

    
        
          Watching My Asian Wife: Asian Hotwife Collection Books 1-4

        

        
        
          Asian Hotwife

        

        
        
          Travis Mayfair

        

        
          Published by Travis Mayfair, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WATCHING MY ASIAN WIFE: ASIAN HOTWIFE COLLECTION BOOKS 1-4

    

    
      First edition. September 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Travis Mayfair.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393569596

    

    
    
      Written by Travis Mayfair.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Watching My Asian Wife: Asian Hotwife Collection Books 1-4

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Epilogue

Also By Travis Mayfair


​Sharing Chloe

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​One


[image: ]


“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’d 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’t contain her tits, especially on her otherwise slim frame. Even then, I loved showing her off. It was our little game.

Our little game had grown bolder and bolder. Back then, she didn’t dress especially sexy when we went out. Now we both focused on making her as sexy as possible for all men in sight to enjoy.

Chloe still smiled mischievously while watching the driver weave through traffic, sweat still pouring off his ruddy face. She had arranged her dress so the driver could see the roundness of her breasts, their curve, maybe even just a little bit of areola — and the driver was taking advantage of every chance he got. There were a few more sudden stops and swerves to avoid accidents. 

I didn’t mind the near-misses. That was the cost of having a little Friday night fun. One of the costs, anyway.

“Hey, Travis?” Chloe was patting her thigh, pulling up her skirt while sitting down, showing more and more thigh both to me and to the driver. I knew that if she’d pulled up her skirt any more I’d gaze at the waistband of her frilly white panties.

“Yeah?” I managed to answer calmly, despite the blood rushing to my dick and saliva almost dripping from my mouth. 

My wife was fucking smoking hot. There was no doubt about that. But other men wanting her, publicly — that brought a new level to things. It made my heart race and it made my dick throb. I was a little bit afraid, but a lot excited.

“I was just thinking, you know.” Chloe dropped her shoe off her foot and stretched her leg out to the side, back and forth, like absentmindedly doing a yoga leg stretch. The driver’s rear-view mirror must’ve had a perfect view of her panties and what lay under them.

“Yeah, you were thinking what?” I had to put forth actual effort for my mouth to form words. My consciousness was wrapped up in watching Chloe show off — and in my dick pressing against my slacks.

Chloe shrugged. I gulped when I saw how her slim shoulders and shoulder blades moved in her low-cut dress. I’d seen it a million times before, but it made me hard every time. Chloe palmed her breasts and adjusted them slightly, then looked at me. “I mean I think I’d like to take the next step, maybe.”

“The next step?” I coughed. I wasn’t thinking straight about anything. Whatever Chloe was talking about, I was entirely focused on her shoulders, her breasts, her legs, even the slight side-view of her ass on the seat next to mine. I could’ve gone to hell and back and not noticed anything but Chloe’s sizzling sexuality.

“What’s the fun of window-shopping if you never try the goods?” She smiled at me. “All these guys staring at me. You know, I get thoughts about them sometimes.”

“You get — thoughts? About other guys?” I gulped. My emotional defense system was stopping me from thinking too much about what kinds of thoughts she might’ve been referring to. 

I still wanted to hear all about it. I was curious. And horny.

“You know what I mean.” Chloe leaned her head back and folded her perfectly slim, hairless arms behind her head. She ran her fingers through her lustrous black hair. “You have a lot of fun at this game. I want to have some fun too this time.”

“I—” I didn’t even know what to say. I didn’t know what to think. Chloe was my wife. To have and to hold. Monogamy. My only one. I’d taken her virginity back in Hong Kong. I didn’t expect her to ever have anyone else. 

If I’d only felt jealousy and outrage at her dalliances, it would’ve been easy to have said no. The worst thing was, rage and jealousy wasn’t all I’d felt. It wasn’t even most of what I felt. As much as I knew I should’ve objected, my dick stood at attention at the thought of another man filling her with his dick and his virile hot cum. Even my balls hardened at the thought of Chloe giving herself to another man.

“This time you want to have some fun too, Chloe? I — I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I gulped and shook my head.

The driver pulled up to the entrance of Club 33. “Here we go.” His eyes were fixed on the rear-view mirror. My phone buzzed as the ride was charged to my credit card.

“Thanks.” Chloe smiled at the driver. She reached into her purse, then reached up front and put something  in the driver’s hand. There was a hundred-dollar bill. There was also her calling card.

I got out of the car, fast. I didn’t want to be this unsettled, even if I did want to be this horny.
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Chloe sucked on the tip of the drink straw. Her red lips wrapped around it and she stuck out her tongue to pull it into her mouth. Then she let the tip fall out of her lips and drop down onto the valley between her perky Asian breasts. 

“Oops.” She smiled at the waiter. She reached down to her chest and pulled the dress away from her breasts to give a full view of her firm eraser-hard nipples. She retrieved the straw and held it between her fingers, then brought it back to her mouth.

