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And South Korea Was Drastically Changed Forever


I was the lead singer in a four girl Korean pop band. Even though I was still young, I was already very rich and successful. I might have been the most famous celebrity in South Korea.

My band mates and I agreed that white, Caucasian men were so far superior to the Korean men who we were surrounded by all the time. My country was almost all Korean people. It might have been literally all Korean people. There may have been like, a few Chinese people among us.

An obsessed fan of mine wrote an amazing movie script for me. It was a very steamy romance movie, and it was really good. I imagined one man the entire time I read through the script. He was a white rapper from the United States. He had the bluest eyes and the coolest personality. I had one of those famous, obsessive Korean girl ultimate crushes on him. My fantasy had been to make a song with him one day, but this was much better.

He wasn’t publicly dating anyone, but I couldn’t confirm he was single. I decided to just go for it, and hope I could seduce him.

So I totally hand-picked my co-star myself, but he had no idea. I had my management team get in touch with him and tell him that they thought he would be a great fit for the role. I was super excited when he accepted the proposal.
I prepared for my role obsessively until it was time to actually film. With my man on my mind the whole time, I memorized all of my lines and figured out exactly how I wanted to deliver them. I dieted to the point of starvation to get that famous, skinny Korean girl figure. I drove my fashion experts nuts, rejecting one outfit after another after another.
I still wound up showing up late on the first day. But I do live by the saying, “It is better to arrive late than to arrive ugly.” I was on point, and ready to impress my man. I just knew I was going to love this man as much in person as I did in my fantasies.
He quickly began to feed off of my energy on set, and he became comfortable in his role as my lover. Both of our parts were emotional and madly in love with each other, so it was actually his job to show me emotional love.

And, we did fall in love on set. Well, he fell in love on set. I already loved him before all this. It was a mix of things, but passionately looking into each other’s eyes for so many hours, holding hands, and the psychological impact of repeatedly and emotionally telling each other romantic things like, “I can’t live without you,” added up and helped make him mine.

Towards the end of filming, we had a serious talk. He said, “I know you’re just acting, but you really are so attentive to me, even when the cameras are off. I want to thank you. It has been the greatest experience of my life filming this with you.” It was music to my fucking ears, and I pounced.

I said, “You know, it’s crazy. But you have done such an amazing job, I have actually been feeling the chemistry between us. I have never felt this way before... I think we should continue seeing each other.” He kind of paused, but I felt pretty good that I had done my job and he wasn’t going to reject me.

He said, “I have actually been seeing somebody. A couple of women, actually. But I would love to continue seeing you. It will be amazing getting to know you better.” He delivered those last two lines like we were still on set. I kind of evil smiled, and thought, “Holy shit. I think this film has totally gotten to his head. Let me try and finish him off.”

Sure enough, after that conversation, the sparks just flew between the two of us as we filmed the last part of the movie. Yes, I knew he felt his lines and he meant them. By the end, I think he really, “Didn’t want to live without me,” just like his character proclaimed.

It did turn out that this was pretty much it for him. He still couldn’t possibly have loved me as much as I loved him, but he was hooked on his new Korean girlfriend. I tried my best to continue the action from our movie, and it basically worked. He was a total romantic and he was completely open to my hyperbolic love for him. He did nothing but encourage my obsessive love for him, so he got a heavy dose of it.

I held out as long as I could, in an attempt to seem “not easy.” But it wasn’t long before he stuck his dick in crazy. He was actually polite and respectful, but I initiated it. It was time. The poor guy must have had blue balls from me. It was only fair. During one of our passionate kissing sessions on the couch, I opened his jeans and started playing with his cock. 

Knowing that I was probably competing with gorgeous blondes, I tried my best to give him the best blowjob of his life. I just continued the same passion that I had given him since I met him. I acted like giving him that blowjob meant everything to me. And it really did. There was nothing fake about it.

Without him moving much, I mounted his cock, facing towards him. I had him so rock hard! I put my hands on his shoulders and started riding him. Again, I imagined those damn American blondes and I tried my best to impress him with the best sex I could possibly give. 

I was getting tired and he seemed like he was almost done, so I sucked him off the rest of the way. I was delighted when he came and I swallowed his whole load after savoring it in my mouth for a minute.

I cuddled with him on the couch. I put my hand over his heart and lovingly looked him in the eye. I thought, “I HAD to have been at least competitive with white women, right? With their awesome boobs, perfect noses, and hair flowing like Lady fucking Godiva... Dreamy eyes, tall bodies, beautiful, long feet... And full fucking lips. Ugh!”

