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Bare

◆◆◆

Wren’s Point of View

The salon smelled like eucalyptus and money.

I’d walked past it three times before I pushed the door open. The kind of place where the receptionist’s hair alone cost more than my car payment — platinum waves that moved like water when she turned her head. The walls were pale gray. The lighting was warm. Everything in the room said: you are safe here, and we are not cheap.

I gave my name. Wren Calloway. The appointment I’d booked online at two in the morning, three glasses of wine deep, my heart hammering so hard I could hear it in my eardrums while I clicked confirm.

A full Brazilian. Everything off.

I’d never had one. I’d never had anything waxed. I’d been shaving since I was fourteen, nicking myself in the shower, dealing with the ingrowns and the stubble and the ugly red bumps that made me want to cry every time I looked down. But Michael had mentioned it — not demanded, mentioned, the way he mentioned things, casually, over dinner, his hand on my knee under the table — and the next thing I knew I was sitting in a waiting room with a glass of cucumber water, pretending to read a magazine about kitchen renovations.

“Wren?”

She appeared in the doorway like she’d materialized. Tall. Dark hair pinned up loosely, a few strands framing her face. She wore a white linen tunic that somehow managed to look clinical and elegant at the same time. Her skin was olive, her eyes dark and direct, and when she smiled, it reached every part of her face at once.

I raised a hand.

She nodded and smiled.

“I’m Serena. Come on back.”

The treatment room was smaller than I expected. Warm. A padded table in the center, covered in a crisp white sheet. A counter stretched along one wall with jars, strips, and a wax warmer glowing amber.

Music played low — something with piano and no words.

“First time?”

She didn’t say it like a question. She said it like she already knew.

“Is it that obvious?”

“You’re holding that magazine upside down.”

I looked down. She was right. I dropped it on the counter and laughed — too loud, too nervous — but she just smiled and handed me a folded towel.

“Undress from the waist down. Towel across your lap. I’ll give you a minute.”

She left. I stood there. My hands were shaking. I pulled off my jeans, folded them on the chair, then peeled off my underwear — plain cotton, nothing special, damp at the gusset where I’d been sweating from nerves all afternoon. I tucked them inside the jeans where she wouldn’t see them. I climbed onto the table, pulled the towel over my lap, and sat there with my thighs pressed together, staring at the ceiling.

She knocked, then came in. Serena didn’t look at me like I was a body on a table. She looked at me like I was a person who was scared and had come anyway.

“We’ll start with the legs. Nothing scary. Just so you can feel what the wax is like before we go anywhere sensitive. Sound good?”

I nodded.

The wax felt warm. Not hot — warm, the way a bath feels when it’s exactly right. Serena spread it along my calf with a wooden spatula, working in smooth, practiced strokes, and the heat sank into the muscle underneath. I watched her hands. Long fingers. Neat, unpainted nails. The kind of hands that knew what they were doing and had done it a thousand times.

She pressed the strip, smoothed it, and pulled.

I flinched. Not from pain — from surprise. The sting was clean, specific, gone almost as soon as it landed. She ran her palm over the bare skin, and the contrast hit me: the raw smoothness where the hair had been, the warmth of her hand, the cool air behind it. My leg looked different. Felt different. Like I was being uncovered.

“See?”

“Yes.”

“Nothing you can’t handle.”

She worked her way up both legs. Calves, shins, the soft skin behind my knees, where I twitched, and she steadied me with a hand on my ankle. The outside of my thighs, then the inside, and as she moved higher, her fingers brushed territory that made my breath catch. She didn’t acknowledge it. Just kept working. Calm. Steady. Professional.

But I acknowledged it.

Somewhere between my left inner thigh and my right, something shifted. The warmth of the wax and the warmth of her hands and the rhythmic pull of the strips — my body started reading it differently. Not pain. Not comfort. Something lower, deeper, gathering in a place I was trying very hard not to think about.

“Are you ready for the rest?”

I swallowed and nodded.

“I need you to move the towel. Bend your knees and let them fall wide open.”

I did what she said. The towel came off, and there I was. Bare legs. Bare thighs. And between them, the part of me I’d hated since I was old enough to compare. I felt the air touch me, and every instinct I had said close.

“I should tell you…”

My voice came out smaller than I wanted.

“I’m — I’m not normal. Down there. I’m—I’m bigger than most girls. My —”

I couldn’t finish.

Serena looked at me. Not between my legs. At my face.

“Wren. I see dozens of women a week. Every single one of them has spent years being told their body is wrong somehow. Too much hair. Too little. Too dark. Too loose. Too big.”

She snapped on a fresh pair of gloves with a sound that was almost cheerful.

