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I’ve said it before. The internet made getting
ass much too easy.
This particular event happened some years ago when I was doing
short-term contract work all over the USA. My contracts would last
a couple of weeks, up to around six weeks at the most. I worked on
Microsoft networks primarily, and most of what I did involved
security for the network.

I got an email asking me if I was interested
in going on a three-week contract in Arlington, Virginia. I had
relatives in Fairfax, which was somewhat close by, so I agreed. The
way it usually worked was that they’d reimburse me for my expenses,
and I stayed in a Hilton or Hyatt close by the work location.

I hadn’t the slightest idea where I could
find some carnal satisfaction in that area, but I figured they must
have an Asian Health Spa or similar nearby.

In this case, my co-worker told me that the
company was requesting that I stay in some short-term housing that
was conveniently located just down the road from their business.
Apparently, they needed me to be available on a minute’s notice and
they were paying extra for that. My contract rate was going to
almost double with this temporary job, so I figured
what the
hell?

Matt, the guy who was showing me around the
company and getting me situated was eager to hang out for lunch and
dinner and I usually got back to the little house around 8 p.m. due
to after dinner drinks. Matt was grooming me. No, I don’t mean he
was trying to get into my pants. I could tell he wanted me to come
work for his company. Network security guys were in high demand and
they needed someone like me around full-time.

He casually floated some numbers around to
see if they tempted me at all, and yeah, I had to admit that
earning more than two times what my current take was definitely
interesting.

It was October and
getting chilly. Coming from the deep south, I was constantly cold
in the office they provided me because they kept the temperature in
the building down to around 65°F! That was long-johns weather for
me!

I had been in
Arlington just two days and already I wanted to find the Asian
Health Spa.

I found one on
Google and called for directions. The lady spoke English well, but
with a heavy Korean accent. Perfect.

I arrived in my
rental Honda Civic and the woman met me at the door.

“Ah, you comy for
girl!”

Yes, yes. I spoke to
you on the phone, I’m sure.”

Come in, come in, we
have waiting girl for you.

As I came into the
dimly lit red room, I could see nobody else. It looked like a
living room.

Sit down, I get
Kim.

Of course you will.
Wasn’t every Korean girl named Kim?

I sat on the old
too-soft couch and looked around. It was as if a grandmother lived
in this place. It wasn’t decorated with anything newer than forty
years ago. There seemed to be a thick layer of dust on everything,
except the Nang Kwak shrine and altar in the middle of the one
wall. The red lights bounced off the red walls of the shrine and
the incense burned gently, putting out the smell of sandalwood at a
nice pace.

I hoped nobody else
would come in because I hated to see other whoremongers in these
places. It always made me feel like one too. I liked to think of
myself as somewhat better. Though obviously I was exactly that. A
desperate for sex guy who thought the best way to get it was to go
pay for it somewhere.

I heard high heels
walking toward me on the hard tile floor.

BAM! Just like that,
this huge Korean girl, no more than eighteen years of age, stood
before me on the opposite side of the room.

Her breasts were
gigantic and still bouncing a bit, though she’d stopped walking a
second ago. They stuck out far due to the magic of whatever sort of
wire-mesh bra she must have had on. Her tits were so big that they
dwarfed her stomach, then her hips popped out dramatically. She
would have been a dramatic hit in Harlem with those watermelon tits
and huge ass.

Her shirt was tucked
tightly into some sort of plaid skirt almost like a schoolgirl’s
uniform. The skirt was mid-thigh and she had thick, but
proportional legs with small calves.

She smiled and
looked into my eyes from ten feet away, you know, once my eyes
stopped roaming all over her body! She was looking for my reaction.
I think my face showed astonishment at that point.

I had been thinking
before I walked through the door that every Korean place I’d ever
been to had middle-aged girls who’d been in the USA for a decade at
least offering pussy for cash under the guise of massage shops or
health spas. The girls were always thin, and they were always at
least moderately good looking. I can’t remember ever turning around
and walking out the door when I saw the selection of girls
available in a particular spa.

Here there didn’t
seem to be any selection.

This young girl just
stood there looking at me and smiling, showing her perfect white
teeth behind cherry red lipstick.

I smiled back.

My eyes went back
down to her tits and stayed there.

“Wow, what a lovely
surprise! Are you going to give me my massage?” I talked directly
at her tits from across the room.

“Yes, I do
massagee.”

