbate. She wanted to have an orgasm, but had never had one. She dreamed of meeting a handsome, loving man who could bring her that orgasm—but was too shy to take the first steps to make it happen.

For Minsook’s first few weeks working at Lily’s, I got used to seeing the universal look of the customers exiting the massage room with her. The customer would have a polite but frustrated smile, and almost always a visible erection poking out from his pants. Min would look slightly oblivious, but when the customer was out of sight, I’d always ask her how much the tip was, she’d say “just ok, five dollars,” or something similar—which clearly meant there were no sexual services provided. When I prodded her further on the matter, she’d tell me that the moment wasn’t right, and she wasn’t quite ready for touching a man in that way yet. The customers were alright, but none of them gave her the feeling that she wanted to be with him physically.

Min’s next customer, Ted, was one of our trusted regular customers. He was a lawyer in an office building just across the street, and he came in at least twice a week for his regular stress relief. According to him, his wife knew perfectly well what he was up to, and preferred this kind of stress relief rather than him having an affair—which is why, unlike most of our other customers, Ted proudly parked his car in front of our shop, instead of sneaking around to the back.

Ted had booked a one-hour massage with Min based solely on the photo of her that we’d posted on our shop’s website. In fact, we had gotten one of her professional dancing photos from Korea, and used that as her profile photo on our website. Our regular customers—those who had the password to access the girls’ profiles and photos—made a beeline for Minsook upon seeing that photo. They weren’t disappointed with her looks. They usually said “oh wow” when Minsook emerged to escort them to their massage. She made a point of wearing tight spandex booty shorts to show off her long, tanned Asian legs when she led customers to the room; they were usually already rock hard when they lay down on the massage table.  Ted was no different, and I saw his expectant smile when he arrived for his massage and saw Minsook coming to lead him by hand to the massage room.

He emerged from the massage room an hour later with the kinks worked out of his back, but with the telltale erection poking out of his pants of unrequited lust after a massage session with Minsook. I thanked Min for her work and asked Ted if he would mind having a chat with me in the private back room. 

“So...” I started the inquiry, and through his khaki pants I gently cradled his diamond-hard shaft in my hand. “How was your massage? No happy ending?”

“My god, I almost shot my load just from looking at her,” Ted answered. He seemed on edge, full of male and energy and at the peak of arousal, not the usual post-orgasmic glow we see on clients who have just had a good sexual release. I gave his cock a few more gentle strokes fore and aft and could feel the precum even through his pants.

“But you didn’t get any action?” I asked, both as a friend to Ted and as a shop owner interested in providing the best service.

“No action until right now with you,” Ted answered. “Min is so hot but just so innocent. She feels like a very sexy nurse. I want her, she makes me horny, but I’m afraid to do anything.”

I opened his zipper and slid my hand inside his pants, feeling my way in past the opening in the front of his boxer shorts. Ted was a few years my junior, but he probably didn’t know it. As a forty-five-year-old Korean woman, I could still hold my own, and my skills and appetite were certainly up to it. I locked the door to the back room, and finally placed my naked hand on Ted’s very erect shaft. I pulled it out of his pants so I could get a better look at it.

It was the thick, hairy cock of a forty something year old quite buff and handsome white guy, with a thickness to it that made me dream of it filling my pussy. I never went that far with the shop’s clients—but I wasn’t above providing some “relief” to them, especially if my girls had failed to deliver in that regard.

My red-polished fingernails traced lines from the base of Ted’s meat to the purple, precum-dripping tip. I held the entire shaft tightly and lovingly in my hand, while alternating light strokes and squeezes. “I want you to try again with Minsook, tomorrow afternoon, on the house. I’m going to give her some pointers before then. But for now, I want to give you some relief, just from me.” I kissed his lips lightly and I moved my hand from the shaft to his big pendulous balls. I cupped the balls in my soft, warm Asian hands, while dropping down to my knees in front of him.

I could see in the wall mirror that I still had it. My body was slim and lithe, and my long, black hair fell over my face and onto Ted’s cock. In the dark, and my few eye wrinkles obscured by my shiny black hair, I could’ve easily passed
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