It wasn’t long before a final draft of our movie became available. I wasn’t sure it was the right move at all. But I decided I would watch it for the first time with him. I knew I would cry my eyes out, so I purposely removed all eye makeup. My eyes looked night and day worse without my eye makeup on. But like a perfect boyfriend, he didn’t comment on how shitty my eyes looked without makeup.

Sure enough, I basically cried all over him watching this movie. I might have removed my eye makeup, but I dripped and smeared the rest of my face all over him. His shirt was a reddish-beige mess. Like a perfect boyfriend, he didn’t mind, and he gave me plenty of attention, support, and understanding. He even cried with me at the most emotional moments. Any time I saw tears from him, he got my full attention, with my arm around his shoulder, soft kisses on the cheek, checking with him that he was OK... everything but the kitchen sink.

While the movie was still playing, we started having sex. I thought it was a good idea to leave it playing in the background, so I did. I tried to have sex in positions that kept my face away from him, because it must have been a mess from the crying. I could tell by how rock hard he was and the way he was moving that he wanted me bad. He pulled out and came all over my back.

At this point, I figure you think I need to relax. Everything is so important, right? I worry too much about everything, right? I have everything going for me and I should just be confident and have fun? Well, in my opinion, this edge to my personality is what made me so successful in the first place. I consider myself simply dedicated and possessing strong will power. Also, no one around me ever corrected me on anything. Everybody did nothing but encourage everything I said and did.

Basically, I live for white men. I admire white women and I am very attracted to them, but I am insanely jealous of them. I also like Korean women. I am one. And I love my female friends. But I can’t stand Korean boys. I can’t even call them men. The same way that Korean women can’t stack up against white women, Korean boys can’t stack up against white men.

Korean boys are just so feminine! I swear to God, every one of them would translate perfectly into a Korean woman with estrogen and a little bit of effort. They are meek and gentle. They are emotional and sensitive. They speak softly and politely. They are terrible socially. I don’t think I have ever spoken to a Korean boy where it wasn’t socially awkward in my entire life! Oh. And they have fucking micro penises! Not that I would know, but it’s just common knowledge.

The funny thing was that almost no one really knew me. They cheered me on passionately, made me rich, and in some cases, completely obsessed over me. But I was a selfish, egomaniac narcissist who not only didn’t give a shit about my fans, I had a lot of evil thoughts in my head.

Our movie was released to the public and it got generally awesome reviews, especially from Korean women. The movie had a huge approval rating among them. There were women who were reportedly watching the movie every day. My boyfriend was an overnight sensation in South Korea, and he instantly amassed a huge fan club of Korean girls.

Well, all of this was the goal. I made millions and millions of dollars, added to my list of life accomplishments, and introduced a beautiful white man deep into the minds of the Korean women. 

I already intended to try to get my boyfriend to marry me, but the crazy success of the movie made me realize that I better hurry up and lock him down.

As usual, I pounced on my opportunity. I made myself up to look my best, and I picked a time where I hadn’t had sex with him recently. I wanted him to be horny when I had this conversation with him, in an effort to maximize my chance of success.

I told him, “Everything really has been perfect since the moment I met you. And now you’re a huge star in South Korea. I don’t know how you feel about this, but my culture would really like to see us get married. They pretty much expect it.”

To my extreme dismay, he was hesitating and he seemed like he wasn’t so into the idea! He was trying to be gentle about it, but he was expressing that it had just been so soon that we started dating. He expressed that he was still getting to know me.

I was prepared to bargain. I had to have him. I said, “Yeah. You’re right. You still don’t realize just how cool I am. I promise I’ll make it the best decision you ever made. I have so many fans who would do anything for me. And if you’re my husband, I would help hook you up with them sometimes. I mean, if you want. Seriously, you know I’m your girl. I almost need to marry you because of how many fans want to see it happen. Yeah, seriously. We almost have to.”

He smiled, got down on one knee and asked me to marry him! I said, “Yes! Yes! Of course!” We passionately kissed. I went to the bathroom and quietly pumped my fist. I looked at myself in the mirror and I silently mouthed, “YES!” a few more times.

Oh, but I had some pretty major ambitions. Getting my white prince was just the start.

I knew I was going to need the Korean government to relax the standards for allowing foreigners to stay in the country. So, I got started on that part of my plan. You see, I wanted to liberate all the Korean women, so they too would be able to get their own beautiful white boyfriends, and have beautiful white babies.

The psychological part of my campaign was well underway. Under my influence, two of my band mates already had their own white princes, and my other band mate had broken up with her Korean boyfriend after a lot of pressure from the other three of us. One thing the four of us definitely had in common was our worship of the white man. And no. I don’t mean every lazy neckbeard, of course. You know what a beautiful man looks and acts like, right?

At the next band meeting that was private
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