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Babysitting, for a young girl there was no better way to earn a quick buck. As long as you were willing to give up a night of hanging out you could pretty much get paid to sit around watching TV and texting your friends as long as you made sure some bratty kid was in bed by a certain time; also known as anytime before the parents come back.

Melissa didn’t particularly like children but she liked making some easy money. If she wasn’t doing anything anyway then why not put her good reputation to use and get a gig looking after some kids while their parents treated themselves. Relaxing while getting paid, shrew business.

The other perk to babysitting is the more you do it the more you get asked to do it. Once you look after one runt and do a decent job then those parents tell some of their other parenting friend and then they pass the message onto the next couple. Before you know it the whole block is coming to you. Word of mouth is a powerful tool and it doesn’t take long to achieve an empire of babysitting clients.

Today was a new client for Melissa, one who was a little more out of her way. She considered herself to come from a well off area but this client was from the local neighbourhood that one stage up on the class scale. In her eighteen year old eyes which had yet to see all the wonders and ways of the world this large home may as well have been a luxury mansion.

It was much bigger than the detached home that Melissa lived in, and was used to. It was almost double the size and was even as ambitious as having three floors and a secure fence taller than she was running all around the perimeter. It wasn’t the sort of place a celebrity would live in but it was clear whoever lived here made major bucks.

Melissa had never felt intimidated going to a house before, until now. There was that fear that anything and everything could just break at the faintest of touches. Suddenly a simple concrete slabbed walkway turned to eggshells.

Clearly she was just being silly. She took a deep breath to compose herself and then pressed on the little button on the speaker system, mounted on the wall by the front gate; it was the first time she’d ever used something like this. A few moments later a voice croaked through the speaker.

“Hello, who is this?”

She leaned in as close as she could, not really sure of the range or really where to project herself into, just making sure to be loud and clear.

“Hi, this is Melissa, the babysitter.”

There was a slight pause before a buzz rang out, the front gates starting to open.

“Please do come in. I’ll meet you at the doorway.”

One obstacle had now been overcome, she was in. She took the few steps onto the slabs before the gate began to close behind her. She really had to ask her folks to get one of those back at home.

As promised the large, white, double doors at the front of the large home opened up and the host, her client, was waiting to greet her. Trying to figure out what kind of guy would own a place like this she imagined it had to be some sort of celebrity. Sadly it wasn’t but still first looks didn’t fail to impress.

The man standing waiting for her was a looker. He may not have been a celebrity, as far as she knew anyway, but he wouldn’t look out of place on a red carpet. He had the good looks that any star would possess and looked particularly stylish in a grey suit. Despite being freshly shaven he was emitting a strong masculine aura without appearing as a piggish brute. She stood still at the bottom of the short set of stairs into the doorway, admiring the handsome male.

Seeing him standing there in such a luxurious and probably expensive outfit made Melissa feel underdressed. Just a standard black tank top and tight jeans for a house like this? She should have worn her Sunday best.

“You don’t need to stand outside, please come on in,” her client said down to her, snapping her out of the daze she’d managed to get herself into. She must have looked like such a ditz just staring up at him like that.

“Yes, right away!” she piped up, still intimidated by the grand scale of all the things before her. He seemed friendly enough at least.

Melissa made her way up the stairs and into the house. It was just as luxurious inside as it looked like it’d be from the outside. The light fittings looked like miniature chandeliers, in her mind that was pretty much the classiest thing that anybody could have in their home!

She twisted her body around as she looked through the house in a silent awe. She couldn’t believe that people could actually live in a place like this, she thought this sort of stuff was only used on television.

“Something the matter?” That deep voice once again knocked her out of the silly daze she’d gotten herself stuck in. She had to stop getting so in awe with everything.

“Nope, nothing’s the matter!” she retorted quickly, trying to laugh things off with a nervous chuckle, well aware she was making a fool of herself.

Luckily he didn’t seem to mind and pressed his hand forwards, offering her a handshake with a confident smile. Being the kind of person who owned a place like this it was no surprise he was dripping in confidence.

“I know you’ve already introduced yourself so allow me to play catchup. The name’s Roger.”

Melissa accepted his handshake, her dainty hand being swallowed up in his large grasp and given a firm shaking, her fingers squeezing down in an effort not to disappoint; first impressions count for a lot after all.

“Ah yes I remembered, from the phone call,” the one to set up this appointment.

“You look like a very capable girl Melissa but I don’t think you’ll have to do much. My wife is already putting our son to bed and there shouldn’t be any bother from him, we hope. Better safe and sorry though, that’s what I always say. Ah here is my wife now.”

The sound of footsteps coming down the steps drew Melissa’s vision and almost sent her jaw dropping to the floor at the sight of the girl coming down the stairs.

