
        
            
                
            
        

    
The idea of a Brazilian wax had initially crossed my mind when I noticed how much more comfortable it felt not to have the stubble from shaving rub against my delicate skin during sex with my girlfriend. In addition, my skin was prone to ingrown hairs that were extremely uncomfortable to deal with. It was only after suffering through yet another bout of razor burn that I decided enough was enough and resolved to find a professional to perform the task for me.

Finding a place that catered to male clients proved difficult, as most beauty parlors didn't have the experience or confidence to work on my anatomy. After calling several locations around town, I finally found a private professional esthetician who advertised her services online and was willing to come to my home.

The woman's profile picture displayed a stunning, mature face with long chestnut hair that framed it perfectly. She was in her early thirties, a 30-something beauty I would have gladly taken on any other context but this. But the time for admiration was over; I had to prepare myself for what was about to come.

I arrived at my apartment, taking a deep breath as I entered and shutting the door behind me. The anticipation was palpable, like waiting in a dentist's chair before the dreaded procedure begins. I decided it would be best to shower first, getting rid of any dirt or residue that could compromise the quality of her work.

Once I had finished washing and drying off, I set up the room for our session: placing towels on the bed and preparing a small table with a clean towel and a bottle of water. It was the least I could do to make her feel comfortable in my space, even if it meant exposing my own vulnerabilities.

After a few minutes of waiting, there was a knock at the door. My heart raced as I opened it, inviting her inside. She wore a white lab coat over a simple black tank top and tight-fitting jeans, her hair pulled back into a ponytail. The contrast between the professional attire and the casual, sexy ensemble was striking.

"Hello, Mr.--" she started to introduce herself, but I cut her off, preferring to remain anonymous for the time being. "Please, just call me David."

She nodded in acknowledgment and extended a hand to shake mine. Her touch was delicate yet firm, sending a shiver down my spine. "I'm Jasmine," she said with a warm smile that melted any lingering unease I felt about the situation. "It's very kind of you to invite me here instead of coming to my studio."

"Thank you for accommodating my request, Jasmine," I replied, leading her towards the bedroom where we could begin. She took a moment to survey the setup before turning back to face me.

"If you would please remove your clothes and lie down on the bed, covering yourself with this towel," she instructed, handing it to me. I did as directed, feeling exposed and slightly self-conscious beneath the thin piece of fabric. Jasmine disappeared into another room for a moment, returning with her supplies.

She set up an array of items on the nightstand: wax strips, tweezers, a jar of Vaseline, and a small container filled with powder to help soothe my skin after the procedure was complete. The sight of these tools laid out in front of me only intensified the butterflies in my stomach.

Jasmine then approached the bed and gently removed the towel from around my waist, exposing my erect cock to her gaze. I felt a mixture of embarrassment and excitement at being so vulnerable before this beautiful woman. She took a moment to examine me up close, her eyes lingering on my most sensitive areas before looking me in the eye with an unreadable expression.

"I'm going to start by applying some powder to your groin area," she said, opening the container and pouring a small amount into her palm. "This will help to keep you comfortable during the process."

As Jasmine began rubbing the powder over my pubic hair and inner thighs, I couldn't help but become more aroused. The combination of her touch and the sensual nature of the situation was overwhelming. She noticed my growing erection and didn't comment on it, simply continuing with the task at hand.

"Now, we need to make sure your skin is completely dry," she explained, using a clean towel to wipe away any remaining powder. "I'll begin by applying wax to small sections of your groin, working my way down towards your testicles and inner thighs."

Jasmine started with the top of my pubic hair, spreading warm wax over a small patch before covering it with a strip. She quickly pulled the strip in the opposite direction of hair growth, ripping the hairs out by their roots. The pain was sharp but brief, dissipating as soon as she moved on to another area.

As I lay there, enduring the process, I couldn't help but feel aroused at the sight of my skin being exposed and manipulated in such an intimate way.

Despite my initial excitement, the discomfort from the waxing soon overshadowed any erotic feelings I may have had. My erection deflated, and I focused on controlling my breathing to minimize the pain. It was difficult to stay still as she worked her way down, but I knew that any sudden movements would only make things worse.

Jasmine continued with the process, applying wax to each section before ripping off the strip. She pressed firmly over the newly exposed skin after each pull, offering relief from the pain as the pressure helped to desensitize the nerve endings. The technique was effective in minimizing my discomfort and allowing me to focus on simply getting through the ordeal.

As she worked her way down my body, the task became progressively more painful due to the increased sensitivity of the skin closer to my genitals. I gritted my teeth and tried to stay as still as possible, wincing occasionally when a particularly sensitive spot was exposed. Jasmine's expert touch and efficient technique helped keep the pain at a manageable level, but it was still an ordeal I wouldn't soon forget.

Once she had finished working her way down my inner thighs, there was only one more step left in the procedure: attending to the area around my scrotum, testicles, and cock.

"I realize this is going to be even more sensitive for you," Jasmine said as she prepared a small amount of wax on a fresh strip. "Please try to relax and take deep breaths."

