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  Chapter 1


The fluorescent lights of the grocery store hummed. Jennifer’s palm was slick on the handle of the milk jug. But her eyes weren’t on the dairy. They were locked on the vegetable display, scanning, assessing. Her breath hitched when she saw it—the thickest, longest carrot. Her nipples tightened against her thin cotton top. A hot, shameless pulse throbbed between her legs. This was no longer shopping. This was a hunt. 
She stood frozen in the cold air, the jug heavy in her hand. The carrot was perfect. It wasn't just long. It was thick, almost obscenely so, tapering to a blunt tip. The color was a deep, vibrant orange against the green of its frilly top. Her mouth went dry. She could feel her own wetness, a slick heat soaking through her cotton panties, a secret betrayal under her denim shorts.
Her gaze darted left, then right. The aisle was empty. The only sound was the distant rattle of a cart and the relentless buzz of the lights. She took a step toward the produce, her legs unsteady. The milk jug swung from her fingers, forgotten.
She reached out. Her fingertips brushed the cool, damp skin of the carrot. A shiver ran up her arm, straight to her core. She wrapped her hand around it. It was firm. Unyielding. Solid in a way that made her ache. She bit her lower lip, hard, to keep from making a sound.
With a quick, furtive glance, she pulled it from the bunch. It was heavier than she expected. Substantial. She held it low, against her thigh, hiding it as she turned back to her cart. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The thin fabric of her top felt abrasive against her tight, pebbled nipples.
She placed the carrot in the child seat of the cart, laying it flat. It looked innocent there. Just a vegetable. But she knew. She knew what it was for. The knowledge was a live wire under her skin. She covered it with the gallon of milk, the white plastic jug hiding the orange flesh from view. A ridiculous, breathless giggle caught in her throat. She swallowed it down.
She needed something else. Something smooth. Cold. Her eyes skipped over the zucchinis, the eggplants. They landed on the cucumbers. She moved toward them, her hips swaying with a new, purposeful rhythm. She didn't scan. She knew. There, nestled among the smaller ones, was a dark green monster. Thick as her wrist and longer than her forearm.
Jennifer's breath came in short, shallow puffs. She could smell the earthy, clean scent of the vegetables, mixed with the sterile chill of the refrigerated case. Her pussy clenched, empty and desperate. She grabbed the cucumber without hesitation. Its skin was cool and waxy, ridged. She hefted it. Perfect.
This one went into the cart too, beside its orange companion. She arranged a bag of potatoes over them, a pathetic camouflage. Her whole body was humming now, a low, insistent thrum centered between her legs. The mundane act of shopping had dissolved. Every second in this bright, public space was agony. A delicious, torturous delay.
She forced herself to walk to the checkout. The conveyor belt was a blur. The cashier, a bored teenager, didn't look up as he scanned her items. The milk. The potatoes. The carrot. The cucumber. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Each sound was a countdown. Jennifer kept her eyes on her hands, twisting the strap of her purse. She could feel the heat in her cheeks.
"Paper or plastic?"
"Plastic," she whispered. Her voice sounded strange to her own ears. Husky. Wanting.
The bags rustled. She took them, one in each hand. The left was light—just the potatoes. The right was heavy. The milk, the carrot, the cucumber. Their weight was a promise. She walked out into the evening air, but the warmth outside did nothing to cool the fire inside her.
Her car was parked at the far end of the lot. The walk felt endless. Every step made the contents of the bag shift and bump together. She imagined the carrot nudging the cucumber. She imagined their cool, hard lengths. By the time she fumbled her keys into the door lock, her panties were soaked through. A damp patch pressed against her, a secret she carried to the driver's seat.
She threw the bags onto the passenger seat and started the car. The engine roared to life. She didn't turn on the radio. The only sound was her own ragged breathing and the crinkle of plastic as she drove. Her right hand stayed on the bag, her fingers digging into the plastic, feeling the solid shapes within. At a red light, she dared to glance over. The top of the carrot, its frilly green crown, poked out of the bag. She looked away quickly, her knuckles white on the steering wheel.
Home was a small, ground-floor apartment. She parked haphazardly, grabbed the bags, and almost ran to her door. Her keys jangled, missing the lock twice before she got it open. She stumbled inside, kicked the door shut with her heel, and dropped the bags on the kitchen floor. The sound of the gallon of milk thudding against the linoleum was loud in the quiet apartment.
