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Virgin No More: Hailey

By J.M. Christopher

 


Cheerleading practice sucked. We ran through
so many drills that every muscle in my body felt like it was on
fire. Normally, I would have gotten changed in the locker room back
into my regular clothes, but I was so eager to get back home that I
left right after practice.

To make matters worse, my mother was away for
the weekend, and my step-dad was working late, so I had to walk
home. My legs hurt, my back hurt. In general, I just felt like
every fiber in my body was bound to break apart by the time I made
the mile and a half walk from campus to the house.

The one saving grace was that Roger was
coming over this afternoon. My parents weren’t really thrilled with
the boy—not that there was anything wrong with him, they generally
didn’t like any guy I brought around—so it would be nice to spend
some alone time with him without my parents hateful glares.

It was especially bad with my mom. She was
one of those devout Catholics who believed that a man and a woman
should be married before even kissing each other. She’s pretty much
the only reason why I remained a virgin.

Roger and I had been going out for about a
month now, and we hadn’t really had all that much alone time. So,
having a couple of hours before my step-father came home really had
me looking forward to this afternoon.

I texted Roger when I walked in the door and
told him to come over in about ten minutes. That would give me
enough time to get myself in the shower and cleaned up. I didn’t
want to be all sweaty and disgusting when he came over. Plus, the
skimpy cheerleader uniform just didn’t send the right message.

I ran up the stairs as soon and rushed to my
room. I dropped off my things and, grabbing a towel, I rushed into
the bathroom. I undid the skirt and let the short garment drop to
the floor. Then I grabbed the matching panties and they too fell to
the ground. After that came my top. I pulled that over my head and
it joined the rest of my clothes on the floor. Last went the sports
bra, revealing my B-cup breasts, which bounced out as if excited to
be free of their confines.

I rubbed my shoulder and stretched my back,
looking at myself in the mirror. I playfully lifted my breasts a
couple of times, watching them bounce back into place when I let
go. Then I ran my fingers through my dark curly hair above my
pussy. Seeing myself, I realized I needed to shave too. My legs
were starting to get a little bit of stubble on them.

So, I turned on the water—hot—and I grabbed
my razor. Not that anything was going to happen between me and
Roger this afternoon, but I at least wanted to be presentable for
him. While I didn’t exactly share my mother’s views on sex and
relationships, I still believed in getting to know someone before
doing certain things with them. And while I felt my vagina get wet
every time I saw Roger, I felt that we weren’t at that place
yet.

I washed myself off first, sponging all of my
skin, including my breasts and pussy. After I rinsed off, I
lathered up my legs and I started shaving them. As I was examining
myself though, I thought about how some of the girls on the
cheerleading team talked about shaving their pubic hair off. It was
supposed to look better when doing the splits and flips in our
uniforms. I’d never shaved myself in that area before, but I
figured, why not. If everyone else was doing it, why couldn’t
I?
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