“There is no normal. There’s only yours. And I promise you — what you have is not a problem.”

She moved the light. Adjusted the angle. And then she looked.

I watched her face for the flinch. The pause. The tiny professional rearrangement of expression that would tell me she was managing her reaction. It didn’t come.

“You have beautiful anatomy, Wren.”

She said it simply. Like she was commenting on a fabric.

“Large labia are more common than you think. And frankly, they’re gorgeous — more to work with, more sensitivity, more nerve endings per square inch. You shouldn’t be embarrassed. You should be grateful.”

Something cracked open inside my chest. Not broke — cracked open, the way a window opens after being painted shut for years. Air came in. I breathed.

“Do you want everything off?”

“What do you recommend?”

She stared at me.

“I love being licked, and hairless is better if you ask me.”

“Even when I’m so big?”

“Especially because you’re oversized. Fuck yes!”

“Everything then.”

“And back here?” Her gloved finger traced the air near my crease. “You want me to do the anus too? I can bleach if you want. Some girls like it.”

“Yes. All of it. I want all of the hair gone.”

My own voice surprised me. Steady. Clear. The voice of someone who had decided.

She started at the edges. The crease where my thigh met my mound, working the warm wax into the coarse hair I’d been shaving badly for years. The pull was different here — sharper, more intimate, the sting landing on skin that had never been stripped bare by anything but a razor. Where the hair came away, tiny pockmarks left behind by the torn follicles stood out against my flushed skin — pink and raised, like Braille, a map of what had been there.

Her fingers smoothed the skin after each strip. Testing. Checking for strays. And each time she touched me, the gathering heat between my legs built another degree.

I stared at the ceiling. Counted the tiles. Tried to think about kitchen renovations and cucumber water and anything that wasn’t the slow, deliberate way her gloved hand kept returning to smooth the freshly bared skin around my pussy.

She worked inward, getting closer. I felt her fingertips part my outer lips to pull the skin taut for the wax, and my breath left me in a rush I couldn’t disguise. She paused. Looked up.

“You’re okay, Wren. Relax, baby girl. Some ladies love this.”

It wasn’t a question. A statement. A permission.

She pulled the strip. The sting ripped through me, and behind it came the exposure — air on skin that had never felt air, the raw, smooth, almost shocking nakedness of flesh that had always been hidden under hair. She smoothed it with her palm, and my hips moved.

Involuntary.

Unmistakable.

My cunt was wet. I could feel it — the slick heat gathering at my entrance, the swollen heaviness of my lips as they responded to touch after touch after touch. My labia were engorging. I knew what that looked like on me — the inner folds darkening, thickening, pushing past the outer lips, the hood retracting as my clit started to swell and press forward. I knew what she was seeing, and the shame flared hot in my chest.

“I’m sorry, Serena,” I whispered. “I can’t — I’m not trying to —”

“Wren.” Her hand rested on my inner thigh. Still. Warm. “This is a normal physiological response. You’re being touched in an intimate area. Blood flows. Tissue responds. It doesn’t mean anything unless you want it to.”

She held my gaze.

“Do you want it to?”

I didn’t answer with words. My knees fell wider apart. My hips tilted. My body answered for me with a fluency my mouth had never managed.

Serena peeled off her gloves.

She dropped them in the trash.

When her bare fingers touched my inner lips for the first time, the sound I made came from somewhere I didn’t recognize — low, broken, grateful. She traced the length of my labia, both sides, slow and thorough, her fingertips reading the folds the way her eyes had read my face. No hurry. No performance. Just the focused attention of someone who knew exactly what she was touching.

“Look, Wren.” She parted my lips. “Look at yourself.”

I lifted my head and stared down between my spread thighs. My pussy was bare for the first time in my adult life. The waxed skin was pink and flushed, tiny follicle marks dotting the mound, and my inner lips — the ones I’d hidden, hated, folded into underwear hoping they’d flatten and shrink — were swollen and open, dark pink and glistening, unfurled like something that had been waiting to be seen. My clit had emerged fully from its hood — round, firm, pink, prominent — standing at attention at the crest of my slit like it had finally been given permission to exist.

“That—” Serena’s thumb circled the base of my clit without touching the tip. “—is not something to be ashamed of. That is a gift. And whoever told you otherwise was blind.”

She lowered her mouth to me. Her lips closed around my aching clit, and she sucked gently. The ceiling dissolved, and the music faded, and the room became a mirage, and there was nothing in the world except the warm, wet seal of her mouth and the raw nerve she held between her lips, sucking gently.

My hands found the edges of the table and gripped. My thighs trembled against the sides of her head. Serena sucked my engorged clit again, harder, dragging it from side to side with the flat of her tongue, and my hips bucked up to meet her.