The waiter looked like he’d just unwittingly stared at the sun. The drink glasses on the waiter’s tray swayed back and forth. He just barely caught them before they could crash down to the ground. She didn’t even have a drink yet. She’d only taken a straw by itself. Of course she knew exactly what she was doing.

“What can I get you, ma’am?” The waiter looked like he was trying to ration himself his stares at Chloe’s face, tits, body, legs, and ass. Maybe he was allowing himself to stare for two seconds for every five seconds he stood in front of her.

“Hmm.” She looked up and down the menu, then up and down the young waiter. He was probably even younger than she was. “What’s the strongest?” 

“The strongest?” The waiter looked at her blankly.

“I mean if I want to suck down something that will really pound me hard.” Chloe shrugged. Those perfect shoulders of hers again. My precum was actually forming a puddle on my thigh. Chloe knew how to flirt with her tongue.

“Oh.” The waiter looked off to the side, randomly. He looked like he was trying not to look at the sun again. “We have—”

“How about a black Russian?” Chloe laughed and sucked on her finger. 

“Sure, ma’am.” The waiter eagerly nodded at her.

Chloe pointed over at me. “He’ll have an O’Doul’s. He has to pay attention tonight.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He stared at her gorgeous face, shamelessly, while talking to her. “One black Russian. One O’Loud’s. O’Roud’s. I mean, O’Doul’s, ma’am. Yes. One rack Blussian. One black Russian, I mean. And one O’Doul’s. Please.”

Chloe stared at him and smiled. “You’re young.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded. Chloe stood silently, looking at him. He looked back at her, growing uncomfortable. Then he suddenly turned around, red-faced, and scurried off to the bar.

“Nice view.” I pointed out the window. Indeed, the city was lit up at night, and this was the place to see it from. I sat at a window-side seat and waited for Chloe to join me. The waiter speed-walked over to the table propped a black Russian in front of Chloe and an O’Doul’s in front of me, then disappeared. If Chloe teased him any more he might’ve self-combusted.

“Travis?” Chloe unzipped the front of her dress just a fraction of an inch more. The full curve of her milky white breasts screamed out to anyone looking. She smiled confidently. “Great view, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, nice view, isn’t it?” I tried to look at the skyscrapers outside the window instead of at the Asian milk-mountains inside Chloe’s dress. I quickly gulped from my bottle of O’Doul’s. I spilled it all over my mouth, then my pants.

“Travis, you go sit over there, ok?” Chloe pointed at another table away from the window.

“Sure.” I took both the drinks and started to carry them over to the other table.

“No, no.” Chloe grabbed my arm. She took her drink out of my hand. “Just you go there, Travis. I’m staying here.”

“You want to stay—” I looked at her. That was new. Since we first met in Hong Kong, going out was always together. Even as other men stared at Chloe, I was always by her side. She’d never gone off alone like that.

“Yeah, without you.” Chloe shooed me away with a wave of her hand. “Just go over there like a good boy.”

“Oh.” I couldn’t refuse her. I stepped away and left her alone.

Back at my own seat, I didn’t dare look over at her. I knew what I would see, and I wasn’t ready to see it.

I busied myself with my phone. With the drink menu. With looking at the pattern on the tabletop.

That lasted all of thirty seconds. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of Chloe.

I looked up at her. She was beaming, radiant, grinning naughtily every time she took a small sip of her drink and swallowed it down. 

Every man in the lounge was staring at her. Even the men with their wives in tow were sneaking glances at my wife Chloe’s slim Asian body, her gorgeous face, her almond eyes, and her outrageously revealing cleavage.

A tall, young blond man approached her. I recognized him: the quarterback of the local college football team. I could see the shape of his muscles right through his dress shirt. 

Chloe smiled at him. That smile hit me like thunder. It looked like an invitation for that guy to fuck her. 

He smiled right back at her. She pushed her chest out toward him. He stood next to her while she sat down. He wasn’t even pretending to look in her eyes. He didn’t even hide peeking behind her to see her shapely ass sitting on the bar stool.

She opened her legs. I’d never noticed how perfectly shaped her legs were, how perfectly smooth, how slim yet toned. Or I’d noticed, but not like this. 

His lust for her put her appeal into sharper relief for me. She really was that fucking hot, even hotter than I’d ever known. My wife’s flaming sex appeal was blasting fire at me now, but I wasn’t even allowed at her table.

The young white man stepped in between my wife’s legs. The bulge in his pants was approaching her open crotch. He leaned in and whispered something into her ear. His mouth brushed past her jet-black hair. 

He was a college senior, about three years younger than Chloe’s twenty-four. She must’ve known what a young, athletic, blond college stud like that could do in the bedroom. I got horny enough from Chloe, but at thirty-four, I had my limits.

As the blond football player hovered over her and stared into her eyes, Chloe brought her red fingernails to her lips and covered her mouth as she giggled. What had he just told her? What were they talking about?

She took a regular drink straw from the dispenser and folded it in half. It must’ve been about five inches long. She held it up and laughed, with a half-glance in my direction. It was the first time she’d even looked my way since she’d gone off to sit alone.

