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The Lemonade Stand

Chapter 1:

It was finally summer vacation. Casey Matthews had just finished sixth grade and was looking forward to having nothing to do but have fun all summer. The only sore spot about it for her was that she still didn't have a bicycle, so she would be limited to only a small radius of adventure and exploration unless she could find a way to get a bike.

Her last bike had been left out during a winter storm and a plow truck had clipped it. The crash bent the frame to a degree that was impossible to fix. Her mother tried, but no amount of tweaking would get it unbent. Being a single parent Casey's mom simply could not afford to buy Casey a new bike.

On the first day of summer vacation Casey went around asking any of her neighbors if she could mow their lawns for money, but since all the houses nearby were so close together no one really had much of a lawn to be mowed. Later on that afternoon she realized that her only option, silly as it might be, would be to open a lemonade stand. After all, Casey wasn't some first grader looking to buy a new Wiffle Ball set, a new bicycle costs REAL money.

She got her mother's permission and her mother even bought her a few jars of lemonade powder. Casey's mom was also smart enough to realize that some people wouldn't want a glass of overly sugary fake lemonade that would just wind up spilling or otherwise filthying up their cars so she bought a few real lemons so Casey could squeeze some fresh lemonade, for a higher price of course.

At about eight the next morning the young girl got out of bed and headed for the bathroom. She looked at the mirror as she shook her head, tossing her long brown hair to and fro. That wasn't going to be enough to get rid of her bed head, she thought as she turned on the shower.
She walked back to her room to grab her clothing for the day. From her drawers she fished out a pair of light blue shorts, a pink top with a cartoon dog on the front and a pair of white panties which had a purple heart print design.

She went back into the bathroom, shrugged out of her nightgown and entered the shower. As she washed herself Casey subconsciously evaluated her changing body. She was a slim girl, approaching five feet tall and light. Most of the other kids in her class were bigger than she was, but Casey like being small. She also liked the way her budding breasts were starting to swell and the way her tummy flowed into her now shapely waist and her just flaring hips. She ran her fingers between her legs, rubbing her vulva gently. I'm just washing myself, she thought to herself as she gave her delicate folds a few more strokes with her soapy fingers than they really needed. It tingled as she did so and she let out a sigh before moving on.

A few minutes later Casey finished her shower, shut off the water and grabbed her towel. She patted herself dry and stepped out of the shower. Reaching into
the pile of clothing she grabbed the pair of panties and stepped into them. She pulled them up her legs and wiggled her tiny ass till the panties were properly situated. This was an older pair of panties and it was obvious that she was growing out of them. They clung snugly to her rear and she could easily see the contours of her preteen pussy mound through the tight fabric. She didn't know why, but she really liked the feel of the tight panties.

Next she pulled on her shorts. They were made of a stretchy material and also held close to her curves, but they weren't as tight as her panties. She finished off the outfit, pulling on her shirt and stepping into a pair of sandals before leaving the bathroom and heading to the kitchen to get herself some breakfast.

After she finished her food Casey set about preparing her stand for the day's work. It was nearly nine in the morning by then. Her mother had assembled the little stand from what materials she could find the night before and while it didn't look like much it was more than serviceable. Casey stocked it with a full gallon pitcher of lemonade and kept some extra lemonade mix behind the stand in case it ran out. She also set out signs on either side of the property proudly offering up the beverage for sale in both small and large sizes, for fifty cents and a dollar respectively as well as two dollars for fresh squeezed lemonade.

As Casey was finishing up her preparations her mother came outside and walked towards her car. "Good luck honey," she called before getting into her car and driving away to work. After her mother drove away Casey took up position behind her stand and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

There was a decent enough flow of traffic, but after a half an hour no one had so much as slowed down. Casey was beginning to lose hope. At this rate she'd never earn enough money to get herself a bike. Then she finally got her first customer. A woman in a blue sedan pulled over, got out of her car and walked up to Casey's stand.

"Welcome to Casey's Lemonade," Casey greeted the woman happily, just as she had practiced. "What can I get for you?"

"Hmmm," the woman started, "I guess I'll take a large lemonade please."

"Coming right up!" Casey chimed. She then pulled one of the larger cups from the stack and poured a cup of lemonade. She offered it to the woman. "That'll be one dollar please."

The woman fished a dollar out of her purse and handed it to the child.

"Thank you very much, ma'am," Casey said cheerfully. The woman smiled, took a sip and walked back to he car.

Alright! Casey thought, one sale down. She stowed the dollar away in the metal case her mother had given her for the purpose.

Over the next couple of hours Casey served up another six lemonades. Three larges, two smalls and one fresh squeezed, giving her seven dollars of income so far that day. She had been a little clumsy squeezing out the fresh cup, but she got the hang of it quickly enough. It was approaching noon and Casey was getting hungry so she walked back to her porch and grabbed a sign she had made up earlier that read "Out to lunch."

She carried the sign over and was positioning it on her stand when a man walked up behind her and asked her if she was available. Casey was spooked by the voice behind her and jumped a little.

"I didn't mean to startle you," the man said. "Can I get a lemonade before you go get lunch?"

"Sure can!" Casey said happily. "What kind do you want?"

"Guess I'll take the fresh squeezed," the man said. "So, what are you saving up for, anyhow?" he asked as Casey started squeezing the lemonade.

"A bike," Casey said. "Mine got hit by a truck."

"I'm sorry to hear that," the man said. "Is business going well?" he asked.

