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Make sure that you don’t miss out on part one of this story:

Bimbofication and the Babysitter


Melissa’s hips jerked upwards as the rush of euphoria began to build up in her loins. Almost, almost, sweet relief was almost there.

Just as that moment of bliss was about to hit Melissa drew her fingers away from her dripping pussy and allowed her body to spasm helplessly, hips pressed upwards into the air, as it quivered for that final touch.

She held and held and held on as her body trembled and soon the sensations of life rushing through her veins began to draw back to a close. Her hips lowered themselves down onto the wet patch which had formed on that luxury couch as her wide eyes remained glued to the lewd scene being shown on the room dominating screen.

Once her body had settled she began to rub herself again, masturbating herself to the edge but never further than that, not managing to feel the sweet relief of orgasm. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to, she wanted to orgasm more than anything she simply couldn’t bring herself to initiate ecstasy. Something was holding her back and she couldn’t overpower it.

It was Thursday. Melissa had first babysitted at this luxury house on the Monday and had been back to babysit everyday since then. With the client’s child asleep it meant that she was free to indulge herself like she did on the first day, turning on the television to that porographic show and letting her desires drip from her body. In fact every time she turned on the television it was there waiting for her, dragging her into this.

Once again the spasm of orgasm raced through her, Melissa’s body starting to rock forward and back almost violently, making the couch creak under the strain of her swaying body. Hot breaths rolled from her panting mouth. Almost, almost, she could feel it coming.

Here it was! And of course that meant away her fingers went to tease her away from that release, once again preventing that orgasm.

This would be the fourth day she’d kept herself on the edge. Day one she found herself struggling to sleep. On day two she found herself to be forgetful, clumsy, ditzy. On day three the dial was turned up on all those sensations and day four only made it worse.

It was like a pink mist had descended on her mind. Her pussy tingled constantly, begging for attention, love and release in such an overpowering manner that her mind couldn’t help but forget other things and concentrate on that hot need burning in her loins.

Her parents had already noticed she wasn’t acting like herself. She seemed slow, she seemed silly; she was relying on them in a way she’d not done since before she was a teenage, not to mention an adult. Little did they know that was because the denial of orgasm was keeping her on such a horny pinedge she just couldn’t react properly.

College, college had been awful. She went in and the whole day became a blur, lessons went in one ear and came out the other. She needed to cum so badly, it was unbearable.

Melissa didn’t know why this was happening or what caused it but she knew it had something to do with this house, with this screen, with this show. It was here the bug first infected her and it was why she was so eager to come back everyday, not to mention the pay wasn’t bad either. She was fortunate they wanted her back every time but sadly she was no closer to discovering the source of her problem or finding a solution.

Another orgasm came racing through her but once again she released at just the right moment to stop it from building up to send it retreating back into her depths, withholding release and pleasure all over again.

She was on the brink of crying. She needed release so bad but it continued to deny her. Why couldn’t she cum!?

“We’re back,” were the words which accompanied the opening of the front door. The loving couple of the house, Roger and Buttons, were back.

As usual Melissa, who had let the time run away from her and hadn’t noticed the sound of a car pulling into the house, had been caught in the act and had to change the channel on the TV sharp and pull herself back together. Ever since the first time she’d babysat for the couple in a pair of jeans she’d slowly been allowing her clothes to get more revealing.

A tight fitting pair of jeans became a pair of shorts which then faded away to be replaced with a skirt. The more she revealed her luscious legs the easier it was for her to cover herself quickly and hide her actions; not that she ever paid any attention to the lewd juices she left dripping onto their sofa.

“There is that smell again,” Buttons said, sniffing the air. The blonde pierce of eye candy Roger kept on his arm was really good at catching that smell of sex in the air.

“It must just be your imagination. Now run along sweetie. Head up before me and slip into something more comfortable.”

Buttons giggled like a blushing schoolgirl, twisting her long locks of blonde hair around one of those dainty fingers as she grinned from ear to ear.

“Coming right up,” she purred free before making her way up the stairs, wiggling her hips in that constricting red sparkling dress, balancing on the highest heels imaginable.

Melissa couldn’t help but feel a little jealous at those words. She wished she had a partner of her own like Buttons did. Maybe it would finally let her get rid of this itch? Plus Roger was big, rich, hunky, charming. Buttons really got lucky with this one.