She didn't turn on the lights. The fading twilight through the blinds was enough. She stood there, chest heaving, back against the door. The hunt was over. The feast was here.
Her hands went to the hem of her cotton top. She pulled it over her head in one swift motion, tossing it aside. The air was cool on her skin. Her perky breasts felt heavy, sensitive. Her nipples were hard, dark peaks in the dim light. She unsnapped her denim shorts, shoved them and her soaked panties down her legs, and stepped out of the puddle of fabric. She was naked. Exposed. Aching.
She knelt on the cool floor, the linoleum biting into her knees. She ripped open the plastic bag. Her hands found the milk jug first. She pulled it out, the condensation slick on her palms. Then her fingers closed around the carrot. She drew it out slowly, reverently. It was even more impressive here, in the intimate dark of her kitchen. A tool. A toy. A cure.
She set the carrot down carefully. She cracked the seal on the milk. The sound was sharp. She tipped the jug. The milk poured out, not into a glass, but in a cold, shocking stream directly over her left breast. She gasped. The liquid was icy. It cascaded over her pale skin, rivulets running down the slope of her breast, catching on her stiff nipple, dripping onto her stomach and the floor below.
She poured more, over her other breast, arching her back to feel the full, chilling cascade. It pooled in the valley between her breasts, a cold lake on her feverish skin. The contrast was exquisite—the deep, internal heat, the shocking external cold. She looked down. Her skin glistened in the half-light, milk beading on her nipples, running in tiny rivers down her torso.
Her free hand, trembling, found the carrot. She brought it to her mouth first. Her tongue darted out, licking a drop of condensation from its side. It tasted like earth and nothing. Then she lowered her head. She took her own milk-slick nipple into her mouth, sucking hard, lapping up the cold, sweet liquid from her skin. The sensation was dizzying. Her own taste. Her own body. The sharp ache between her legs intensified to a throbbing demand.
She released her breast with a wet pop. Her lips and chin were wet with milk. She was panting now, need a physical pain in her belly. She shifted on her knees, spreading them wider on the hard floor. She brought the blunt, cool tip of the carrot to her inner thigh. She dragged it upward, through her wetness, not entering, just painting herself with her own arousal. The rough texture of the unpeeled vegetable against her most sensitive skin made her cry out, a short, sharp sound in the empty apartment.
She positioned the thick, orange head at her entrance. She was so wet it slid against her, a teasing promise. She bit her lip again, her whole body tensing with anticipation. This was the threshold. The frozen moment before the plunge. The cool, hard reality of it pressed against her hot, slick flesh, a foreign invader she desperately needed. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, trying to take just the tip.
She stopped. Held still. Her breath shuddered in and out. Her hand on the carrot was steady. Her blue eyes, wide and hungry in the gloom, fixed on some point on the kitchen cabinet. She could feel her own heartbeat in her cunt, a frantic drumbeat of need. The milk was drying on her skin, leaving a faint, sticky film. The carrot waited. She waited. The entire world had narrowed to this point of almost-contact, this exquisite, unbearable pause.
She teased herself with just the tip.
Her hand, slick with milk and her own wetness, pushed the blunt orange head forward a fraction of an inch. It breached her. The stretch was immediate, shocking. A cool, hard circumference parting her hot, slick flesh. She gasped, her head falling back, a sharp cry tearing from her throat.
She pulled it back out, leaving her empty and clenching around nothing. The air felt cold on her exposed, wet entrance. A whimper escaped her bitten lips.
She did it again. A slow, deliberate push. The carrot entered her, that same impossible fullness, the rough unpeeled skin a delicious abrasion against her sensitive inner walls. She held it there, buried an inch deep, feeling her body pulse around the foreign invader. Then she dragged it back out, the movement making a wet, obscene sound in the quiet kitchen.
Back and forth. An agonizing, exquisite rhythm. In. Out. Just the tip. Each time, she took a little more. Each time, the withdrawal felt like a loss. Her hips began to move with the motion, meeting the push, chasing the pull. The hard floor was unforgiving under her knees, but the discomfort was a distant thing, drowned out by the roaring need between her legs.
Her breath came in ragged pants, fogging the cool air. Milk dripped from her chin onto her chest. She watched, mesmerized, as the length of the