She began by gently applying the wax around my scrotum, taking extra care not to get any on my actual testicles or penis. The pain was excruciating when she finally pulled the strip off, but it was over quickly. Jasmine repeated the process for both of my testicles before moving on to the base of my cock, which was the most agonizing part of the entire procedure.

As Jasmine worked on applying the final strip of wax to my cock, I couldn't help but notice how my arousal was returning. The combination of her touch and the intimate nature of the situation had once again taken hold, causing my erection to start rising.

I cleared my throat, drawing her attention away from her task momentarily. "Excuse me for asking this, Jasmine," I said, feeling slightly embarrassed by the sudden shift in our dynamic, "but do people get hard a lot during male brazilians?"

She looked up at me and smiled with understanding. "Some do, some don't," she replied in a matter-of-fact tone. "But I prefer when they do because it makes the skin nice and tight, and actually makes it easier to wax."

I found this revelation both shocking and arousing at the same time. Here I was, receiving intimate attention from an older woman who was not only experienced but also found pleasure in the erotic side of her job. It was a new experience for me, one that I couldn't help but find enticing.

"In that case," I said with a hint of mischief in my voice, "perhaps you can help keep me hard during the wax to make it easier."

Jasmine considered my request for a moment before nodding her agreement. "Of course, Mr. David," she replied as she gently took my cock in her hand and began to stroke it between each strip of wax.

The sensation was exquisite, causing me to arch my back in pleasure as my erection grew even more rigid under her skillful touch. I closed my eyes, enjoying the newfound sensations while enduring the discomfort of the waxing process.

After what seemed like an eternity, Jasmine finally removed the last strip from my groin area. She inspected her work, making sure that every hair had been successfully removed before applying soothing powder to my sensitive skin.

Once Jasmine was satisfied that my skin was thoroughly cleansed and soothed, she took out a small bottle of oil designed for post-wax care. She applied a generous amount to her hands before tenderly rubbing the oil over every inch of my now bare groin, taking special care to work it into the crevices between my thighs and around the base of my cock.

The sensation was heavenly, providing both relief from the discomfort of the waxing and arousal that threatened to overwhelm me with each gentle touch. As she continued her massage, I couldn't help but notice that small beads of precum were forming at the tip of my penis, leaking out of its own accord in response to her expert attention.

Jasmine noticed the wetness as well and, without comment or hesitation, licked up the droplets with a knowing smile. "I'm sorry, Mr. David," she said as she looked at me with those alluring eyes, "but I can't leave any evidence behind that might make your girlfriend suspect something other than a routine waxing."

Her words were a mix of professionalism and seduction, causing my arousal to spike even further. I couldn't help but find myself captivated by her blatant disregard for protocol as she continued her aftercare with an increasingly fervent intensity. It was clear that she enjoyed the eroticism of the situation almost as much as I did. Jasmine sensed my impending release and sped up her pace even more, driving me over the edge with a single, firm stroke that sent waves of pleasure washing through my body.

As I reached the pinnacle of my arousal, Jasmine took me in her mouth with a suddenness that startled me. Her warm, soft lips encased the head of my penis, and I felt an immediate surge of ecstasy as she began to deepthroat me.

The sight of this beautiful woman taking such control over my pleasure was overwhelming, causing my orgasm to wash over me with a sudden intensity. My body convulsed as streams of hot cum erupted from the depths of my loins and flooded her throat, filling her with the evidence of my release.

Jasmine didn't miss a beat, swallowing every drop that she could while continuing to massage the base of my cock with one hand. Her other arm was draped over my thigh, giving me an anchor as I rode out the aftershocks of my orgasm.

When finally the sensations subsided, Jasmine slowly pulled her mouth off my penis and wiped away any remaining cum from her lips. She rose to her feet, looking at me with a mixture of satisfaction and amusement. "I hope that was worth it for you," she said as she collected herself.

I could only nod in response, too spent to form words. The experience had been beyond anything I could have imagined, and the thought of returning to my normal life seemed almost unbearable after such a whirlwind of eroticism.

Jasmine continued her post-waxing routine, cleaning up any remaining mess and reapplying powder as needed.

As Jasmine completed her post-waxing routine, she casually mentioned an additional service that was often included with a full manzilian wax. "Oh, I forgot to ask," she said, her voice low and seductive, "did you want me to do the other side? Most of the time it's included with the Brazilian."

The comment caught me off-guard, as I had never considered having my anus or buttocks waxed before. But, with a sense of adventure fueling my curiosity and the knowledge that I was already committed to this extraordinary experience, I found myself agreeing. "I'm not really sure," I replied, "I've never thought about it, but if it's included, I might as well."

Jasmine nodded her understanding before preparing me for the next stage of our encounter. She spread a towel over my hips and bent me forward at the waist, exposing both my anus and buttocks in a position that was equal parts vulnerable and enticing. The sight of such a personal area being bared to her gaze sent a shiver down my spine.

She began by gently running a warm wax strip over my ass cheeks, taking care not to get any on the sensitive skin near my anus. As she worked her way around each cheek, I couldn't help but feel a sense of both discomfort and arousal at having such an intimate part of my body exposed in this manner.