“So everything has been fine tonight as well?”

“Yes sir, everything’s been fine,” except for the fact that I can’t orgasm no matter how much I try. She even got a sex toy delivered to her house to try and push her over the edge but even that failed her.

“Good good. Well if you could me and Buttons have another dinner date tomorrow so we’ll need someone to babysit. Will you be available?”

Available? Of course she’d be available. Until she discovered how to cure her condition she had no other place she wanted to be as bad.

“I think I can do tomorrow as well.”

“Good girl,” he said coolly as he took out his wallet, taking out her payment and handing it open. And then he went back in and pulled out another payment. “Here, for being such a big help have a small bonus.”

Her eyes went wide as she looked at just how much she’d been handed. This much for a bonus!?

“S-sir I can’t take this…”

“Nonsense you’ve earned it. Use it to buy yourself some new clothes, spruce yourself up a bit. Make yourself feel pretty. In fact,” he leaned in close to her, letting his breath tickle into her ears, “I might have another treat in store for you tomorrow.”

When he came in so close she felt shivers racing through her body. Her legs almost turned to jelly all of a sudden as those cheeks which were tinted red began to burn up all over again. Why did those words get her so excited?

“Yes sir! Thank you!” she squealed out nervously as she quickly began to escape from the house. Her pussy was aching. She needed to go home now to ease her desires yet if it was anything like what she’d been facing already, all that she’d get was the same stubborn tease all over again.


On Friday Melissa had college but recently she’d been feeling so funky she decided not to go in. What point was there going to a lesson just to feel horny and needy while ignoring everything you were supposed to be taking in?

She got a big fat bonus last night and was told to spend it on some new clothing. She thought that was a marvelous idea.

Melissa already had a wide variety of clothing in her wardrobe of all sorts of different styles and colours but a girl could never have too much now could they? Besides she just had a really strong urge that she needed to get some new clothes. Some more sexy clothing than she was used to.

It must have been down to this edging was all that she could think. Of course when she got home from babysitting she still couldn’t find release, only eventually falling to sleep when she found herself too exhausted to move but still her body was aching for release.

That horniness had not left her when she was out shopping for a new outfit. Her body felt even more sensitive than usual as she wandered through the shopping mall, trying to find the kind of shop that she was after. She didn’t really wear sexy clothing, it was almost alien to her but her body was begging her to get some and get some quick.

Finally she managed to find her target. It was the kind of shop that the slutty girls would shop in. Melissa and her friends would often see them and mock them in college, the girls who basically had their whole body hanging out of their outfits and now she was about to enter one.

The shop was one how would imagine. It had a cheap feel about it and the colour of the ever seemed to be pink. A lot of the girls who were browsing the shop had big locks of blonde hair, very similar to Buttons and the slutty girl who looked like her who starred in those videos Melissa watched so often. Buttons probably shopped here too.

“Like hi, can I help you?” Melissa was staring into the shop like a hare caught in the headlamps of a car so she didn’t notice the girl approaching her. She looked just like the kind of girl who one would imagine working in this kind of place. Super pretty, a huge rack squeezing into the front of her top and a bubbly charm to her words.

“Erm… well…” a nervous Melissa stammered out. She felt so awkward being here. “I was just like… looking for some clothes.”

“Well totally this is a clothes store and everything.”

Melissa felt so dumb coming out with such an obvious and silly statement. Looking for clothes in a clothing store, what a tool. She was even being mocked by a bimbo now.

She giggled out to try and hide her awkwardness, “Yeah, sorry, silly me.”

“Silly you!” the shop attendant giggled back, before pushing her chest out and pointing to her nametag. Melissa had been too busy looking at the size of her tits she hadn’t actually spotted it. “Well my name is Summer, I’m here to help you with anything you need!”

In her ideal scenario Melissa would have just darted into the store, picked out what she wanted and left without anybody noticing her but obviously that hadn’t happened and was never really an option. Besides this girl seemed totally harmless, with a smile sweet enough to melt butter.

“Could you show me where you keep your dresses please?”

“Like totally. Come on follow me!”

The store wasn’t huge but still Summer insisted on hooking arms with Melissa which meant she just went ahead and hooked arms before she could do anything about it.