Long tanned legs balancing effortlessly on high pink heels, a ridiculously curvaceous body squeezing into a glittery hot pink dress that seemed almost too low at both the top at the bottom and vast locks of platinum golden hair. Even a straight girl like Melissa could see this woman was dripping in sex appeal.

She looked to be only slightly older than Melissa was yet she completely trumped her in the looks department. She had the face of a model and the body of a porn star, her huge breasts close to popping out of that body hugging dress. When he said wife he didn’t imagine anybody looking like this.

“Like hi there!” the woman said in a bubbly voice, offering up her own hand once she made it down to ground level. Unlike her husband this hand was small with long fingers and even longer nails, painted to match the rest of her outfit. “I’m Buttons.”

“Hi, I’m Melissa,” the babysitter said weakly, shaking back. She found it hard to believe that somebody as good looking and classy as Roger was married to someone who was as tarted up as Buttons was; she looked like a working girl in that exposing outfit. Plus what kind of name was Buttons?

Roger wrapped his arm around his wife who only managed to be taller than Melissa thanks to her heels which must have bordered around the five inches mark, almost making her as tall as Roger himself.

“So I’m sure we can trust you if our son awakes. Feel free to use our television and help yourself to some food and drink while you’re waiting. We’ll be back in a few hours.”

She may have felt a bit out of her depth in this home, being faced by a couple like this, but really it could be counted as an easy job. Her source of trouble wasn’t even awake which meant she could simply relax and forget about him as long as he didn’t make any noise. Instead it was just a free chance to watch television for the evening while getting paid, not too bad then.

“Please, enjoy yourselves,” Melissa said putting on her best smile as the client and his eyecandy made their way out of the house. They must have been going somewhere nice dressed up like that but it didn’t matter to her. All that was really important was just how many channels that TV got and how many inches they were talking.


“Wow,” Melissa chimed to herself almost absent mindedly as she stared in awe at the object in front of her. It was more beautiful than she could have possibly imagined.

It was the television. She didn’t know how many inches it was but it was more than she’d ever seen before. If she had something like this in her home it’d probably take up a full wall. This belonged in a movie theatre, not a house.

She settled down onto the soft couch and turned the television on, a flight of light bursting into the room. This really was her lucky day, she was taking a leap into the life of the higher class.

With the power of the remote in her hand she flicked her way to the guide to see just how many channels this house had. How could she be surprised when she found the answer was all the channels? This was total luxury, there were channels here she didn’t even know existed. It even had the 3D channels, she thought that was just the stuff of fantasy.

In total awe she settled down and began to flick her way through the vast array of channels that she’d been so suddenly presented with, having to try and process all of the information at once. It was too much, too much for her brain to handle easily.

Finally she got to something she wanted to watch and clicked it up. Reality television. It felt almost dirty watching something as lowbrow as it on a TV this big, in a house this posh but a girl likes what a girl likes, there was no helping it. She sat back and got settled as the screen took up her entire vision. This was the life.

She wasn’t sure what it was though, if it was the pure size of the screen of the softness of the couch, probably made from some high class materials like silk or whatever the rich and famous bought, but she was starting to feel pretty sleepy. She hadn’t even felt tired when she arrived but just a few minutes of TV viewing and her eyelids were already starting to droop.

A large yawn poured from her lips as her eyes grew heavy, vision cast completely over the screen. She knew it was best to stay awake, to move and rise up so she could get a drink from the kitchen to help keep her up but she just felt too lazy to move all of a sudden. It was like she had no strength in her body.

Luckily it felt really relaxing. The light of the screen was fading more and more as her eyes were progressively staying shut for longer after each blink, the darkness staying for a longer duration each time before her eyes finally settled on being shut.


Melissa’s eyes began to slowly part, accepting the light back into her vision, before snapping them open sharply. She’d fallen asleep, she shouldn’t have done that. What time was it anyway? It was a lot darker than she remembered, she could have been out for hours.

She checked her phone to make sure. Thank god it wasn’t as bad as she feared, it hadn’t even been an hour yet which meant that her clients wouldn’t be back home for a long time yet. She could let out a sigh of relief.

Back on the huge, room dominating, television screen the reality show she’d been watching had gone off and the next show was on. It was weird though, she watched this channel all the time and had never seen this show on before. On top of that it was a strange looking show too.

The show wasn’t shot with the best quality; nothing awful but it didn’t look as crisp as what she was usually used to, not exactly fully high definition and all the show really seemed to be was shots of some giggly girl doing various mundane actions.

In one shot she’d be cooking and in another she’d be cleaning and then in the next she’d be doing some makeup, all while a man’s voice commentated on each of the things. Was this some sort of new selfhelp show? Weirdly she felt the girl looked familiar but she couldn’t place her finger on it. Was she a celebrity or somebody off something else?

