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Layne ran her knife through
the steep pile of oranges, making quick work of her orange juice
prep. The store wasn’t even open for ten more minutes and there was
already a line winding down the sidewalk. Layne Pritchart had
recently been named one of the “top twenty under thirty” by city
council, and the fact that she was the only lesbian on the list
made it an even bigger deal. Her juice and smoothie bar was one of
the most visited hotspots in town and for good reason. Not only
were the drinks juicy, but employees were as well.

Layne’s business model was
simple, she made great tasting drinks served by the hottest women
in town. Her place was like the “hooters” of juice joints. She knew
a lot of women viewed the place as a tacky ploy to make money, but
Layne knew that the old adage was true…Sex sells.

With a quick flip of the
lock, “Melons and More” was open for the day. A steady stream of
customers, mostly men, lined up at the counter to watch Layne and
her assistant manager, Emerson pour fresh squeezed goodness in a
cup. Most of the eyes in the group fell on the tiny, oh-so-tight
tank tops they sported that featured two strategically placed
melons right on the front. The overtly suggestive uniforms were
Layne’s idea, and they worked like a charm.

**

“Layne, we need more citrus
up front,” Emerson called out as she handled the hoard at the
counter.

“Got it,” Layne shouted
back, running into the back room to retrieve the heavy mesh bag of
fruit. She could hear the brakes from their supplier’s truck
squeaking to a halt around the back of the building.
“Damn it, he’s early,” She hissed under her breath. Hoisting the bag of brightly
colored fruit over her shoulder, Layne hustled the citrus up to the
front, then turned and rushed back to receive their
delivery.

Layne mumbled obscenities
under her breath as she opened the back door. Receiving their
weekly fruit order took a lot of time out of her day, time that she
couldn’t spare during the morning rush. Carlo had always been good
about getting there in the afternoon when they were less busy.
Layne was revved up to give him a piece of her mind.

“Carlo, I thought we said
late afternoon,” She scolded, rolling her eyes as she waited for
him to exit the back of his big white box truck.

“Oh shit, I am so sorry,
did I get the time screwed up?” A voice called out from inside the
truck. The response startled Layne. Not because of what was said,
but from who said it. The person talking to her was definitely not
Carlo.

“Carlo?” Layne asked,
listening to the wheels of the dolly carrying her heavy order bump
along the back of the truck. Her breath caught in her throat as a
thin delicate woman rounded the corner of the building and pushed
the dolly in her direction.

“Carlo is sick, I am his
sister Daniella,” The beautiful woman said as she hauled the heavy
load toward Layne. Her chocolate brown eyes sparkled when she
smiled making Layne feel weak in the knees. She felt like she had
just been punched in the gut and all the air had been forced out of
her body. Daniella was the hottest thing she had ever laid her eyes
on.

“Uh…yeah, right this way,”
Layne stammered, holding the door open for Daniella to pass
through. The doorway was tight and Layne held her breath as
Daniella slid past with her load. Halfway into the building, the
women came face to face. Danielle’s large ample mounds brushing
against Layne’s as she pushed inside the store. Every inch of
Layne’s body tingled from the contact. Her nipples instantly
hardened into stiff little jewels, tenting the already provocative
shirt clinging to her body.

“I hope Carlo feels better
soon,” Layne blushed, crossing her arms in front of her chest as to
hide her obvious excitement.

“Oh, he will be fine. He
just has a bad case of the man-flu,” Daniella smirked, rolling her
velvety brown eyes.

With the point of one
delicate finger, Layne directed Daniella into the back storage
room. She watched her incredibly sexy body leaning down to pick up
a load, then straighten back up to place it on the shelf. The
whispy cotton top Daniella was wearing floated in the breeze of her
fluid movements, gaping open with each bend of her
waist.

Biting hard on her bottom
lip, Layne couldn’t help but stare at the luscious view. Her mouth
watered imagining those massive pendulous tits between her lips,
suckling them until Daniella screamed.

“The pineapples in this
delivery are huge,” Daniella said as she hoisted the fruit onto the
shelf.

“Mmmm, they sure are,”
Layne replied back, keeping her eyes glued to Daniella’s
irresistible mounds.

“Hey Layne, I am getting
slammed up here, can you give me a hand,” Emerson said
breathlessly, her eyes darting back to the long line of customers
snaking through the store.

“Sure, yeah, of course,”
Layne stammered, shaking herself out of her daydream. “Nice to meet
you, Daniella, I hope to see again sometime,”

“Nice to meet you too,”
Daniella called back, watching Layne scurry up to the front of the
store to handle the hoard of thirsty patrons.

“Who was that?” Emerson
teased in a sing-song cadence, wiggling her eyebrows as her smitten
boss.

“That’s Daniella, she is
filling in for her brother,”

“Ohhh,
Daniellaaa,”

“Shut up Emerson, and get
back to work,” Layne grinned, feeling the hot sting of her blushing
face creeping down her neck.

“Show me those mangos
Daniella”

“Emerson, cut it out,”
Layne chuckled, elbowing her in the ribs. Even though she laughed,
it was true. Layne had it bad for the new delivery girl. There was
no denying it.

**

Streaked patterns of light
bounced off the ceiling of Layne’s bedroom as passing cars drove
by. She sighed deeply as sleep evaded her. No matter what she
tried, she couldn’t get to sleep. Her tired bleary eyes obsessively
checked the clock, watching it slowly tick forward toward
dawn.

Rolling over in a
frustrated huff, her brain refused to shut off. Thoughts of
Daniella occupied every corner of her skull. Layne felt possessed
by her lust. The desire was so overpowering it was almost painful.
The heavy throbbing wetness filled the space between her legs until
she simply couldn’t take it a second longer.

Her hand fished down into
the drawer of her nightstand, landing on her long phallic silicone
relief. Layne flipped the tiny switch on the bottom of her rabbit
and sunk the toy beneath her panties.

The steady mechanical buzz
broke the silence of the room, filling the air with the promise of
pleasure. Layne closed her eyes letting her toy transport her to
ecstasy. Her thoughts took her right back to the store and to
Daniella. She pictured her massive lickable breasts dangling
seductively as she bent over. Layne imagined how good her flesh
would taste rolling around in her mouth.

The pastel pink vibrator
tingled against Layne’s slippery slit. Her hand directed the toy
inside, parting her soft delicate lips, making her moan. The tiny
little ears of the rabbit nestled firmly against her clit,
stiffening the little nub instantly. Layne pushed the
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