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“Show a little more leg.” I dragged my fingertips along Chloe’s smooth, toned thigh. Her skin was invitingly warm, soft, smooth, almost buttery. She smiled at me with her demure Asian mouth, her white teeth glistening underneath. 

She appreciated my touch. I was her first man. Her only. 

I met her when she was a nineteen-year-old college student — still a virgin — and I was a thirty-year-old professor at Hong Kong University. 

A lot of my HKU students were hot. They knew they were hot. But Chloe had a certain obliviousness. She didn’t know she was hot. She was undercover hot. She didn’t wear makeup. She didn’t even imagine that I, along with her classmates, stared at her nipples under her t-shirt, or her long, toned legs emerging from her jean shorts, or her smile that made me shiver if I dared to look at her while I was teaching class.

Maybe it was wrong to date my student. But we were both adults, she a fresh nineteen and I an almost-fresh twenty-nine. I was in Hong Kong for only three years. I didn’t care what anyone thought, and the transgression was a bit of a thrill. Yes, I was fucking one of my college students. So what. If other men stared at us and wondered whether this young woman was my student — why yes, yes she was. 

Back then, Chloe had been too innocent to even know that she shouldn’t have been dating her professor. By the time she realized it, we were already in love, and I was ready to take her back to the US and marry her.

None of my friends had a wife like Chloe. Their wives were regular women, Janets and Sheilas and Dakotas they’d met in high school or at the office. In their thirties, their wives were already well into mom jeans. Nobody stared at their wives. Everybody stared at my wife. 

Five years after we’d initially met, Chloe was twenty-four, reaching full womanly bloom, still young, but no longer a girl. Her breasts, hips and ass filled out to her full feminine potential. Other men threw stares at us harder than ever as Chloe, all legs and ass and tits, walked through the city, or even through a store.

“Honey, my dress already shows so much.” She gave me that naughty grin. Dimples formed at the edges of her mouth, just where her jet-black hair met her face. “You want me to show even more?” She knew exactly how much her dress showed, and how much I liked to watch other guys stare at her.

“It’s just that—” I looked at her the way I always did when we were going out. “It’s just that I want other guys to appreciate your hotness too.”

“You know they do.” Chloe showed me the entirety of her long, slim legs. They were just barely the color of light honey. She ran her fingernail up to her thigh, then slapped her own ass cheek and giggled. “Guys stare at me even if I just wear a sweatsuit.”

“That was how this all started.” I laughed. “Guys were staring at you even when you were just at the library with me back in Hong Kong.”

“And you love to watch them fuck me with their eyes.” Chloe grinned and rolled her eyes at me. She gave my ass a light slap. “You naughty boy.”

“Of course they stare at you. You’re the hottest woman in town. In the state.” I cleared my throat and corrected myself. “In the universe. Of course I want to show you off.”

“Well, honey.” Chloe pushed up her firm Asian breasts inside her bra. They weren’t huge, but they were definitely above-average for an Asian. When she was little, the other girls in Hong Kong had made fun of her. “I admit I enjoy the way you show me off and other men eye-fuck me.” She adjusted her dress so her cleavage was screaming at the world. Her breasts looked even bigger than usual.

That was true. That was how it all had started. I noticed how much guys stared at her lustfully at the grocery store, at the gas station, even when she was with me. Their eyes couldn’t stay off of her. 

“Are you almost ready to go out?” I asked Chloe. I pulled up the Uber app on my phone. We were going to the 33 Club, a fancy lounge on top of the tallest skyscraper in the city. 

“Aren’t you forgetting something, honey?” Chloe put her hand on her hip. The shape of her body was amazing: her womanly hips jutted out from her size 26 waist. “I need to get more excited before we can go out.”

“I never forget that.” I smiled at her and dropped down to my knees. She walked up to me until her slim, toned thighs were at my cheeks. I lifted up her skirt to the sight of her white lace panties. 

Gently, I pulled the panties aside. I deeply inhaled her smell: soap and water, but also that unmistakable scent of a woman in heat. She must’ve been anticipating the evening thanks to our naughty little conversation. Her juicy little Asian pussy was already wet.

I kissed her labia lips with my lips. She sighed deeply and standing above me, grabbed my ears, one in each hand. 

I put my tongue out, flat, until it touched her labia, then pushed it inside her pussy. She was warm and wet. I licked her to give her the arousal she needed. I greedily inhaled her pussy scent for myself and slurped on her pussy juices like I’d just crawled through the Sahara.

“That’s enough!” She almost screamed through her quick breaths. Her face flushed red. She pulled up her lace panties. Semi-propriety. “I don’t want to run out of steam before we get to Club 33.” She gave me that knowing smile again, dimples and all. Her lips — the ones on her mouth—were swollen pink.

I ordered an Uber. Three minutes away. I tried to somehow pat down my erection so it wouldn’t be so obvious in my slacks. Chloe reached out with her long fingers and red fingernails and slapped at my crotch. “Horny boy!” She laughed at my cock bulge.

The Uber pulled up in front of our house and Chloe walked out first. I watched her tight, toned Asian ass and her long, slim legs in her dress as she walked to the car. She opened the rear door and got in with her left leg first, giving a view of her white panties. My dick was doing backflips in my pants. It always did when I saw her, especially when she was out in public where other men could see. 

I already noticed the Uber driver checking her out in the rear-view mirror. He pulled out onto the main road, his eyes obviously on Chloe more than on the road.

“Ahh.” Chloe leaned back in her seat. She held her fingers to her breasts. Her fingers lay on her nipples. She casually flicked her nipples until they stood rock hard, like big pink mushrooms covered by a sheer layer of fabric. She definitely wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Shit!” The driver slammed on the brakes and swerved to avoid hitting the car directly in front. 

“Were you not watching the road?” Chloe smiled at him. Her red fingernails were still absentmindedly flicking her nipples through her sheer dress.

“I’m sorry, ma’am.” Sweat rolled down the driver’s cheek. “I was just—”

“It’s alright.” Chloe clicked her tongue at him. “You were checking me out?”

“I’m so sorry.” The driver grabbed a napkin and patted some sweat off his face. 

“It’s quite alright.” Chloe smiled at him, then folded one leg over the other. The driver’s rear-view mirror got a full view of her perfectly shaped, honey-colored Asian legs. She was only an occasional jogger, but she had the kind of slim, toned, long legs a woman normally needed to run marathons for.

“Oh shit.” The driver sounded like he was hyperventilating. He turned the AC temperature down to sixty-five degrees. He clutched the steering wheel like it was going to run away from him. Every time he looked back in the mirror at Chloe, he grinded his teeth a little and gripped the steering wheel harder.

Chloe had grown to love this kind of attention. When she had been my English student back in Hong Kong, she was embarrassed when guys were obviously checking her out. After three years in the US, she clearly enjoyed being eye-fucked by strange men.

Even back when I was teaching in Hong Kong, when Chloe was a Hong Kong University student wearing glasses and carrying a Hello Kitty backpack, she was stunning. The Hong Kong sized clothes couldn
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