This show wasn’t thrilling, entertaining or amusing, it wasn’t the kind of thing she’d usually watch but for some reason she just couldn’t pluck up the energy to reach for the remote. As soon as she considered doing so the desire was lost under a haze of laziness.

In fact slowly, rather than wanting to turn the channel she found herself being drawn in. She wasn’t sure why but she wanted to keep on watching it.

The longer the show went on for the easier it was for Melissa to understand there actually was some sort of narrative going on. The show started with some ordinary looking girl, cute but nothing special, who would slowly better and improve herself in the pursuit of a husband. That was fine but it did just seem to be the same girl every time; the show seemed to be looping.

Even though she was conscious of the show looping it somehow continued to hold her attention. It was pretty hard to believe how such an ordinary looking, dull girl, could become such a beauty at the end, and how happy she could become.

Melissa had never really been the kind of girl who had a big goal for what she wanted to do in life, right now she was pretty happy just picking up some money from babysitting while she did a course at the local college however a small part of her couldn’t help but find this show appealing.

This girl is so lucky Melissa thought to herself. Not only did she get to become such a beauty she also didn’t have to work. Sure she had to do all the house work but with her husband being so rich she would be treated endlessly and get to go on lots of exotic trips. These weren’t just fantasies she’d thought up on her own, they were the lessons the show was teaching her.

The girl would grow prettier and prettier until her beauty radiated outwards, and would look after herself and the home for her husband and as reward would be treated.

Even though Melissa was getting paid for pretty much nothing at this moment in time it wasn’t a lot. She’d never be able to buy a big house like this doing a crappy babysitting job. Having a husband that rich would be awesome though.

That pretty girl on the screen just looked so happy. It was making her feel jealous. Her looks, her lifestyle, her husband, Melissa was jealous of all of it.

If it was a self help show though, could it help Melissa to have all of that as well?

“When she has finished with her chores for the day,” the male voice over explained, “she is free to go and enjoy herself. Good girls spend their free time edging.”

This wasn’t the first time Melissa had watched over this part of the video. She was surprised that they’d allow such saucy scenes as this on television. Even if the full details weren’t shown the actions were made clear enough. The good looking girl was laying down on her large chest, hips raised with a hand pressed down the front of her panties, fingers curling and rubbing up and down.

“Edging is the act of masturbating to the brink of orgasm without achieving climax. Keeping oneself from achieving orgasm after masturbation helps to make her feel more sensitive and more ditzy, an ideal state of mind for the happy woman.”

Melissa didn’t even know such a thing as edging existed but it was getting a very strong recommendation from the video. Edging kept one's mind on sex and in turn made them seem dumber.

“When does she decide when she gets to eventually orgasm? She does not. She gives control of her orgasm to her man, only achieving it when told she is allowed. This helps create the proper shift of power in the relationship to maintain an ideal and happy relationship.”

She’d never really thought about it before but all of this, it just sounded wonderful. She never knew she had such a strong urge to be married off and to have a rich husband looking after her.

The fantasies continued to build in her mind as she spread her legs apart slowly and let her hand trickle down the front of her body, rubbing softly over her stomach, crawling lower and lower towards its target, that sweet mound between her thighs.

Her fingertips found themselves opening up the front of her jeans before slipping inwards into her panties, bulging the soft fabric over her digits. Melissa’s cheeks began to brush as she slowly began to caress and rub herself, eyes still fixed onto the screen.

The show had been looping, or seemed to be, for quite some time, showing the same activities and advice over and over again but something changed when she began to rub herself. She couldn’t actively spot it despite the change being so obvious but the video moved onto the next stage; it suddenly got more sexual all of a sudden.

Beforehand the edging and a strong suggestion of serving one's husband sexually had been mentioned but suddenly the girl on the screen was naked and on her knees between the legs of a hunky guy. It was enough to make rubbing oneself a very easy task. Also a knew word started to be thrown around. Bimbo.

“Being a bimbo isn’t all about sex however being able to please one's man sexually is a skill no bimbo should be without.”

All of the advice from the show was being soaked into her brain like a sponge as she found herself masturbating openly on the couch, in the house she had been almost too intimidated to step into a few hours ago but now it seemed like all of her worries had simply melted away.

The girl in the video moved up from on her knees, sucking on the hard length of the man to riding on top of him, making her entire body bounce up and down. It was such an erotic sight, it wouldn’t look out of place in an adult movie. Neither would the actress either. Or the actor.

Those hot erotic sights and the work of her curling fingers were building Melissa up, she could feel her orgasm coming but before the climax could hit she pulled away. Her body squirmed in place, juices soaking into her fabrics as the need to cum pulsed through her but she was following the guide, she had to control herself.

She clenched in place, toes curling together tightly as the shocks ran through her before slightly easing off, still leaving her body dissatisfied. It was different. It felt good building herself up that like, getting close, but not being able to release was agony. Instantly she began to rub herself again.

