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Orange Juice 

 

I stared blankly into the refrigerated display, eyes barely registering the contents. Did we 

need orange juice? My thoughts were all over the place, the trolley bereft of half its usual 

contents. I was going to have to come back again tomorrow, get half the things I’d missed.  

I wasn’t upset about that. My palms were sweating, my nipples hard beneath my 

sleeveless t-shirt, no bra to support the heavy weight of my breasts. I was so slick between 

my legs that my panties would have been soaked—had I been wearing any. I clenched my ass 

for at least the twelfth time since I’d walked into the store and felt the presence of the metal 

princess plug I’d inserted, long since warmed to my body temperature.  

Fuuuuuuck, where was he?  

I’d just about decided to get the orange juice anyway—because we’d drink it eventually—

when I felt a presence move up behind me. I stiffened, but before I could turn around, a hand 

took a firm grip of the long braid I’d wound my hair into and held me tight.  

“No,” a deep voice murmured. Then, “Put them back.” 

I blinked, confused, because I hadn’t even got as far as opening the refrigerator door, but 

then I realised I’d pulled my hands free from the trolley, was in the process of reaching 

behind me. Slowly, I put them back down, fingers curling around the handlebar.  

“Good girl.” 

A second hand round around my waist and slid up to cup my breast, his thumb swiping 

across my nipple. A streak of lightning ran down towards my clit and I gasped, eyes going to 

the old dear dithering over brands of peanut butter, but she remained oblivious.  

“Let’s go.” 

Pressure at my back guided me away from the refrigeration unit and out of the aisle, 

towards the back of the store where the shoppers thinned and the light coalesced into shadow. 

It was quiet, but it wasn’t likely to stay that way. Still, he took his time, sliding his hands 

down and raising my skirt inch by inch. I stared into a shelf full motor oil as fingers took a 

grip of the little jewelled plug and wiggled it gently. I made a noise and shifted like a skittish 

mare, and he chuckled. The hand at my ass moved around to the front, sliding through my 
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wetness as his second hand wound round my braid again and turned my head so I was gazing 

out towards the sea of shoppers, going about their business just feet away. 

“Stay like that,” he ordered.  

My breath came in pants as he started circling my clit with one finger. I was so excited I 

was ready to detonate within seconds, but he shifted his touch before I could climb the peak, 

thrusting into me with sharp force. I did cry out then, attracting the attention of a man 

pushing his own cart nearby. Our eyes locked as deft fingers returned to my clit and flicked.  

I came hard, my breath leaving my body in a rush. It rolled over me, my eyes sliding back 

in my head, the trolley and an arm around my waist the only thing holding me up. When he 

was sure I could stand on my own again, he let go and moved back. My skirt dropped back 

into position and he aimed a sharp swat across my ass.  

“We need orange juice,” he murmured into my ear before he walked away.  