She barely managed to muffle a small whimper from when the shop attendant pressed into her skin, her whole body feeling so sensitive. Flesh rubbing on flesh, even just the arms, was starting to get her going again.

Luckily it wasn’t a long walk and it didn’t take a substantial amount of time to arrive at a long rack of dresses in all the colors of the rainbow and more.

Melissa knew why she’d been drawn by this thought. It was that stupid, sexy, Buttons who she was seeing everyday, squeezed into tight exposing dresses. She was being a bad influence on her.

Having found what she was after Melissa quickly withdrew her arm from Summer’s and got to looking through the rack. They were just the kind she’d been imaging, with slits to show off skin which would drive men wild. She felt so naughty flicking through the dresses like one would casually browse through a catalogue.

“So what color are you thinking?” Summer asked as she continued to linger around. Melissa hadn’t really decided yet, draping fabric against her skin, shivering from the brush.

“I haven’t really decided yet.”

Summer thought for a moment as she leant in close, sticking her fingers into the light brown hair of the flustered customer, Melissa jolting away from the touch.

“Like with that hair and those eyes I totally think you’d suit… a green!” she announced in triumph as she pulled out a sparkly green dress, encrusted with sequins. This was just the sort of thing that Buttons would wear.

“I guess I could try it on…” Melissa said, still unsure. Yet she wasn't given much time to think as she was practically shoved towards the changing room by the overly eager shop assistant.

“Like come on, just try it on. I’ll be right back to check up on you right after…” and then something which really made Melissa jump, two hands coming around her front and firmly grasping her chest, groping her tits.

She let out a loud squeal and flew forwards, rushing through the curtain of an empty changing room to escape from the touch.

“What was that…”

“Right I think I got it. Back in a moment cutie!”

Poor Melissa could feel her chest pounding and her face burning up. Had that girl just groped her in the middle of a store? What was wrong with this place? And what was wrong with her to feel her pussy throbbing for attention. Not now, she couldn’t do it here.

She nervously glanced from side to side, making sure nobody was there, before she stripped out of her outfit. She let her black skirt fall down to the floor while she rested her white blouse up on a peg, slowly starting to get into the green dress.

“Here you are!” Summer called out, signalling her arrival as she pulled the curtain open. Melissa jumped with a squeal, sharply pulling it closed again.

“Don’t do that!”

“Oh like super sorry! I didn’t know you were changing already. Well here I got you these as well.”

A hand reached around the side of the curtain holding a full set of black, sexy, lacy underwear over a pair of green high heels.

Melissa snatched them from that hand, grasping them into her chest. “Thank you just… stay away until I’m done.”

“Okie dokie!” the bubbly shop assistant giggled out, leaving Melissa alone to change again, hopefully in more peace than before. This place was taking years off her.

However she couldn’t seem to stay mad at that girl for more than a minute. She was so harmless, so nice, not to mention really pretty as well. She seemed like Buttons and like her probably had a hot boyfriend somewhere. That really got Melissa going.

She stripped out of her plain white underwear and slipped her way into the sexy black lingerie. Somehow she managed to squeeze her way into the tight green dress which her body almost popped out of before kicking her shoes off and replacing them with the heels.

Melissa looked at that girl standing in the mirror, the reflection of how she looked in the slutty dress, the kind a working girl would probably wear during her rounds. She had to admit that it did look good on her. It made her look hot. It made her look and feel sexy.

Wanting to get the full effect she began to pose for her one woman show, pushing out her hips to see just how the material squeezed over her ass which threatened to slip free. She pushed her arms together around her chest which had been pushed up by the bra. She looked so good.

“Very nice,” Melissa giggled to herself, feeling like a model from her movements.

“Done now?” Summer asked, peeking her head around the curtain, letting out a loud gasp. “Woah that suits you like super well! So the bra fit and stuff right? You didn’t let me feel for long but I thought I had it.”

Explained the grope, but not why she was still hanging around outside but Melissa had to agree, she did look good.

“Yeah, it fits super well,” she giggled, happy for the praise, pouting her lips into a duck face, obsessed with how she looked.

“Your boyfriend is totes gonna love it!”

“Boyfriend?” Melissa queried.

“Like yeah. If you’re buying something that pretty you must be wanting to show off for your guy. Am I wrong?”

