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I’m halfway through shaving my pussy when I realize I’ve got a problem.

The voluptuous sensation of Grant’s razor plowing shaving-foam into my toned mound—God if Mom’s boyfriend only knew his precious Gillette was shaving my innocent pussy!— the delicious sensation of Grant’s razor-sharp Gillette prickling so near my moist lips, skirting my juicy clit— is interrupted by a sudden realization.

Duh!

What a doink!

I sponge the foam off and make an inspection.

Call that a bikini line?

The shaved area of pale skin extends up past my cute mound. I have, well, had a thick bush and now that it’s gone, well, almost gone, my new bikini’s not going to freaking cover the pale skin where my thick young bush used to be!

And the surf carnival’s tomorrow! There’s no time to get the shaved patch tanned, to match my beautiful all-over brown!

I feel so stupid.

I’ve bought this really cute micro bikini, well, almost micro, as micro as Grant, my Mom’s uptight boyfriend, will allow. And now the little yellow triangle’s not going to cover this dorky pallor. I’m going to look like a freaking patchwork dummy!

I jet some more foam on and massage it into my pulsing wetness and keep shaving. No use stopping halfway.

A wave of lather mounts my succulent pussy lips.

... Oh-hhhhhhhhh... that feels good...!

The razor thrills heart-stoppingly close to my moistly parting lips, the gel mixed up with a pang of yearning juice...

... And...

... Eighteen...

... Nearly nineteen years old...

... And my hot body’s still freaking untried...!

... Not even some heavy petting in my boyfriend’s car, my mother’s man is so strict.

I plant a fingertip on my clit to protect my love nub, well, maybe just also rub it a bit, and scrape up near my melting hood.

... Mm-mmmmmmmmmmmmmm...

... Oh fuck...

... That feels so nice...

... It feels so nice I want to laugh out loud...

... When Grant has his shave tomorrow morning—  Mach Three For That Extra Closeness— he won’t even realize his precious Gillette’s been through his girlfriend’s daughter’s perky teenage bush!

I stop shaving for a second and look out through the bathroom window’s frosted glass.

It’s sunny outside.

Grant’s at work.

Mom’s away.

I could try. I don’t stand much chance of success but I guess I could try getting this new pale patch of nudity at least a little bit brown.

I glance at myself in the mirror.

Apart from around my pussy, my perky teenage body’s beautifully tanned all over. I’ve got the perfect Mediterranean bronzed glow from head to toe.

I can at least try getting some tan into the sin around my pussy.

It’s never going to one hundred percent match. I need to be careful the shaved skin gets burned. Goes all red on me. It’ll look even worse... yellow bikini... crimson crotch... the rest of me brown all over. Eek!  

I straddle the basin and wash the last of the suds off and examine the results.

I realize what a pretty pussy I’ve got, my pert young lips voluptuously unglueing.. one touch and my clit sends delicious spasms thrilling all the way up my hot, toned body... I give my clit a gentle rub and threads of sweet juice wink in succulent wetness, vanish into my moist depths...

“... Oh... oh.. oh... oh God...!”

... It’s too late to stop...

... I’ve got to at least finish myself off...

... My wet clit slips and slides... a lemon pip in a mess of hot sweetness... I rub harder... and harder...

“... Yes... yes... oh God... ye-eeeeeeeees...”

My body quakes in helpless ecstasy. I slump sideways against the wall, my pussy jerking, two fingers inside me knuckle deep waking spasms of helpless surrender, a tsunami breaking over me.

“... Ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...!”

Hell. I shake my head.

This has got to stop. When it’s over I realize I have to do something about this heat inside me that’s burning me up.

Tomorrow. The surf carnival. The surf carnival’s tomorrow. There’ll be loads of spunky dudes there. The sand hills are famous for the things people get up to. I’ve got long slim legs, a perky butt, sensational tits—at least my breasts are brown all over— I’ll have my choice of the lifeguards. I’m sure to get plenty of opportunities at the carnival.
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