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Waxing My Labial

It had
been almost a month since I had last shaved my lady parts and, as
I’m sure you can imagine, they were becoming rather overgrown with
a thick carpet of dark pubic hair. Even as a 30 year old I still
had never quite got the hang of shaving down there and would often
leave it for extended periods of time before attempting a clean
shave. I was always left with a very fine stubble over my pussy
lips and above my crotch that itched like crazy for a few days
until the hairs had grown out and softened. It drove my lover crazy
and had led to a number of somewhat embarrassing encounters
involving what I liked to call sand-paper chin. Despite my cushy
and powerful role as a networking executive for a high profile IT
consultancy firm, I had always been quite shy about exposing myself
to strangers and so I had outright avoided getting a bikini wax, no
matter how many times my friends recommended it to me. However,
with a hot date with a stunning blonde girl I’d met on a work’s
night out coming up, I knew that something had to be done about the
situation. My pussy had to be freed and I knew I had to choose
between another rough deforestation with a razor held precariously
in my trembling hands or face the potentially mortifying experience
of getting a wax. Desperate to make the best possible impression on
my date, I chose the latter and booked myself into an expensive
salon/health spa situated in an old chateau on the edge of
town.

I
arrived at the building to find it practically deserted apart from
a couple of cars in the row of parking spaces out front. Walking
inside, I was instantly struck by how beautifully decorated the
place was. I felt like I had been transported to some old French
bordello as I stared at the paintings hanging from the walls and
the antique ornaments perfectly placed in every corner. I was awe
struck by the decor and jumped out of my skin as I felt a small
hand pressing onto my shoulder.

“Oh, I’m
sorry!” said a delightful young woman, “I didn’t mean to startle
you!”

“No
that’s okay.” I said, feeling a strange murmur of excitement
petering off as my heart calmed again. The girl was of Asian
descent but I dared not make a guess for fear of incurring some
sort o Yakuza wrath. Whatever her heritage, there was no denying
that her eyes sparkled like sapphires and her light beige skin was
possibly the smoothest, purest thing I’d ever seen. Plus, she was
rather petite, which lent her an adorable cuteness that instantly
brought a smile to my face. In fact, she was so attractive I almost
forgot about my hot date.

“You
must be Caroline?” she asked, stroking the tip of her finger down
the huge ledger on the reception desk. Even the booking system was
old-fashioned with nary a computer in sight.

“Yes,
I’m here for a... you know...” I said, nervously avoiding saying it
despite being the only one in the reception area.

“A
Brazilian?“ she giggled, waving for me to follow her down the long,
narrow corridor to the side of the desk, “Please, follow
me.”

I
trailed behind her, admiring her surprisingly pronounced curves,
and by admiring I mean I couldn’t take my ass off her ass. Her
smart clothing, which consisted of a white blouse and navy blue
skirt, might have looked mundane were it not for her sweet persona
and the sensuous, petite body hidden beneath the fabric. I felt
like such a pervert ogling a girl so much younger than myself, but
I couldn’t help it and as she showed me into the consultation room
I could already feel myself becoming a little horny. Then it struck
me; Oh God, I
thought, what is she notices!
As horrifying as the thought might have been,
though, part of me actually liked the idea. It was like being
embarrassed was somehow appealing and deep down I wanted her to
find out my little secret.

“Have
you experienced a waxing before?” she asked.

“Nope,
I’m a virgin!” I joked, immediately fearing that it had gone over
her head and I had shamed myself again, “I mean with waxing, not
sex.”


“Uh-huh...” she muttered, trying her best to hide her
amusement with my buffoonery. She waved me over to an opaque white
screen in the corner of the room, “You can undress behind this
screen.”

“Do I
need to take everything off?” I asked, knowing all to well how
silly a question it was. After all, she was about to see my most
intimate areas – would it matter if I was naked?

“It
helps...” she replied, collecting and preparing her supplies from
the nearby cupboard while I set about stripping away my clothes. I
could feel my bones shaking inside my body, growing stronger with
every item of clothing I shed and placed on the trolley. When I had
stripped down to my underwear, I placed my bra on the top and
dabbed my pussy with my panties in the hopes of soaking up the
moisture that had accumulated between my labia. For some reason I
was in full flow, like a broken tap gushing everywhere with no idea
where the valve was to cut off the supply.