The pattern had been established. While watching the video, listening, sitting slack jawed she’d rub her tender pussy close to an orgasm but then would pull away at the last second to leave her insides tingling and her needs ultimately dissatisfied.

It was already happening, she could feel her mind getting all dizzy and hazy. If she was forced to stay like this for a day or longer she wouldn’t be able to concentrate properly on anything, her mind would always be thinking about that orgasm which she needed so badly.

Melissa didn’t have a boyfriend, a husband, a lover or anything like that which meant she had no reason to edge like the girl in the video but she couldn’t bring herself to release no matter how badly she wanted to. She knew she needed to edge, she needed to keep herself on the edge and needy. But who was going to release her?

The screen was filled with passionate and hard sex. The face of the girl on the video was blatantly clear and not hiding her emotions. It was bliss, pleasure, whatever would best describe the look of ecstasy on her face which Melissa could only feel jealous of. She wasn’t a virgin but sex was no where near as good as it was looking on the screen, or at least it hadn’t been when she’d had it. Could it really be that good as long as she took the proper steps.

Her jealousy and horniness grew, as did the ditzy nature of her mind as she stroked over her wet, whimpering lips and caressed her erect, swollen button, letting the pleasure tease through her. She needed more but there was no more to get.

She was stuck in the loop. She couldn’t change the channel, her body wouldn’t let her and it also wouldn’t let her orgasm. However feeling that strong need and being showed such hot, passionate scenes, there was no way she could stop herself from trying to cum, there was no way she could stop masturbationg and soaking her tight panties.

Little did she know that the more she allowed herself to get caught up in the pleasure, the weaker the resistances of her mind got as she flooded herself with that ditzy feeling, the stronger she soaked in all of the lessons of the screen.

Little did she know that this wasn’t a show at all, this was a video being shown exclusively on this screen in order to help raise the awareness levels of one particular viewer.

Little did she know that she was being observed all this time in order to create the best possible training for her sweet, eighteen year old body and mind.

Little did she know that she was being slowly hypnotised with corrupting thoughts and desires to accept a new way of life; a bimbo way of life.

Little did she know that it was already too late for her.

Melissa’s heart throbbed as she bucked her hips again and withdrew her hands, humping the air as the orgasm rested right on the edge of release, driving her body wild. Once again there was no pay off, she was kept wanting, needing.

She collapsed back down onto the couch, trembling as her fingers began to slip back into those already soaked panties, ready to start all over again.


“We’re back!” a voice called out to accompany the sound of the front door opening.

That interruption snapped Melissa out of her daze as she somehow found the strength her body had been missing for so long. She jerked up straight and grasped the remote tightly, changing the channel before they could see what she was watching, straightening herself up so they wouldn’t catch wind of what she was doing.

She slowly stood on shaking, trembling legs, her face burned a bright shade of red as she gave a big smile, hoping that they wouldn’t mention anything.

“Huh?” Buttons said as she began to sniff the air, “What’s that smell?”

It was already being mentioned! Melissa had been teasing herself for hours, edging herself. The scent of sex and sweat was strong in the air. The babysitter hadn’t even noticed the large wet patch she’d left where she’d been sitting.

“W-well, I just… erm…” she nervously muttered out, her head still feeling so strange and dizzy. Thinking up excuses was hard!

“I’m sure it’s nothing,” the hunky Roger said. It was weird, his voice sounded really familiar to Melissa but she couldn’t put her finger on it.

Also Buttons, she really reminded Melissa of the girl from the video she was watching. Her mind was so fuzzy it was hard to think but she swore they looked the same. Maybe they were related?

“I trust there hasn’t been any issues,” Rogers continued onwards, as Melissa looked up dumbly, cheeks rosey.

“Huh? Oh, yeah… no, no issues or anything.”

“That’s good. Here’s your payment, and a bit extra as well.”

Melissa almost forgot she needed to get paid. What was wrong with her? She was feeling really light headed. Did edging really have such an effect? It made her feel so… so nice actually.

“Like thanks,” she said with a giggle, taking the wad from his hands.

“If you could we’d like you to babysit for us again tomorrow. Do you think you could do that?”

She bit down firmly on her bottom lip and gave a big nod, “Like I think I can do that.”

“Excellent, we’ll see you then. Have a good night Melissa.”

She could feel her juices pouring into her panties. Oh she was going to have a good night, a really good night. She just wasn’t sure if she was going to be able to end it with a bang though.

That night Melissa went to sleep in a puddle of her own juices, her bed sheets soaked and her body exhausted thanks to her staying up into the late hours keeping herself on the edge but still she couldn’t bring herself to release.

Her mind was blocked mentally, she needed the permission. She needed to be allowed the change to release, she needed to be told it was okay, she needed to be commanded to cum. Without it she couldn’t get the release she needed.

She was left dissatisfied. She needed more and she needed it soon.
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