The blond football player took the straw from her and unfolded it to its full length, then held it up in front of Chloe’s face and grinned at her. Chloe laughed. She laid her left hand on the man’s back and with her right hand slapped his ass and gently pushed him away. The young blond man walked away without taking his eyes off of her. His mouth was half-agape, like he was hoping to inhale her sexual aura.

My engorged dickhead was slippery wet, dripping precum all over my inner thigh. My balls tingled like I’d just been watching the hottest porno the world had ever known. I tried to pick up the O’Doul’s bottle. My hands were shaking. If I didn’t have a professorial reputation to keep, I would’ve started jacking off — in shame.

Chloe stared outside, seemingly lost in thought, her back to me. The curve of her back was amazing. Her back and her waist were so slim; her substantial ass just came out from nowhere, then just led to her gorgeous long legs.

I tried to settle down again and at least stop hyperventilating. I wiped my sweaty, clammy hands on my slacks. I grabbed my own knees like I was afraid that something — maybe Chloe’s unrestrained sexuality — was going to throw me off the building.

Chloe was obviously smiling at the window. Either she was making eyes at someone fifty floors below or — now a different man stood just behind her, looking at the same window, smiling right back to her. 

I recognized him too. A six-foot-six black man with a shaved head and glutes that actually stuck out from his tuxedo? Of course I recognized him. There was only one Clayton Sizemore in town. 

He was famous around town. Clayton Sizemore was the former star linebacker of the college football team — and was now playing pro football in Kansas City. Still a star. Still feared and renowned for his size and skill. He was known to come back every month to cheer on his former college teammates.

He took one more step toward Chloe and reached out toward her back. He lay his big black hand on her delicate back. She seemed to coo in pleasure, like a petted cat, and rubbed her back against him. She looked over her left shoulder and smiled at him with that beautiful mouth and sparkling white teeth of hers. Her almond eyes were fixed on him.

She spun her stool around to face Clayton. He looked gargantuan in front of her, but their bodies somehow looked like they’d fit together perfectly. Like she’d fit right between his thighs when he was thrusting, right in his hands when he was grabbing her doggystyle, right beneath him when he was on top. 

It would never go far, of course. Or would it? What did Chloe mean? Was she going to take this thing to its conclusion?

She folded one leg over the other so far that the bar, and especially Clayton, could see most of her ass cheek. Tongue extended, she brought the drink to her lips, then very obviously intentionally let a drop fall on her dress, right on her chest. 

She stared into Clayton’s eyes as she said “oops,” then kept looking directly at him as she rubbed her fingernail back and forth over her nipple. She was cleaning the spilled drink, sure. I was about to spill all my precum just watching her. Clayton was smiling down at her chest and nodding, like a man approving of a sommelier’s choice of wine. 

Through her sheer top, Chloe squeezed her already-hard nipple, then took another drink and giggled up at Clayton.  A new song started playing. Clayton motioned for Chloe to stand up and dance with him.

They didn’t go far from her table. They stared at each other more than dancing. Chloe looked Clayton’s massive body up and down. Every time Clayton thrust his hips toward her, Chloe didn’t even attempt to hide the smile that came to her lips.

Chloe waved her finger at Clayton. He brought his ear down to her face. She half-glanced at me and covered her mouth with her hand, apparently so I couldn’t see what she was saying. 

Clayton gave her two thumbs-up. They kept dancing. Their thrusting seemed less restrained, less controlled, like they were letting their passions control them. They thrust against each other, gyrated, pushed, sweated — all while a foot apart, but all seemingly in expectation of something else.

Chloe was mine. My wife for three years, and my girlfriend for two years before that. I never questioned that. Never questioned it until now.

She wouldn’t be doing this to me, would she? But she was doing it to me. Right there: in my imagination, I could smell her vaginal fluids pouring out as she stared at this massive black stud. 

I couldn’t take my eyes off of them. I couldn’t stop imagining them consummating the dance — the black football stud taking my precious Asian wife, raw and unprotected, over and over, and her loving it. 

The worst part was, I loved it too. Or at least I loved thinking about it. Even if I was ashamed.

I looked past Clayton’s massive body and in front of him, Chloe was looking over at me. Like she’d just remembered me. She raised her delicate hand in the air and snapped her fingers at me. The crack of her fingers sent lightning through me again. I spilled some more O’Doul’s on my pants.

Stained pants and all, I walked over to where Chloe sat with Clayton. She was running her fingers over the curve of Clayton’s biceps and triceps through his shirt. She smiled at me. There. She was still mine. In that second, at least. As long as that smile lasted, she was still mine.

Her smile faded and she fluttered her gorgeous eyes at me. “Travis dear, will you please pay the bill for me and Clayton? And let’s all go home. Order an Uber.” She pointed at the phone sticking out of my pants pocket, then giggled at the spilled near-beer on my pants leg.

All? Who was all?
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