I
stepped out from behind the screen, holding one arm nervously over
my breasts and my other hand placed neatly over my crotch like a
picture of Eve in the Garden of Eden. She grinned at my needlessly
nervous pose and patted the reclining leather-clad chair at her
side. I could feel the heat bubbling to my head as I stood there,
willing myself to let go of my modesty and accept whatever terrible
fate would greet my naked form. As my arms drifted away from my
body, I felt an awesome wave of release washing over my flesh,
suddenly realising that I had little to fear. I averted my eyes,
unable to take the potential humiliation of her blank stare as she
laid eyes upon the thick mat of hair between my legs as I walked
over. I almost expected her to reach out and pat it like I’d
brought along my pet gerbil. Thankfully, it was all in my mind and
she remained wholly professional throughout; or at least, most of
the time.

“That’s
it, just perch yourself on the chair and we can begin.” she said
softly, easing me into the seat with as little fuss as possible. I
lay back, feeling the leather immediately sticking to my clammy
back. It was only then that I realised how sweaty I had become,
with a thin film of moisture coating my body. She pottered around
with her tub of warm wax, stirring it with a spatula while I
watched on with great interest. Finally, she turned to me; the
spatula resting between her fingers with a thick dollop of wax
waiting on the end, ready to be applied to my yeti-like body. While
that was quite an exaggeration, there was no end to my shame as she
lifted up my arms and rested them above my head to reveal the black
forest of hair under my arm pits. I watched carefully to see if she
mocked me with her eyes, but she remained focused and in control as
she smeared my right armpit with the surprisingly warm wax. The
dull edge of the spatula digging into the curves of my flesh was a
small price to pay for ridding myself of all that hair, even
temporarily. She placed a thin sheet over the waxed area and then
looked at me.

“Keep your arms up.” she said in a rather authoritative
manner. She might have been diminutive in size, but she could
conjure a harshness in her voice that would put even a fierce
warrior in their place. The odd thing was; I kinda liked it.
Something about being told off just kicked me up a gear and sent
another rush of tingly pleasure to my pussy. At this rate the wax won’t stick, I
thought, feeling the juices forming around
my pussy once again.

“Okay,
this will hurt a lot less if you completely relax. Close your eyes
and think of home, or something.” she said, but before I could even
digest what she was saying she reached up and ripped the sheet away
from my armpit. I immediately bolted forward, stopping myself with
my hands stretching out in front of me as I howled in agony at the
top of my voice. My tear ducts surged as the pain spread throughout
my upper body, leaving behind a momentary burning sensation that
slowly subsided. The area of skin was utterly smooth but extremely
prickly to the touch. Then another sudden realisation swarmed my
mind – my clitoris was throbbing harder than ever. Not only that,
but even the sudden, sharp pain of the wax being ripped away wasn’t
as terrible as I thought it would be. Sure it was agonising, but in
retrospect I quite liked it. I held up my other arm as she applied
the wax to my left armpit, no doubt feeling the thunderous pounding
of my heart beneath my chest. It was only as I looked across and
watched her planting the strip of paper onto the wax that I saw how
hard my nipples had become, like dark red berries perched atop a
pair of delicious meringues.

She yanked the second strip away, but this time I measured the
pain by clenching my teeth and keeping it locked inside my body. I
shuddered as every muscle in my body flexed intensely. I could see
the veins on the back of my hand sticking out as I curled up my
fists and dug mu knuckles into the leather cushion at the sides of
my ass. Again, the pain died away I could feel the persistent throb
of my clitoris growing to an ache between my thighs and all I
wanted to do was reach down and start playing with myself. I knew
that I couldn’t, though, which only made my frustration even worse.
I lay back and tried to calm my breathing, but the relentless
tremble had taken over my body and was threatening to give away my
state of arousal. She made sure I was okay to continue and then
moved down to my legs, starting down by my right ankle.
I would have to choose a
Brazilian, I thought, I’ll be here forever! On the one hand
the idea of being put through so much more pain was strangely
appetising, and in truth the only reason I wanted to leave was to
get back to my car and relieve the tension, even just a little
bit.