"I guess so," Casey said. "That'll be two dollars please."

The man handed her a pair of bills and she handed him the cup of lemonade. "So, how much have you made so far?" he asked.

"With your cup I'm up to nine dollars," Casey said. "I think it's gonna take a while to get a new bike."

"Well..." the man spoke as he sipped his drink, "maybe what you need to do is offer more products.

"I've already got the fresh squeezed," Casey pointed out. "I don't know what else I can offer."

"Wanna made a quick ten bucks?" The man asked her."

"Sure, but how?"

The man leaned in and quietly whispered to Casey. "Here, you take this," he handed Casey the cup of lemonade he purchased moments before. He had already drank about half of it. "Now what I want you to do is when you go inside and eat, when you're all done eating take this cup into the bathroom with you and pee in it. Fill it back up to the top with your pee."

Casey's face turned red when he said that. "Ummm...." she started, "y..you want me to pee in your lemonade?"

"Yup," the man said. "If you do that and bring it back to me I'll give you ten dollars."

"I shouldn't. That's icky and weird."

"Suit yourself," the man stated. "I hope you make enough for your bike." With that he started to walk away slowly.

"WAIT!" Casey said. "I'll do it."

"OK then," the man said. "I'll be back in twenty minutes for my lemonade."

"OK, bye," Casey took the man's half empty cup of lemonade inside with her. She just stared at the cup as she ate a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. What was the man going to do with her pee? she wondered. Was he going to drink it?

Fifteen minutes had already passed and Casey knew she had to get back outside soon, so she took the cup with her and she went into the bathroom. She lowered her shorts and her panties then she sat on the toilet. She tried, but in this position she couldn't get the cup under herself. She stood back up and stepped out of her sandals and shorts. Her panties remained inside her shorts.

Casey set the cup down on the linoleum floor then knelt down, the cup positioned between her thighs. She lifted herself up a little ways and scooted the cup farther under herself. Feeling she was in the right position she tried to relax and a short while later her urine  began to flow. She heard the tinkle of her pee splashing into the cup and was relieved that she hit her mark.

Gradually the cup began to fill as Casey let her mind wander. She happened to glance at the bathroom door and saw her lewd act in the reflection of its full length mirror. Her shirt was still in place, but the lower half of her twelve year old body was fully exposed. She blushed at her partial nudity, then collected her thoughts enough to force her urine stream to an end. After it dribbled to a stop Casey stood, taking care not to knock over the cup of pee/lemonade.

Looking down there were only a few drops of pee that had missed the cup and the vessel was nearly full. Casey felt pride at a job well done, then surprise at that pride. She picked up the cup, feeling its warmth against her fingers and placed it next to the sink. Then she donned her shorts and panties together, not bothering to take the panties of the shorts first. After stepping into her sandals Casey used a ball of toilet paper to soak up the stray drops of urine from the floor.

She washed her hands after the work was done and grabbed the warm cup. She calmly walked outside, trying not to think about the contents of the cup. When she got back out to her stand there was no one around, so she set the cup down behind the counter of her stand, away from the lemonade and fresh lemons and calmly waited.

Five minutes later the man returned with a smile on his face and stepped up to Casey's lemonade stand. "I don't suppose you have a cup of lemonade for me, do you, miss?" the strange man asked.

"Here you are, sir," Casey said as she reached down and grabbed the still warm cup. She handed the cup to him and he brought it to his nose and inhaled. Looking pleased he put the cup down, reached into his wallet and took out a ten dollar bill.

"And this is for you," the man said, handing Casey the bill. He then brought the cup up to his lips and took a sip. Casey couldn't help but stare and feeling her eyes on him the man smiled to himself as he tipped the cup back and finished its contents in one go.

"Mmmmmm, that hit the spot," the man said. "Thank you, Casey."

"Your... welcome... I think," Casey said, unsure of herself.

"Will you be working tomorrow?"

"Most likely,"Casey replied. "Gotta earn that bike money somehow."

"I'll see you tomorrow then," the strange man said before he turned and left.

For the next twenty minutes Casey contemplated the odd occurrence and for some reason whenever she thought about the man bringing the cup to his lips and drinking she felt an itching in the furrow where he legs joined. She didn't know why, but the thought of the man drinking her pee excited her. Surely she'd be thinking of today's events later on tonight when she rubbed herself to sleep.

There was no time for that thought though, a group of boys she recognized from school were approaching her stand. "Welcome to Casey's Lemonade," she said cheerfully to the boys who were right around her age.

"Hi, Casey," the oldest looking boy said, Can we get some lemonades?"

"Sure! What size?"

"A large and two smalls please," the boy handed her two dollars after his request. Casey poured the two smalls first, which the boy handed to his two friends, then he took the large cup from Casey.

"Thanks!" Casey smiled.

"OK, bye," the boy responded before he and his friends turned and left.

Over the next couple of hours Casey sold another five dollars worth of lemonade, bringing her daily total up to $26, including the profits from the man's strange quest. She was satisfied with her pull so she closed up shop for the day at around 3PM, which left her ample daylight to do something fun for the day.

-----

Thanks for reading.  If you have any comments send them to Cheerleader_Fan@mail.com Unless I am overwhelmed with email I'll respond. I prefer constructive criticism, but if you want to bitch at me feel free. I'd suggest just finding a different site to browse, though, because this is pretty tame stuff compared to a good portion of asstr.org.

Speaking of... donate if you can. They could use the money and it is nearly Xmas.