She pulled back. My clit throbbed in the cool air, bright pink, utterly exposed, and aching.

“Stay there, Wren.”

She crossed the room to the low cabinet against the far wall. I watched her from between my raised knees, my chest heaving, my freshly waxed pussy lips parted wide and dripping my juices onto the white sheet.

She opened the cabinet door.

Inside, arranged on a shelf with the same precision as the wax jars, was a row of vibrators, dildos, and plugs. Different sizes, different colors, different materials. This was not improvised. This was the other half of what Serena’s salon offered — the part that wasn’t on the website.

She chose without hesitation. A dildo — black silicone, eight inches, thick enough that my breath caught just looking at it. A plug — smaller, also black, tapered. She brought them back with a bottle of lube and set them on the tray beside the wax warmer.

“Have you used anything like this before?”

“Not — not that size.”

“Then we’ll go slow. And you say stop whenever you need to.”

“You’re fucking me?”

“Would you like me to?”

Her brow knitted, and she stared at me.

“God, yes. Please.”

She warmed the lube between her palms. Coated the anal plug first, working it with her fingers until it gleamed. Then she coated the dildo, her hand sliding up and down the shaft with a grip that made my stomach clench.

She started with the plug. Her slick finger circled my anus — freshly waxed, raw, the nerve endings singing from the recent strip — and I bore down as the tapered tip pressed against my ring. The stretch was slow and specific, a burn that radiated outward as the widest point passed through, and then the narrowing of the neck as my muscle closed around it and gripped.

The fullness settled deep and heavy, a weight that changed the way everything else felt.

I groaned.

Serena knelt between my legs. She lowered her mouth to my clit again, and the sensation was different now — amplified by the plug, every nerve pathway connected, the pressure from behind making the pressure from her tongue sharper, more focused, more unbearable. She sucked my clit into her mouth, the full length of it, her tongue working the underside while her lips compressed the shaft, and my vision went white at the edges.

Next came the dildo.

She notched the head against my entrance and pushed. The crown spread me open — slow, thick, the smooth silicone dragging against my swollen inner walls as they stretched around it.

My lips gripped the shaft, my oversized labia wrapping around the girth as it sank inch by inch into the slick heat of me. I felt every ridge drag against my tight walls. The fullness built on top of the plug until I was packed, stuffed, filled in both places at once, while Serena’s mouth never left my clit.

She began to move the dildo, fucking me with long, slow strokes that pulled almost all the way out — the head catching on my entrance, stretching the rim, my lips clinging to the shaft, until she pushed back inside me to the hilt. Her tongue matched the rhythm. Suck on the outstroke. Flat pressure on the in. The plug fucking my back passage shifted with each thrust, nudging deeper, the fullness in my ass creating a counter-rhythm that split my consciousness in two.

I came the way a dam breaks.

Not a wave — a collapse. The orgasm tore through my pelvis, my thighs clamped around Serena’s head, my back arched off the table, and I screamed. Not moaned — screamed, a sound I’d never made in my life, raw and animal and completely beyond my control.

My pussy clenched around the dildo in spasms so hard I felt the silicone flex. My ass gripped the plug. My clit pulsed against her tongue, each throb sending another shockwave through my body until I was shaking, weeping, my fingers white on the table’s edge, and still she didn’t stop.

Serena eased me down, fucking me with slower strokes, using softer suction with her lips and a slower drag with her tongue. Both dildos stilled inside me, just held there, filling the space while the aftershocks rolled through my entire body.

When she finally pulled the dildo free, the wet sound it made leaving my body was obscene and perfect. The plug came next, a slow withdrawal that left me open, empty, and trembling.

She wiped me down with a warm cloth. Gentle. Thorough. Then she pulled the towel back over my lap and rested her hand on my stomach until my breathing steadied.

I got dressed in slow motion. My legs were rubber. My freshly waxed skin felt like it belonged to someone else — someone braver, someone who had nothing to hide. Serena handed me an aftercare sheet and a small jar of soothing balm, and when she opened the door, she touched my shoulder.

“You’re beautiful, Wren. Every part of you. Don’t let anyone convince you otherwise.”

I paid at the front desk. The receptionist with the platinum waves smiled at me like she knew exactly what had happened in that room and was glad it had.

I sat in my car for a long time. The leather seat was cool against my thighs. My phone was in my hand. I could still feel everything — the rawness, the absence, the faint ache in places that had never been reached. The folded aftercare sheet on the passenger seat. The jar of balm in my bag. The way Serena’s voice had sounded when she said beautiful, like she meant it the way someone means a promise.

I scrolled to his name. Michael. My thumb hovered.