She
began to wax my legs, smearing dollop after dollop over my skin and
ripping away the fine hairs all along my shins, knees and thighs
while I dug the back of my head into the soft chair padding. I
wasn’t thinking of home, though. With every sheet that she tore
away from my legs, I started to picture her in my mind in
increasingly scant levels of undress. The way she lightly touched
my skin with one hand to steady my legs as she stripped away the
wax sheets was tickling slightly and caused the juices to gush to
my pussy. I yearned to feel the touch of her fingers just a little
higher along my thigh, telepathically begging her to move faster. I
couldn’t wait to feel the strip being pulled away from my pussy,
but she had to cover both of my legs in their entirety first. The
wait was tortuous; both because every strip sent a thunderous crack
of pain through my bones as the hairs were yanked from the
follicles in my skin, and because waiting for her to reach my
crotch seemed to take longer and longer the closer she got. I was
sure the second hand on the clock on the wall above the door was
flicking backwards just to taunt me, but then like Christmas
morning the moment finally arrived and the excitement rushing
through my veins almost caused me to squeal with
delight.

“Okay,
legs are done.” she explained, looking down at the way I had cupped
my hands toether over my crotch, “Are you ready to
continue?”


“Yeah...” I panted in reply. Little did she know that I
wasn’t shielding myself from her. Rather, I was masking the gentle
nudging of my fingers as I toyed with my throbbing clitoris. She
took a scoop of wax on the end of the spatula and moved my hands
away to rest on the sides of the chair while she applied the thick,
sticky substance to my overgrown crotch. My fingers were coated in
a thin film of my juices and as I surveyed her face, I could see
her trying and failing to hide her amusement. She lathered the hair
in wax and placed the strip over the top, allowing it moment to set
before signalling for me to brace myself. I dug my nails into the
sides of the chair and held on for dear life, and seconds later she
yanked the paper clear of my crotch. It was remarkable; for the
briefest of moments I felt nothing, almost a numb tingling
sensation. However, it then hit me like a freight train driving
straight across my clitoris. In the space of a second or two I felt
such an overwhelming compendium of emotions, from the agony of
having so many deep, long hairs ripped from my flesh to the
incredible jolt of pleasure that it sent directly into my
pussy.

“Oh fuck
yes!” I cried out at the top of my voice, bolting forward in the
chair without even realising what I had said. It was only as I fell
back against the padding that I opened my eyes and saw her staring
at me; her eyes wide open and her hand over her gaping mouth. I
could tell she was hiding her urge to laugh at me and immediately
felt my cheeks turning bright red. Still, despite my embarrassment,
as she moved her hand away from her lips I could see that she
wasn’t offended or disgusted by my obvious arousal. In fact, she
stared down at the bare patch of ultra-sensitive flesh above my
clitoris and, to my surprise, reached down with her left hand. My
skin felt prickly under the touch of her fingers, but as she
stroked the skin around and added more and more pressure, the
strange burning discomfort started to make my clitoris throb even
harder. She kept her four fingers pressed flat against my pubic
bone, rubbing the delicate flesh while her thumb descended slightly
and perched itself over my clit. I winced with a mixture of agony
and intense pleasure as she massaged the sore skin, but then as her
thumb began to circle around my clit the latter sensation came very
much to the fore. I let out a long, ecstatic groan and shuddered in
place on the chair as she played with me, digging my nails into the
arm rests to control my exhilaration.

“Do you
like this?” she whispered, carefully peering over her shoulder to
make sure nobody was coming along the corridor. At first I thought
the place doubled as some sort of a brothel, but the fact that she
was so cautious as she touched me made the experience infinitely
more arousing. She was doing it entirely of her own free will, not
because some madam had instructed her to please the clients. I
simply nodded, unable to divert enough energy from my hips to
conjure the words. I thrust my crotch up to meet the pressure of
her fingers, making the skin even more irritated. I loved it,
though. The pain was incredible and the longer it went on the more
I wanted. The skin above my clit was growing numb and after a while
I could barely feel her hand massaging me at all. I was about to
lean forward, allowing temptation to take hold of me so I could
kiss her. However, she pushed me back against the chair and
cheekily waved with her finger.

“We’re
not finished yet...” she said, parting my thighs to reveal the hair
still coating my pussy lips. She fiddled with a lever beneath the
seat, allowing the back of the chair to recline further so I was
lying on my back. I spread my legs wide apart and raised them
slightly, allowing her all the access she needed. However, before
she prepared the next round of wax, she simply stared at my pussy,
almost drooling at the sight of my perfect little pink slit. She
almost reached out to play with it again, but then her common sense
prevailed and she turned away to collect another load of wax,
smearing it all over my pussy lips. Even the lightest touch of the
spatula dabbing at my pussy made me quiver with excitement and as
she pressed the strip down between my thighs, the additional
pressure almost made me cum. It wasn’t until that moment that I
realised just how turned on I had become, since the parts of my
skin that I could still feel were burning in agony. My clit was
pounding as if it was moments away from bursting out from under its
little pink hood, which I could finally see now that my crotch had
been deforested.