Her tits straining
against that low-cut white satin button down shirt held me
mesmerized. I could clearly see half of the top of her breasts.
They were full and fat. She was rather tall too for a Korean. I
decided she probably had come over to the USA a few years before as
a teen and ate like a fiend and grew all over, just like an
American girl would.

She walked over,
high heels clicking under the weight of her, and took my hand as I
stood up. She was standing too close as I rose, and my arm brushed
her heavy left globe. I could feel the weight of it.

Now, you may not
have read the other thirty books I’ve written about my sexual
adventures, but I’ll tell you now. Very few of them involve any
BBWs. In fact, this was what I would call my first BBW. No wait.
There was that girl in Florida that was borderline. This Korean
chick was a new level of heavy for me, of huge for me, and yet her
face was so sweet and her tits SO inviting, that I was prepared to
go the distance with this and see what happened. I love new
adventures, and this was definitely breaking new ground. I figured
she was something like 180 lbs. that was certainly a record for
me!

Little did I know
what sort of other new ground I’d be breaking the following
week.

Kim led me to a
simple room with a massage table in the center of the room covered
in white towels. Her perfume was something fruity, I think
strawberries. I wondered if she had lubed herself up with something
edible.

Unlike most other
spas, she remained in the room as I removed my clothes. That
sucked, because it meant I couldn’t put my tiny camera wrapped up
in my clothes on the chair by the wall!

She smiled as she
looked at my cock pop out of my underwear. My meat was hanging down
heavily at a thirty-degree angle and was about half-filled with
blood. I could tell it wasn’t going to take much at all to get me
going one hundred percent with this girl. I was excited about the
novelty of playing around with an eighteen-year-old Korean BBW. It
was another one for the diary!

Instead of wrapping
the towel around, I stepped up onto the massage table and sat
upright. Kim came over and put her hand on my chest to push me
down. Instead, I pulled her face to mine and kissed her mouth a few
times while she struggled. Spa girls don’t like to lose control
over the situation. They like to keep it going with a smooth
execution of the plan that was drilled into their heads by the
mamasan for safety and for a good customer experience.

For me, I wasn’t
going to have a good experience unless I was in charge and I doing
what I wanted. After fighting me a little bit, she finally leaned
in and I grabbed the back of her head to pull her face into mine.
We kissed passionately and I could feel her heavy tits on my
thighs. She was at exactly that height.

My dick climbed up
her shirt and I had a raging monster boner within a minute.

I grabbed her right
hand and wrapped it around my cock as I went straight for her gash
to see how worked up I could get her. We were skipping any
semblance of a massage; she knew that now. She still wasn’t done
trying to get the upper hand over me though because that’s what she
was taught to do.

Again she tried to
gently push me down on the bed. Instead, I got up off the massage
table and turned her around.

“You get up there.
Take off your skirt first.”

She looked at me
like she didn’t know if she was supposed to do this. She was
questioning in her mind whether to let me take control of the
situation or protest.

I stepped up close
to her and put my right hand down her pants, under her dainty
underwear and right down her shaven slit to reach her warm hole.
She gasped, breathing in deep and looking at me with total
submission. She wasn’t going to be any more problem; I was sure of
it.

Spa girls like to
dictate what is happening because it limits the time they are
actually intimate with you. If they go through the motions with the
back massage, front massage, and even head massage or walking on
your back there is precious little time to get to the good stuff
that you paid for.

I rubbed the inside
and outside of her pussy lips right at the entrance to her magic V
and she breathed heavily, and her knees buckled a couple of
times.

“Get up on the
table, I’m not going to tell you again…”

She looked at me
with surprise. She definitely understood everything I was saying,
and the harsh accent may have only been a ploy. She understood
English quite well.

I pulled my finger
out of her snatch and she climbed up on the table, ass first. I
helped her turn around to lay lengthwise, and then found the
adjustment to lower her head a bit more.

I walked around
behind her head and reached up to free her giant juggs from her
tiny but super-tough bra. Her tits were monstrous, I just couldn’t
get over an Asian girl with tits like this. As I played with them
my cock bounced on her face and side of the head.

“You know why your
head is down there, right?”

“Mmm hmm.”

“Show me how good
you can suck my hairy cock with your hot sexy mouth Kim.”

She said nothing
more and opened her mouth to take my shaft over her tongue and to
the back of her throat. Almost instantly deep throating me! I was
impressed as hell! Where’d she learn that at eighteen? Oh. Right.
Let’s not forget, she was probably doing
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