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Content Warning

This book contains erotic scenarios that involve humiliation, body comparison, and breast size fantasies. These elements are written purely as fiction and kink exploration. They are not endorsements of shaming, nor are they reflective of the author’s beliefs about real people’s bodies. If this type of material feels harmful or triggering to you, please do not read further.
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​Chapter 1
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The stale popcorn air clung to Ben’s shirt as he pushed through the theater’s heavy doors, the credits of Explosive Retribution still flashing behind his eyelids. A blur of car chases and explosions. Beside him, Clare yawned, stretching her arms above her head.

"Well," she murmured, "at least the hero’s biceps were mildly inspiring.” Ben grunted, half-listening to his wife, still dissecting the film’s plot twist involving a sentient grenade.

Laughter erupted near the concession stand as three college girls spilled out of another screening room, all tanned legs and frayed denim shorts, their energy bright against the lobby’s dim fluorescence. One tossed her honey-blonde hair as she hip-checked her friend. 

Ben’s gaze lingered a beat too long on the shortest one, her cutoff tee riding up to reveal a slice of sun-kissed waist.

Then it happened. The blonde, distracted by her friends’ teasing, stumbled backward, colliding with Ben’s shoulder. Her oversized purse hit the ground with a thud, lipsticks, keys, and random knick-knacks scattering across the tiles. Ice-cold liquid from the large drink she was holding splashed up her front, soaking her thin white shirt.

"Oh god, I’m so sorry!" she gasped, dropping to her knees and bending over to hurriedly gather up her things.

Ben crouched to help, fingers scrambling for a loose wrapper. As he reached for her car keys, his eyes flicked upward.

Her shirt gaped where buttons had popped. Beneath the damp fabric, her tanned and heavy breasts hanging as she bent over, nipples dusky pink and pebbled tight from the chill. Heat rushed to Ben’s cheeks. He snapped his head down, grabbing a stray ChapStick.

"Really, no harm done. Looks like you’ve invented a new flavor. Purse cola?" he managed, forcing lightness into his voice.

She snorted, raw and unfiltered, making her friends laugh even harder. She met his eyes, hers bright with amusement and lingering embarrassment.

When she stood, the wet shirt clung to her hardened nipples, deep pink peaks stark against the white. The under-curve of her breasts showed their weight. Ben’s throat went dry. He looked away, adjusting his stance to hide the sudden swell in his jeans.

The clumsy student thanked him and darted back to her giggling friends.

Clare’s sharp voice cut through the air. "Enjoying the show, Benjamin?"

Her smile didn’t reach her eyes. Still dazed, Ben turned to her, pulse hammering against his ribs. Her gaze dropped to his crotch, where the fabric strained against his erection.

"Impressive," she murmured, her tone sharp enough to cut. "Surrounded by a gaggle of college girls and you’re pitching a tent. Nostalgic for dorm life?"

He followed her stare downward. The outline was unmistakable, thick and urgent against the denim. A flush crawled up his neck, equal parts shame and stubborn arousal. Clare stepped closer, her perfume, jasmine and something darker, pulling him from his daze.

"Forty-three years old," she whispered, her breath hot on his ear, "and still tripping over your own dick over that?” She pointed with her chin towards the retreating group of girls.
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