“Brace
yourself!” she said in her vaguely Asian accent, allowing me only
the briefest of moments to clutch the sides of the chair before she
ripped the sheet away from my pussy lips. I howled at the top of my
voice, bolting upright with my claws almost puncturing the firm
seat covering as I panted and shook with each wave of intense
stinging pain that shot through my body.

“Last
one...” she said, patting the side of the chair to get me to climb
down. I flipped my legs over the edge and dropped to the floor,
shivering as my feet touched the cold surface. She turned me around
and pressed on my back to bend me over, tapping between my thighs
to part them so she could apply one final dollop of wax to my ass
crack. I placed my hands on the seat in front of me and leaned
forward, sticking my ass out behind me while she smeared the wax up
and down the crevice of my cheeks. The warmth of the wax turned me
on even more and as she pressed the final strip of paper against
it, the ticklish feeling of her fingers nudging around my anus made
me quiver with excitement. She kept one hand pressed against my
bare ass, caressing it in a way that would have gotten her fired
had I been someone else. Then, with a sharp swipe she stripped away
the final sheet, leaving behind a pristine, rapidly reddening ass
crack. I had to lean down and bite the opposite edge of the seat to
cope with the pain, but then once again as the initial shock wore
off I could feel the persistent throb of my clitoris somehow
converting my pain into an even greater state of
arousal.

“All
done!” she beamed with a glint of hesitation in her eyes, “Unless
you’d like a little more?”

With my
ass crack filled with the tingling numbness of having the sparse
hairs ripped out, I hadn’t even noticed that she had kept her
fingers clutched to my cheek. She curled them up and dug her
fingers into the skin, giving me an extra twinge of pain in my
ass.

“What do
you have in mind?” I asked with a wavering apprehension in my
voice. While I had liked the waxing much more than I had expected,
that part was over and we were stepping into some very strange and
unfamiliar territory. She took a step back and raised her top to
reveal the belt strapped to her waist. She looked me straight in
the eye as her fingers toyed with the buckle, slowly unfastening it
and withdrawing it from the loops dotted along her waistband. My
heart began to thump against the inside of my chest and I chewed on
my bottom lips so hard that I almost drew blood. It seemed so
obscene and terrifying, but what scared me the most was how much I
wanted it. She nodded and raised her eye brows, asking me if I
wanted her to continue without even speaking a single
word.

“Yes.” I
whispered, almost exhausted from the sheer thrill of what she was
suggesting. She looped the belt in half and pulled it straight,
forming an ideal flogging weapon that dangled from the side of her
fist. I turned and faced the chair again, completely naked and bent
over the padded seat with my ass wiggling behind me. She could see
my sore, freshly waxed pussy easily and there was no doubt in my
mind that she was enjoying the sight of my juices dripping from my
engorged vulva and rolling down the inside of my leg. I heard her
heaving behind me as she raised the belt up and swung it at my ass.
It struck my cheeks right in the centre across both of them,
sending small ripples of flesh spiralling out across my back and
thighs as I dove against the chair. The intensity of the pain was
so much worse than the wax strips, which seemed almost tame by
comparison. At first I thought I’d bitten off more than I could
chew and was considering calling an end to the session, but once
again I felt the unrelenting throb of my clitoris between my legs
and couldn’t bear to leave without reaching a climax. I lowered my
right hand down to my crotch and started to play with my clit,
circling the tips of my fingers around it just as she raised the
belt and spanked me with it again.

The
second strike was even harder than the first and caused the tears
that had been welling up in my eyes to finally spill out over my
cheeks. They ran down to my chin, smearing my eye liner all over my
face as she thrashed my ass over and over again. I peered back over
my shoulder and looked at the mirror on the opposite wall,
immediately noticing the blood red marks and deep purple bruising
that had started to form all across my cheeks. Still, as horrific
as my injuries were, I couldn’t deny that the endless itch inside
my pussy had never been stronger. She beat me a few more times,
lashing it over my ass, my back and my thighs as I winced in agony
and begged for more. Then, she paused and studied my body. I was
already on the verge of a powerful climax but I just needed one
final push to get me over the edge. However, instead she opened out
the belt and approached me, grabbing my arms and pinning them
behind my back. For some reason I trusted her and allowed her to do
as she pleased with my body, even though she was clearly the most
sadistic and cruel minded person I’d ever met. I knew she was the
key to my impending orgasm, though, and whatever she was about to
do would surely be even better than the belt. She looped it around
my wrists and fastened the buckle tightly, allowing me absolutely
no room to move whatsoever.

