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“That blond guy sitting at the bar.” Mayuki pointed with her eyes and her pinkie. Her tongue and lips scooped another piece of seared tuna out of her chopsticks and into her mouth. “That big young blond guy over there keeps looking at me.”

“You’re used to attention by now, right? I’m sure he’s not the only dude here staring at you.” 

A minute earlier, I’d caught a semicircle of three waiters feasting their eyes on my wife, grinning, and making obscene gestures to one other about her. They stopped when I stared at them. I was staring at them for my own curiosity in how they were enjoying her. They must’ve thought I had something against their admiration of her gorgeous face, supermodel body, and sexual aura. 

I’d expected Mayuki to get that kind of attention in America. She got tons of stares in downtown Tokyo, where every Japanese girl dressed to impress. A Japanese girl who looked like Mayuki in America — wearing a string bikini in America — was something really notable. She was a natural attention magnet. 

I smiled at her. “You’re gorgeous. Your whole presence: you’re like a walking sex bomb.” She usually didn’t believe that. She knew she got stares in Japan, but she didn’t think American men appreciated hot Japanese girls.

“Ichiro.” Mayuki shook her head at me, like she didn’t believe me. “This is America. Maybe I’m considered sexy in Japan, but I can’t compete with the blonde American girls here.” Mayuki held her hands out, pantomiming the huge chest she didn’t have. Her breasts were above-average for Japan, but they definitely weren’t American pornstar size.

“You can compete with any woman in the world.” I nodded at her lovingly. I knew how beautiful she was. “You’re hot, tight, and slim. You are the ideal of Japanese beauty. And you are the only Asian girl in this hotel restaurant who’s wearing a bikini top.”

Even after having known her for four years, I still enjoyed staring at her — all the way from her perfectly styled long black hair, to her beautiful almond-shaped eyes, to her perfectly flat, firm stomach, her small, sexy ass, and her slim, miles-long legs. 

Maybe now that I was thirty years old, my libido wasn’t quite as strong as her twenty-five-year-old libido was. Even now, on our honeymoon vacation a day after our wedding ceremony in Tokyo, I couldn’t have sex every time she wanted. But I always enjoyed looking at her, enjoying all her sexiness. Her body, her face, and her sexy knowing smiles and looks even succeeded in making my dick hard, usually. Though Mayuki did always remind me to ask the doctor about Viagra so I would have less of a problem.

“I can wear a bikini top. It’s Hawaii, right?” Mayuki held up her hands and danced a little in her chair. Her small, perky breasts shook along with her slim shoulders. Even her ribcage and slim, firm stomach moved along with her body. This was the woman I had somehow, amazingly, managed to marry — me, the middle-manager salaryman accountant who had never been to the gym in his life.

“Exactly! You can wear a bikini top here in Hawaii!” I snapped my fingers in the air while my eyes took in the sight of her long, bare legs stretched out from her chair. The Hawaiian sun had just barely started to tan them from their regular milky pale Japanese color. “We’re in America, not Japan. It’s ok to show off your body and attract attention in America. Not like in Japan.”

“But that handsome blond guy — I mean that guy sitting over there at the bar —  he’s not just casually looking at me. He’s looking at me a lot. Like he has a plan.” Mayuki didn’t sound like she was perturbed by it. More like curious, maybe even weirded out. “What does he see in a skinny Japanese girl like me? I don’t even have the big bazo, bazo-bazo, what is it called?”

“Bazookas, you mean?” I laughed. “Bazongas?”

“Yeah! Bazookas, bazongas, big bouncing boobies! I don’t have those!” Mayuki shook her head and what boobies she had shook too.

“Your breasts are—” I stared directly at her skimpy orange bikini top. It covered some of her beautiful, shapely, double-mounded chest, but not much. Even with her not-so-big breasts, there was a lot of side-boob to see on my wife.

Her nipples were obviously hard: pink cylinders with beautiful pink nub tips. Her milky-white breasts were just a shade lighter than the rest of her body, probably from lack of sun. 

I loved the way she guided me to suck and slurp on her breasts whenever we made love. She’d press my head down onto them to make sure I didn’t neglect sucking on them, slurping them, making love to them. She always thought her breasts were too small and that without a reminder, I wouldn’t have paid attention to them. 