My stepdad picked up on the second ring.

“Hey, sweetheart.”

“Hi.” My voice was hoarse. I didn’t clear it. “Are you home?”

“I’m home. You okay?”

I looked at myself in the rearview mirror. Flushed cheeks. Swollen lips. Eyes that looked like they belonged to someone who had just been opened and not yet closed.

“I want to come over. I want to show you something.”

A pause stretched out. The kind of pause a man makes when he hears something in a woman’s voice that changes the temperature of the room.

“Door’s unlocked, Wren. It always is for my baby girl.”

I started the car.


Shaved

◆◆◆

Emma’s Point of View

I shaved my cunt for my stepdad on a Tuesday night in October.

It was due.

It was past due.

I didn’t trim or tidy. I shaved — bare, smooth, every last hair removed with a new razor and steady hands and a heartbeat so loud I could hear it over the dripping faucet. I stood in the bathroom with one foot on the edge of the tub and watched myself in the mirror as I drew the blade through the foam, strip by strip, revealing skin I hadn’t seen since I was a girl.

The vulnerability was the point.

I rinsed.

I patted dry.

I ran my fingertips across my bare lips and shivered — not from cold. From what I was about to do.

Mom left when I was fourteen.

She just left.

No note worth reading, no forwarding address, no custody fight. She walked out, and he stayed. He stayed and raised me and drove me to school and sat through every parent-teacher conference with his jaw set and his hands folded and never once let me see how much it cost him.

I had eight years of that. Eight years of the best man I’d ever known sleeping alone down the hall while I grew into the kind of woman who understood exactly what her mother had thrown away.

I was twenty-two. I knew what I wanted. I’d known for a long time.

His bedroom door was open. The lamp was on. Dad was reading — his glasses on, shirt off, the covers pulled to his waist. The light caught his chest, the dark hair, the shoulders that had carried everything for eight years without buckling.

I stood in the doorway in a tank top and nothing else.

“Hey, Dad.”

He looked up. His eyes dropped to my bare thighs. To the hem of the tank top. To what was visible underneath it — the smooth, bare cunt I’d just made hairless for him.

His book lowered.

“Emma. What are you—”

“Don’t talk.”

I crossed the room, pulled back the covers, climbed onto his bed, and knelt beside him, my knees pressing into the mattress.

“Touch me.”

His hand trembled. I took it and placed it between my legs. His fingers met the bare skin, and his breath stopped. I felt his fingertips trace my slit where smooth lips joined tightly — the absence of hair, the slick heat already gathering underneath.

His thumb brushed my clit, and my hips jerked.

“We can’t.”

“We can. I want this. I’ve wanted this.”

“Baby—”

“Feel how wet I am. Feel it. That’s for you. That’s been yours for years.”

His fingers slid between my lips. Two of them, parting my swollen folds, finding the slick entrance, and pressing without pushing in. I was soaked. The evidence was on his hand, and we both knew what it meant.

I pulled the tank top over my head.

I was bare. All of me, bare for him.

Then I cocked a leg and mounted his face.

I stared down and smiled, then lowered my cunt onto his mouth. His resistance broke. His tongue found me — the flat of it dragging through my bare folds, parting them as he tasted me for the first time. The groan that came out of him vibrated through my clit and up my spine.

His hands gripped my thighs.

Not pushing me away. Pulling me down. Harder. Closer. His tongue pushed inside me, and I rocked my hips against his face, feeding him everything I’d shaved bare for him to taste.

“It’s okay. It’s okay, Daddy.”

I came on his mouth. Quick and sharp, my thighs clamping around his head, my cunt pulsing against his tongue.

Then I slid down his body and found his cock — hard, long and thick, straining against his boxers. I freed him, straddled him, notched his swollen head against my entrance, and sank down in one slow stroke that split me open and filled me so deep I saw white.

“I’m on the pill. Cum inside me, Daddy.”

He groaned. His hands found my hips. I rode him slowly, then hard, my bare cunt gripping his shaft, the wet sound of his cock inside me filling the bedroom. I bottomed out, felt his crown squeeze against my cervix, and I rocked back and forth, grinding my clit into his wiry pubic bush.

“Please. Please, Daddy. I need it. Cum inside me.”

He came.

I felt the first pulse splash deep — hot, thick, flooding me. His cock kicked inside me with every spasm, his cum filling the space where no one had ever been, and I held him there, clenched around him, milking every drop while his hands shook on my hips and his breath broke against my neck.

I stayed on top. His cock softened inside me. His cum leaked around the seal of my lips and ran down his shaft.

I kissed his forehead. His eyes were wet.

“I’m not going anywhere.”
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