“Wait here.” she whispered, and with that she darted towards
the door, leaving me naked and bound in that little room all by
myself. Suddenly I felt extremely vulnerable and the beat of my
heart increased to a frantic murmur beneath my chest. I could hear
footsteps beyond the doorway but I had no idea if they were hers or
someone else’s. Almost a minute passed before she returned, quickly
locking the door behind her so we couldn’t be disturbed. She held a
bag in her hand, which she quickly unzipped and pulled out a huge
strap-on dildo. She placed it by my side, ignoring my look of
bewilderment. Where the fuck did that come
from, I wondered, choosing not to question
and instead just accept the incredible gift I was about to receive.
She pulled her pants down along with the cute little thong that was
hugging her crotch, revealing the cute little pussy hiding between
her legs. I would have given anything to snack on it, but she had
something else in mind. She strapped on the dildo and then popped
the cap of a tube of lubricant jelly, smearing it all over the
shaft. I watched intently as she prepared it for me and then braced
myself tightly against the side of the chair as she positioned
herself behind me.

Then,
she split my ass cheeks apart with her fingers and started to glide
the slippery head of the dildo up and down the crevice of my ass.
The lube was chilly at first, but once it had absorbed some of the
warmth from my body it felt much more pleasurable. She pushed the
dildo against my ass hole, but the hole was too tight to penetrate.
Still, she persisted and no matter how much I fought it, she
continued to ram it against my anus. I could feel the soft ripples
of flesh widening around the thick shaft and sliding over the
bulbous head of the dildo a millimetre at a time. I gasped in
horror but remained firmly in place as the head finally popped
through the teeny little pink hole. The flesh was incredibly tender
from the wax, making every inch that she slid inside me an almost
impossible challenge. She didn’t give up, though, and neither did
I. She buried several inches inside my ass, but there was still
nearly half of it yet to insert. However, she became impatient and
realising that I simply couldn’t take any more, she began to
retract it and reinsert it, fucking my ass as I rocked back and
forth over the side of the chair.

With
every thrust that she landed against my ass she drew closer and
closer to making contact with my cheeks, simultaneously plunging
the shaft deeper and deeper into my rectum. I could feel it pushing
out the dark red walls of my colon as she ploughed my ass,
stretching the hole wide open to a perfect circle until finally she
managed to shove the entire thing inside me. She must have used the
entire tube of lubricant because it was passing in and out with
incredible ease. Maybe it was just because my ass was so numb from
the wax or maybe I was just genuinely enjoying it that much, but
the initial discomfort paled in comparison to the overwhelming
pleasure it brought me. Even as her hips slammed against my bruised
and battered ass cheeks, nothing could stop the freight train of
orgasmic fury building inside me and then as she leaned forward and
started to pull sharply on my hair, I finally tipped over the edge.
I let out a cacophonous, ecstatic wail that was so loud it made the
windows shudder. She didn’t stop for a moment, ploughing my ass
hole wide open endlessly as I started to cum. I couldn’t even reach
down to play with myself. My climax had been fuelled entirely by
pain, torture and the relentless sodomy she was unleashing behind
me.

I
banged my forehead on the chair padding and squealed repeatedly as
my hips convulsed violently to and fro. The heat that I had been
feeling all over my distressed flesh stemmed up my spine and
accumulated around my face, feeling like I had been set on fire as
I shuddered through the final stages of my orgasm. I almost
collapsed, but somehow I managed to keep hold of the chair until
the final moments, after which she pulled the dildo from my ass and
stepped aside so I could recover. It took me a while to rise to my
feet again, but when I did, I saw that she had cleaned off the
dildo and packed it away. My ass felt like a cave; gaping wide open
as I limped across to the screen to collect my clothes. My whole
body felt like I’d been engulfed in a fire and with my skin covered
in sweat and tears, I felt dirtier than when I had arrived. Still,
I was completely hairless and ready for my date – apart from the
fact that my body looked like it had been in a war
zone. Maybe she’s into that sort of
thing, I hoped. If not, I could always
visit my new best friend at the waxing parlour. Something told me
she would be more than willing to oblige my new depraved
urges!

THE
END






Thank you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you
enjoyed it. Please will you do me a favor and review
“Sex Slave Interview” so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very
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