When she reached the cleft between my buttocks, Jasmine paused to tease me with her touch, running the edge of the wax strip around the outer rim of my anus without actually applying any wax there. The sensation was both electrifying and disconcerting as I felt a new level of vulnerability.

After a few moments of foreplay, Jasmine moved on to apply the wax directly over my anus, making sure to cover the entire area before ripping the strip away in one swift motion. The pain was intense, but once again, she quickly followed up with a firm press that helped to soothe the discomfort.

She repeated the process several times, ensuring that every hair on my ass was removed before moving me into an all-fours position to tackle any areas she might have missed earlier. By this point, I had resigned myself to experiencing whatever sensations came my way and simply let go, immersing myself in the eroticism of the situation.

It was during this final round of waxing that Jasmine encountered a few stubborn hairs that refused to budge from their follicles. She decided to pull them out with tweezers, causing me to wince with each plucked hair. The discomfort was slight but persistent, and I could feel my resolve weakening with each passing second.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of pain and pleasure, Jasmine declared the job complete. She cleaned up any remaining wax from my skin before applying a soothing lotion to help ease the discomfort that lingered after such an intense experience.

As Jasmine applied the soothing lotion to my anus, I felt a sudden surge of pleasure that caused me to flinch and spread my legs further apart in response. It was a startling sensation, one that I couldn't quite make sense of but found myself craving more of.

Jasmine noticed my reaction and took advantage of the situation, using her expert hands to continue the exploration of my most private areas. She began to massage my prostate with a gentle yet firm pressure, causing me to gasp in pleasure as I felt her fingers stimulate an entirely new level of eroticism within me.

The sensations were overwhelming, and I found myself unable to resist the urge to arch my back and thrust my hips forward, seeking more from her touch. Jasmine was more than happy to oblige, using her fingers to tease and milk my prostate in a way that sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

The combination of the aftercare and her expert manipulation of my most sensitive areas quickly drove me towards another orgasmic release.

As my orgasm approached, Jasmine continued her ministrations, determined to ensure that I would have no evidence of our encounter aside from the memories we shared. She deepthroated me once more, taking my entire length in her mouth and swallowing every drop of semen as it erupted from me.

The intensity of the sensation was too much for me to bear any longer, and I cried out as my body convulsed with pleasure. Jasmine didn't miss a beat, maintaining her suction until the last drop had been extracted from my spent organ.

When she was satisfied that no trace of evidence remained, Jasmine slowly pulled herself off my penis and wiped her lips clean. She rose to her feet, gathering up her belongings with a sense of purposeful efficiency. "Don't worry about the tip," she said with a wink, "I'll consider that my own little bonus for today."

With that, she prepared to leave, but not before casting one last glance over her shoulder and offering a parting remark that sent shivers down my spine. "You'll be back in about six to eight weeks for another touch-up, won't you?" She winked again before leaving the room, the door closing behind her with an echo of her laughter.

The memory of our encounter would haunt me for days, fueling fantasies that were both erotic and unsettling in their intensity. And though I told myself it was just a one-time experience that could never be repeated, I secretly hoped that the promise of repayment might one day become reality.

As the hours passed after Jasmine's departure, I was left alone with my thoughts and the newfound sensations that had taken root in my body. The memory of our encounter played on a loop in my mind, both exciting and terrifying in its intensity.

My girlfriend returned from work a few hours later, finding me sitting on the couch with a book in hand to try and distract myself from the events of the day. She approached me with a look of curiosity as she took in the sight of me, completely bare below the waist.

"What's all this?" she asked, running her fingers over my smooth groin area. The touch sent shivers down my spine and brought back memories that I was still trying to process. "You got waxed?"

I nodded, unable to find my voice in that moment of truth. My girlfriend continued to explore the newly exposed skin with her hands, causing goosebumps to rise across my chest. The sensation was both erotic and comforting as she took control of the situation, making it her own.

She led me into the bathroom and joined me in the shower, where the warm water cascading down our bodies added an element of sensuality that we had not previously experienced together. As she soaped up my chest and shoulders, her hands moved lower, exploring the newly waxed areas with a sense of curiosity that quickly turned to passion.

My girlfriend spun me around under the stream of water, taking control as she guided my erection between her legs. The sensation of being enveloped by her warmth was intoxicating, and I couldn't help but thrust my hips forward in response.

She moaned in approval as we continued our dance of passion, her body moving with a fluidity that spoke to years of experience. It felt natural and right, as if the events of the day had only served to deepen the bond between us.

As our lovemaking came to a crescendo, my girlfriend took me in her mouth one last time, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock while I came with an intensity that surprised even myself. The sensations were overwhelming, and I felt as if I could float away on the waves of pleasure she had brought forth.

When it was all over, we stood under the warm water together, our bodies slick with sweat and desire. My girlfriend turned to me and spoke in a quiet voice, "I love how smooth you are. You need to keep getting waxed. I mean it."

I nodded in agreement, unable to find my words as I held her close in the shower's embrace. The future stretched out before us, filled with new possibilities that both excited and terrified me. But for now, all I could focus on was the warmth of her body against mine and the knowledge that our journey together had taken an unexpected but very satisfying turn.
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