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Chapter 1: A New Flame in Sunnyvale



My name’s Ryan, and I live in Sunnyvale, a cozy little spot in the East Bay of Northern California. I’m 24, stand at 5’9”, weigh about 175 pounds, and sport blonde hair and blue eyes. I’ve got a steady gig as a teller at a local bank—nothing glamorous, but it pays the bills. Last spring, I met this insanely hot Asian girl named Mia. She was working at a rival lending institution back then, fresh off her 19th birthday. At 5’6” and 110 pounds, Mia’s got a figure that could stop traffic, and I’m not ashamed to admit I’m obsessed with her killer curves—especially those surprisingly full breasts. She was my first Asian girlfriend, and damn, did she set the bar high.

It took me a solid month of dating to get her top off. I’ll never forget that night—finally getting my hands and lips on those incredible tits. Her dark nipples sprang to life the second I sucked on them, hard and eager. Afterward, she looked up at me, all coy, and asked what I thought of her breasts. “Awesome,” I said, grinning like an idiot. I mean, she knew I was a breast guy—what else was I gonna say? Over the next couple of months, she must’ve brought it up five times, always pointing out how her friends—mostly Asian girls—were jealous of her chest. She’d say it’s rare for a slim Asian girl to have such a rack, and I’d just nod, drooling internally.

Mia told me her breasts started growing when she was 13, and her mom was relentless about making her wear baggy clothes to hide them. Didn’t stop her from noticing guys staring by the time she hit high school, though. At first, she said it freaked her out, but after a couple years, she got used to it—men gawking, women sneaking glances. She swore her nipples were hypersensitive, popping up at the slightest touch, which meant they were often on display through her shirts. “Guys just stare with these dumb looks,” she’d laugh, and I could picture it perfectly. Mia loved fashion, but she wasn’t big on flashing cleavage. Instead, she’d rock tight, snug tops when she wanted attention—subtle, but devastating.

Our sex life those first three months? Limited, but intense. Maybe once a week, she’d let me play with her tits—fondling and sucking them while she’d jerk me off if I begged nicely. She called it “my special treat,” and I wasn’t complaining. Intercourse was off the table, though—she was dead-set on saving that for marriage. I’d go down on her sometimes, licking her shaved pussy until she came, and she loved it. But blowjobs? No dice. “That’s for marriage too,” she’d say, shutting down my pleas. We’d get intimate like that two, maybe three times a month—enough to keep me hooked, but sparse enough to leave me craving more. Mia was all about restraint; she thought frequent hookups were for married folks and worried too much fooling around would lead to sex before she was ready.

Then, about three months into dating, my boss offered us a sweet deal: five days at his luxury townhouse near Lake Tahoe, up in Donner Lake. It’s one of four units in a quiet, secluded spot—perfect for a getaway. It was mid-summer, and my boss figured the other three places would be empty, so we’d have the run of it. I packed my Honda CRF450 dirt bike, planning to hit some trails in Nevada for a couple days, while Mia brought books, her blog stuff, cooking gear, and workout DVDs. We were stoked—five days of mountain air and chilling sounded like paradise.

Mia’s got this athletic vibe from her high school gymnastics days, though she says she grew too tall to stay competitive. Six months before we met, a friend roped her into a women’s fitness contest for charity. She trained for it, had a blast, and shocked herself by snagging third place out of 25. “Body sculpting,” she called it, and she was hooked. She hoped to find a gym near Tahoe while I was off riding, just to keep her routine going.

We rolled up to the townhouse on a Wednesday, and it was everything we’d hoped—gorgeous, with killer views of Donner Lake and the mountains. Pine trees everywhere, crisp air—it felt like a postcard. We settled in, grinning like kids. Thursday morning, I took off for the Nevada desert on my bike. I kept it mellow since I was solo in the middle of nowhere, soaking in the trails and the silence. Got back around 3 p.m., dusty and satisfied, and noticed a white Jeep parked outside one of the other units. Didn’t think much of it—just figured I’d play nice with whoever it was, in case they knew my boss.

That night, around 6 p.m., there’s a knock at the door. I open it, and there’s this tall, older Black guy standing there, dressed sharp in a three-piece suit that screamed money. He sticks out a hand and says, “Hey there, I’m Marcus. I own unit #2 next door.” His voice is smooth, confident. I shake his hand, say, “Nice to meet you, I’m Ryan,” keeping it polite. Gotta make a good impression, right? Maybe he’d mention me to my boss.

Marcus seemed cool right off the bat—sophisticated, friendly. He asked if I had a crescent wrench; he needed to swap the propane tank on his BBQ. I’d brought some tools with my bike gear, so I said, “Yeah, let’s check my truck.” We rummaged through my stuff, found a small wrench he said would work, and got to chatting. Turns out he’d known my boss and his family for over a decade. “I come up here once a month,” he said, “just to escape the grind.” Sounded like a guy with his shit together.

Then Mia strolls out to see what’s up, fresh from an aerobics DVD session. She’s in her workout gear—tight top, shorts—sweaty and glowing. Her nipples are poking through the fabric, and she doesn’t even clock it. Marcus doesn’t miss a beat, though. He steps right up, introduces himself as the neighbor, and—get this—leans down to kiss her cheek. I blink, thinking, “Is that a thing rich people do?” Mia doesn’t flinch, just tilts her head and rises on her toes like it’s the most natural thing. He mentions the wrench, says he’s grilling salmon tonight—apparently, he’s got a freezer full from an Alaska trip. “You guys eaten yet?” he asks. Mia shakes her head, and before I know it, he’s inviting us over for dinner. “I’ve got too much salmon,” he insists. “Come join me in an hour.”

