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I always was attracted to Asian women. Call me a freak, or it something else, like a sexual fetish, but there was something about their eyes that captured me. As a African American, I always felt disadvantaged when I attempted to date an Asian American in the states. They always seemed turned off by me, and only wanted to date other Asians or white people. 

I couldn’t understand why. I was a good looking black man at the age of twenty six. I had a muscular build, a steady job, not to mention a big cock. I should be at the top of a list for an Asian woman, yet I was ignored. 

I sighed after, not getting a DM from an Asian chick I attempted to reach out to on a dating app. I was having no luck and I looked to my roommate, Devin. He was black like me and was playing video games, mashing buttons on his controller. 

“Yo, is it me? Do I scare Asian women? All my life, all I wanted to be with was an Asian woman. Black women and white women can’t get enough of me, yet when I ask an Asian out they scatter like cockroaches .” I sighed and sat down on the couch next to him. 

My roommate laughed, “that’s because your black, Rashad...” his eyes didn’t stray from the tv screen as he played the first person shooter. 

“So? I see Asian women date black men all the time.”

“Yeah, but those women are usually foreign. They ain’t American. The American ones know better than to date us. Their parents warn them to stay away, but the foreign ones...” he smacked his lips. “The foreign ones all they want is a green card. They don’t care what you look like as long as your American.”

“Really?”

“Yep.”

“How do you know?”

“My uncle...he married a Filipino chick.”

“Really? Do they like black men?”

He shrugged. “They like the citizenship. I doubt they care about him being black.”

“Huh, and how did your uncle meet this lady?”

“I think it was some Asian dating site. He had to pay like a thousand dollars to get access. However, every woman there was down with the swirl. It was his pick of the litter, if you catch my drift. From there, he flew to the Philippines to meet her, and they met up. A couple months later they applied for a K1 visa, got married and now they’re living here in the states.”

“Damn, it’s that easy?”

“Yeah.”

“What’s your uncle’s number? I need to get the name of that site?” I grinned. 
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Grabbing my credit card, I entered the information into the payment screen of the Asian women dating service. A thousand dollars seemed high, but it was well worth the cost to find my Asian wife. 

After talking to Devin’s uncle, he gave me the website and told me it was well worth the cost. He explained that after paying the fee, there would be other associated costs like booking airfare and lodging to see my future wife, and also having to pay legal fees to get her visa, but I didn’t sweat that stuff as I had a high paying job, and only had a roommate to save up money for a house. I knew Devin wasn’t going to be happy that I was moving out if I found a wife, but honestly, I didn’t care. I wanted this badly. I wanted to have an Asian woman on my arm, I wanted to love and be with her. I wanted her to be mine. I was willing to make the sacrifice. 

I created my profile, uploaded a picture of myself and then started browsing the women listed on the site. There were several sexy women listed. Most were around twenty to thirty years old. Some women had kids from previous relationships while others didn’t. I focused on women who didn’t have any children. It’s not like I wouldn’t want my own, I just didn’t want to deal with the extra baggage of a baby daddy. 

I scanned about a dozen dating profiles until I came to a woman named Dalisay Abad. She was gorgeous with dark beige skin, deep brown eyes you could get lost in and her slim figure was perfect, as she had nice looking tits and a tight ass. My cock pulsed at her beauty and I clicked on her image to read more about her. 

She was twenty two, and came from a small village. She didn’t have any kids, and was currently working at a restaurant to save money to buy her own restaurant. She wanted to be a chef and dreamed of the day she could visit America. On her preference in men she only listed American, so at least I had that going for me. I grinned and eagerly reached out to her. 
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