The thought raced through her mind. Was she wrong? Melissa didn’t buy this for any boyfriend, she was single but when she thought about it she could see herself trying to look good for one man indeed.

Her lips curled into a smile and a giggle slipped free as she swayed from side to side bashfully, her brain feeling all mushy and lovey dovey. She imagined Roger with a sexy, skimpily dressed woman on his arm; and it wasn’t Buttons.

“Nuhuh. I’m sure my boyfriend will love it.”

“Like awesome! Come on let’s go get you checked out!”

Melissa wouldn’t mind being checked out right now. In a way she was disappointed to find that Summer was just talking about paying for the outfit. She couldn’t wait until tonight when she could wear it to her babysitting job.


By the time she made it to Roger’s and Button’s house, ready to babysit, her thighs were already soaked. She’d been so excited about coming over she’d spent the time between returning from the mall and now masturbating. Still only to the edge however and it left her more needy than ever.

Deep down she felt this would be the night. She just had that feeling, the slutty green dress was filling her with confidence. She was hoping it’d go well. She promised her new friend Summer she’d ring in the morning to tell her how it went. She wanted good news.

The front door was open as always and Roger was there waiting for her, looking as handsome and well dressed as usual with the only difference now being that Melissa was dressed up to match.

Her employer allowed his eyes to very openly trail up and down her body, obviously admiring her outfit and the way it squeezed around her curves. There was plenty of skin on show, all of those long legs being revealed and plenty of cleavage that the men just loved to stare down. His piercing eyes, they made her flutter.

“Wow, Melissa. You really splashed out on yourself didn’t you? My that outfit looks exceptional, it really suits you.”

Being complimented, oh how it made her insides race. Then again she was wearing this outfit specifically to show off for him.

“Thank you sir,” she giggled bashfully, lightly swaying her hips from side to side as she stood before him in the doorway. “May I come in?”

“Certainly dear. You won’t be able to babysit from out there will you?”

The laugh she responded with screamed ditz. It was embarrassing how squeaky it was, a performance to stoke his ego. She really was acting like a girl smitten.

Wandering into the house she was pleased to see that Buttons wasn’t there yet. She was glad. A man like him was too good for a cheap looking bimbo like her. Melissa enjoyed the quality time that just her and Roger got to spend together without that tarted up hussy ruining it.

“Your outfit is really nice today mister. Are you going anywhere special?”

“Nowhere that special. When you’re a man of luxury like me something like this is rather standard.”

So jealous! Why did Buttons get to be with a rich, handsome, charming guy like this and get to live the life of luxury? Totally not fair, Melissa wanted to be like that too.

Speaking of the elephant in the room, or the one hiding outside who Melissa hoped would stay away for even longer, it was time for Buttons to make her grand arrival, bouncing down the stairs on her high heels while giving a big wave to the babysitter.

“Like hi Melly!” she said cheerfully, her bubbly words popping with giggles.

“Like hi Buttons!” Even if Melissa was crazy jealous of her, she couldn’t help but feel infected by her cheery nature.

“So it’s the same as usual,” Roger assured her. “We’ll be back later. I think you know how everything works around here by now.”

Melissa nodded sharply even if there was only one thing she needed to be working around here and that was that big ass television.

“Yes sir, see you later!”

“Bysies!” Buttons said as they left the house, leaving Melissa all alone once again.

She raced to the living room, not wanting to waste a second, and turned on the huge television which stood as the centerpiece of the room’s main wall. There it was again, that richly pornographic and heavily alluring video of a hot hunk being serviced by a sexy bimbo girl.

That deep, husky, somewhat familiar voice commentated on the whole thing. The pleasures, the feelings, the wonder and it helped to drive her wild. However after so many days of denial Melissa didn’t need much to get her going.

Her dress was so short that she hardly had any need to peel it up to get access to her aching pussy which throbbed below, begging for attention. She pressed her fingers in tightly and begin to once again re enact the ritual she had been casting upon her body day after day.

Caress the clit with her needy hands, rub her slit with those slender fingers and curl up inside and seek out that spot that always made her go wild.