I always told her that wasn’t true. “Your breasts are the most gorgeous in the world. You know what Americans say: quality, not quantity.”

“But really? A big hairy muscular guy like that would be into a skinny Japanese girl like me?” Mayuki shook her head in disbelief. She’d probably been looking at huge-titted American porn stars online. She was always doubting her body. “Why would he stare at me? He can get with a better-looking girl anytime he wants. I mean, he’s pretty handsome, isn’t he?” Mayuki’s eyes evinced a bit of embarrassment at what she’d just admitted.

“He is.” I nodded coolly. I’d gotten used to hearing her comments on the guys staring at her. But back in Japan, they were usually wearing suits — and they weren’t huge, built, hairy, suntanned surfer dudes like this guy. “And he obviously thinks you’re super-hot. He’s staring at you like he’s dreaming of fucking you right this very moment.”

“Ichiro!” Mayuki opened her eyes wide. Her mouth was agape. She was shocked by my language. “I’m your wife!”

“Relax.” I smiled. “We’re in America. We can say things like that. And he’s obviously dreaming about pumping his big dick into you.”

“Do you think his dick is big?” Mayuki’s mouth dropped in fascination that quickly turned to shame. She turned red, then vigorously shook her head, like she was trying to shake off what she’d just said about the dude’s dick. “I mean, doesn’t he see that I’m with my husband? Aren’t we on our honeymoon?”

“Well, this is America.” I smiled at her. “Guys are more forward in America. Even if you’re with your husband. Even if it’s your honeymoon.” 

The situation was giving me at least as much of a hard-on as it must’ve been giving the surfer guy. I loved it when other guys admired Mayuki. I’d loved it when she was only my girlfriend, and it was that much hotter now that she was my wife. 

In Japan, at least, it wasn’t scary. Japanese men would send a one-second look from across the subway platform and that was it. I was never threatened by that. They admired my wife’s beauty and sex appeal, but I knew she was mine. Or I was pretty sure. Having her admired by a big, buff American man, one who would normally be staring at blonde women with D-cup bazooka bazongas — that was even better. 

“You mean American guys will be more forward with looking at me? I should expect it?” Again she snuck a glance at him. It was like she was addicted to catching sight of his face and body. “Will they even, like, do more than just look?”

I gulped when I thought of that possibility. I didn’t know the answer. I’d never been married before. I’d never taken gorgeous Mayuki outside Japan.

Neither of us had seen macho men like that in Tokyo. There were foreign white dudes in Tokyo, sure, but they weren’t big, buff, tanned surfer guys like this. They were nerdy IT guys or English teachers or anime fans. I never felt intimidated by those white guys in Tokyo. But this was totally different.

The muscleman sitting at the bar was a different story. Looking at him instantly made me compare my masculinity to his. And the result was not in my favor. How could it have been? 

He was throbbing, pulsating, hormone-fueled masculinity. I was just a thirty-year-old salaryman who rode the bus to work every morning.

The guy looked like he’d just walked out of an ad for suntan lotion — or for extra-large condoms. Or at least he was right from a surfing magazine. His vintage Ron Jon Surf Shop t-shirt barely covered his hairy chest — much less his massive, muscular arms.

“American guys will be more forward with looking at you.” I shrugged. “They’ll be more forward with everything.”

“Everything?” Mayuki half-smiled as she asked.

“Everything.” I nodded. I pretended not to know what my wife was insinuating.

“You think he really thinks I’m attractive?” Almost absent-mindedly, Mayuki pulled up on her jean shorts, to show more of her gorgeous, slim, toned legs. All my friends said that no Japanese woman ever had long, slim legs like that. But my wife did.

“He must think so.” I looked her over again. I was her number-one fan, but I knew I wasn’t her only fan. Japanese dudes, foreign dudes, everybody thought she was hot. I’d secretly shared our pre-wedding photos on an online forum and everyone agreed about her beauty. “And the way you’re dressed is so fucking hot. You’ve got the body for it. Any healthy heterosexual man would want to fuck you.”

“Ichiro, your language!” She shook her head. She was still in her demure Japanese mindset. No talking about fucking. No talking about hot. Certainly no talking about her being fucking hot. 

At least there was no restriction on her being fucking hot. My wife was hotter than any other woman I’d seen. Other men knew it. I liked it, kind of. As long as it didn’t go too far.

“I told you. This is
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