Mia’s eyes light up—salmon’s her favorite—and she says, “Only if we can bring dessert.” I joke, “She’s just dodging cooking duty,” and Marcus laughs, telling us to swing by at 7. As he heads off, Mia and I agree he seems nice. “Wonder what he does,” she says, eyeing his suit. “Guy’s loaded,” I mutter, already mixing brownie batter while she hops in the shower. I take a quick one after, and Mia spends forever getting ready—makeup, the works. I tell her to keep it casual, but she’s in a short black skirt and a tight white top that hugs her chest, sheer bra making her nipples faintly visible. She looks like a goddamn dream.

“Overdressed for a BBQ,” I tease, half-joking. She rolls her eyes. “You know I like dressing up, Ryan. Besides, Marcus is older than my dad—no need to get jealous.” She’s right about the age part, but I still mutter, “Just look that hot for me tomorrow night in town.” She smirks, “Maybe you should be jealous,” and saunters off. Game on, I guess.






























Chapter 2: Dinner and a Show


We strolled over to Marcus’s place at 7 sharp, the warm summer air still clinging to the mountains. Mia knocked, and he hollered, “Come in!” from inside. We stepped through the door, and there he was—Marcus, out of that fancy suit and into a tight black shirt and cream slacks, a chef’s apron tied around him that read “Big Marcus” in bold letters. Up close, I could see the guy was built—wide shoulders, arms that popped with muscle. He rushed over, all smiles, shaking my hand again. “Welcome, neighbors!” he said, then turned to Mia. “You look absolutely stunning,” he added, leaning down to kiss her cheek a second time. “And you smell great too.”

Mia lit up, tossing me a smug look. “Way better compliment than I got from my boyfriend,” she quipped. Marcus grinned, dodging the jab, and waved us out back. “Join me on the patio—the salmon’s looking perfect.” We followed him outside, where the grill was sizzling, the scent of fish and charcoal wafting through the air. The patio had a killer view of the lake, pines framing it like a painting.

Marcus was a pro—great cook, perfect host, and surprisingly easy to talk to, despite being way older than us. He barely mentioned himself, just kept asking about our lives, genuinely curious. Mia and I relaxed fast, sipping wine he poured from a bottle he swore was his favorite. “I’m more of a beer guy,” I admitted, but he insisted I try it. “You’ll like this, Ryan—it’s the best red I’ve got.” Mia, who’s all about wine, nodded eagerly as he filled her glass too. It was damn good, I’ll give him that.

Dinner was unreal—salmon flaky and rich, brownies we brought for dessert hitting the spot. We laughed, swapped stories, and before long, Marcus invited us inside for more wine. “It’s one of my last vices,” he joked, “that and working too much.” We settled in his living room, plush couches and a vibe that screamed money. He uncorked another bottle, and we kept talking, the hours slipping by.

Mia, loosened up by the wine, got curious. “How long you been into bodybuilding, Marcus?” she asked, leaning forward. He shrugged, modest. “It’s been a hobby for years.” She giggled, sizing him up. “You’re huge—how tall are you? How much you weigh?” Marcus chuckled. “Oh, I don’t know—6’5”, maybe 250 pounds?” He brushed it off, steering the convo back to her. “You’ve got a great figure, Mia. At 5’6”, thin but strong—you’d be a natural for bodybuilding.”

She beamed, and then—blame the wine—she stood up from the couch we were sharing. “Watch this!” she said, strutting over to Marcus’s chair and flexing her bicep. It was cute—defined, sure, but tiny. Marcus and I cracked up, and Mia laughed too, but then she doubled down. “Ryan knows how strong I am. Go ahead, Marcus—feel it!” We kept laughing, but she insisted, “I’m serious, feel it!”

Marcus, still chuckling, reached out with one of his massive hands, gently squeezing her bicep with his thumb and finger. “Hey, very impressive,” he said, humoring her. Mia grinned, then—teasing now—said, “Let’s see if yours is bigger than mine!” We all lost it again; his arms were obviously jacked. Marcus waved her off. “No, no, I haven’t competed in over a decade.” But Mia wasn’t letting up. “Come on, Marcus, make a muscle for me! Ryan’s got big biceps, but yours look huge.”

She kept at it, playful and persistent, until Marcus laughed and flexed his right arm. Mia grabbed it with both hands, squeezing. “Wow!” she squealed. “Oh my God, Ryan, look—I can’t even get my hands around it, and he’s not even trying!” Marcus smirked at me. “Hey, Ryan, control your girlfriend.” It was a joke, but before I could fire back, Mia snorted. “Ryan can’t control me—he’s tried, but he can’t handle this.” She gestured at her body, laughing hard. I just grinned, letting it slide, and Marcus laughed too, a little nervous.

She wasn’t done. “See? Ryan knows he can’t tame this girl!” she said, cracking herself up. Marcus, trying to smooth things over, said, “Mia, there’s probably few guys who could, with how ridiculously attractive you are.” She ate it up. “Oh, Marcus, that
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