It was the same as everyday and as always somehow managed to feel better than the last. Edging her body to orgasm but never going past made her mind and her body one, one in the need for sex and pleasure. It was hard for her to think about anything without sex being on her mind and her body craved attention, so much that any touch felt like bliss. So touching herself in her most pleasing spot with her sensitivity turned up high? That just called for toe curling heaven.

However, when heaven arrived and it seemed like the pearly gates would open, orgasm building and building up, about to show her the light, hell reared its ugly head.

Denial.

Her entire body shook as she reached the edge and once again failed to pass it, uncontrollably rocking her hips in the air, begging for release before collapsing down in disappointment.

She had built herself up, with confidence, that today would be that special day. She truly believed today was when she would find the key and would manage to open the doors to satisfaction and would squeal out in bliss as orgasmic pleasure washed through her. Yet denial still condemned her,

Tears strolled down her cheeks as she whimpered and humped into her fingers which couldn’t seem to stop. They couldn’t stop, they needed to drive her over that edge at last.

“Why can’t I cum?” she asked the world, she asked anyone would listen, she asked herself. “Why why why? Today was the day, today was the day I could finally cum. I need it, I need it so bad. Please, please, please!”

The poor girl begged her body as she curled her fingers into her depths and went to work to stimulate pure pleasure from her very core. She could feel it again, her prayers answered, orgasm building and about to release.

Denial.

Again the come down was brutal. It had been five days. After five days such a thing stopped being a build up and became a battle of endurance. She cried out as her body spasmed and collapsed down again. Why wasn’t it happening!?

She continued to try, wallowing in self pity, when the house line began to ring, causing her to jump out of her skin. She’d been so distracted she didn’t expect such a loud noise to suddenly throw her off her work.

With shaking hands and fingertips dripping in juices, Melissa slowly took a slightly hold of the phone and brought it up to speak.

“H-hello?” her voice crackled out nervously at the unknown entity on the line.

“Melissa,” the very familiar voice said back to her. It was weird. She knew it was Roger but yet it sounded identical to the voice on the TV.

“Yes sir?”

“You have my permission to cum now.”

That lit something inside of her. She could feel her insides churning, squealing in joy. This what is!

“Thank you sir!” she squealed in joy before placing the phone down in a rush. It may have seemed rude but she was desperate, the main thing in her mind now was getting that orgasm which she needed so very, very, badly.

Her fingers worked back into their usual spots again, strumming at the right places and caressing those most wonderful zones in a desire to release an intense, shuddering orgasm from her aching, throbbing body.

Once again those pulses began to wash through her, they began to build up to that point which threw her into agony where all was denied and she was sent spiralling back down with her desires unfulfilled. However this time was different.

After five days she knew the exact point where she would be forced to stop, where her bodies mental block would interrupt but she kept going past it, the restraints finally lifted as she trembled in joy, feeling the sensation building higher and higher and higher still.

Release.

Melissa screamed out in joy as she pushed her hips up to the stars and begin to spray out the strongest orgasm her body had ever felt. It was five days of pent up energy being released in one sudden, shuddering, gasp which left her legs trembling and her whole body sapped of strength.

The room in front of her, the coffee table between her and the screen, was painted with her juices which flung out and splattered in a perverse veil across the wooden surface.

Her eyes rolled back as her teeth sunk down into her bottom lip, squeezing on like a woman possessed as the most powerful and mind warping orgasm she had ever faced and ever imagined she would came ripping through her, washing her from head to toe in wave after wave of pleasure.

She knew this, this moment of wonder, was going to leave her a ditzy, sex addict for the rest of her days.


“So there were no problems I presume,” Roger said on his return to the household, talking down to a beaming Melissa.

“Why would you say that?”
 

“Well you seem a lot more radiant than usual my dear. I couldn’t imagine seeing joy on the face on someone who’d had a troublesome afternoon.”

She giggled as she swung her hips from side to side, her body still shuddering with excitement from the memory of that pleasure which came gushing out of her.

“I guess you could say that.”

“Well if you ever want another good time then I’m sure you’ll be available to babysit tomorrow night as well, won’t you?”

She already knew the answer. She had her diary left open for a reason and there wouldn’t be a need to start filling it in from now on.

“I think that can be arranged,” she giggled again, nibbling on her bottom lip.

“See you then Melissa and I might just give you another treat.”

If it was anything like her treat today she’d be looking forward to it.
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