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		Edge for Me

		

		“M elissa, I want you to edge for me.”

		It was a simple statement said matter-of-factly. But it was also said seemingly out of the blue.

		“What’s that, honey?” Melissa asked, raising her head from the book she was reading. It was not a high-focus book, nor was it engrossing. It was a book she had picked up to help her at work, trying to improve her skill set and be a more productive employee. Bonus and promotion season was right around the corner and Melissa wanted to look good to her bosses.

		“I’ve been thinking about what we were talking about earlier and I have an idea,” Landon said.

		Landon and Melissa had been living together as boyfriend and girlfriend for two years and they were definitely on track to get married as soon as they had saved up enough for the wedding. That was still far enough away, however, that there was no hurry to get engaged. And engagement would just mean they would have to answer the question of when the wedding was. And both of them decided they did not want to answer it.

		“Is that some sort of kinky thing that I haven’t heard about before?” Melissa asked, putting the book down. She could read it later. There was on hurry. It was a bit boring anyway.

		Landon’s idea of edging had come from an earlier conversation they had where they talked about how they could spice things up in the bedroom. Melissa had never been the most sexual of people. It was hard for her to get turned on. Arousal was difficult all together. However, Melissa was not someone who wanted to leave her boyfriend in the wind when it came to sex. They found ways of making it work. They bought lube more frequently than they bought condoms.

		It was their openness with each other that made the conversation possible. There were so many couples who did not have it in them to talk about such matters. And it was that strong foundation of communication that made Melissa comfortable behaving like a married couple with Landon without the more official gestures of engagement and marriage.

		Not that Melissa had any idea of how they could make this whole adding flair to the bedroom idea work. She was experienced when it came to sex, but she was not well read. She was unfamiliar with various kinks and fetishes. She was naïve about them. They had not come up before and she was generally not a person who sought out sexual content, even vanilla content.

		“I guess you could say it’s a kink,” Landon answered. “It’s certainly sexually related, but it’s not a kink like bondage is a kink.”

		Melissa had actually brought up bondage as something she was willing to try if Landon was interested. Not that Melissa found bondage attractive in any way, shape, or form. But it would have been something she was willing to try if Landon was interested. She was thankful when he turned it down. He was not particularly interested in tying his girlfriend up for sex. It felt too weird for him to even consider beyond simple academics.

		“Okay,” Melissa said, trying to understand what Landon was talking about. “What do I need to do?”

		“It’s really simple,” he answered. “You just need to masturbate. Rub your clit. Add penetration if you need to. But you don’t actually cum. All orgasms are saved for actual sex.”

		Melissa sat there and considered Landon’s explanation for a while. It seemed simple enough, although she had little experience with masturbation. There had been more times when she had sex in her life than when she masturbated. It was just a quirky fact about her, but it stemmed from her low arousal levels.

		“And when am I supposed to do this?” Melissa asked. “It seems like a chore to do outside of sexy times.”

		That was what Melissa called the time they set aside for sex. It was their sexy times. It was a bit immature, but it was an accurate description. And Landon did not mind.

		“You’re right,” Landon answered. “This would be outside of our usual sex times. But my hope is it will radically make sex for you better.”

		Melissa had always considered herself lucky to be with Landon. He was a caring and responsible guy. And he treated her like a true equal, something that many men struggled with. The first time they had sex, Melissa had failed to cum. That was no surprise, given her history, but what surprised her was how hard Landon worked afterward to reciprocate what he had been given, which was a mind-blowing orgasm. Even though they were still in the early stages of their relationship, Melissa knew that Landon was the man for her.

		“When you put it that way,” Melissa said, “I might as well try it. What do I have to do? Is it something we can start now?”

		It was Sunday evening and there was not much time before they would both need to be in bed. They both had work in the morning. But it was immediately clear that Landon had not expected Melissa to so readily agree. He seemed to expect her to delay for a few days before eventually giving in and trying the concept of edging.

		The whole idea around edging was straight forward. The purpose was to push the person’s arousal right up to the edge, just before they were about to cum, and then stop. Their arousal would remain high and with enough time and reinforcement, sex came with a massive release of endorphins. It was like priming the body to feel big bursts of pleasure all at once.

		“Oh, yeah, we can start tonight if you want,” Landon said. “I got you something in anticipation.”

		Landon jumped up and hurried out of the room. He returned a minute later carrying a box. Inside the box was a vibrator, a special vibrator that had been known to break down the resistance of even the most frigid woman. All it took was turning it on and pressing it against a woman’s clit before she found herself on the pathway toward orgasm. He handed his girlfriend the box, letting her open it like a present.

		“It’s so big and heavy,” Melissa commented as she reached into the box and pulled out the vibrator.

		“It’s battery powered,” Landon explained. That’s why it’s so big and heavy.

		Melissa nodded her head as she looked at the wand-like device in her hands. The large bulbous end looked perfect to fit between her legs, trying to push her to orgasm.

		“Should I try it in the bedroom?” Melissa asked.

		“Sure, that works,” Landon said. “Why don’t you go in and get yourself ready? I’ll join you in a few minutes.”

		The two parted, with Melissa placing her book down on the coffee table. She carried the vibrator with her back to the bedroom, curious about how the night was going to go. Would this edging lead her into having sex tonight? She was fine with that if it did, but she could not stay up for very long with that. They both needed their sleep tonight.

		When Landon joined Melissa in the bedroom, she had already stripped off her jeans and panties. She left her top and bra on. They were not going to get in the way. She even brought out a towel to sit on while on the bed. That was a habit from using the lube. She rarely got wet enough to produce her own juices, but the excess lube could often find its way onto unintended surfaces.

		“Are you ready?” Landon asked.

		Melissa nodded her head. She was as ready as she would ever be. “Can you tell me how to do it?”

		“Sure thing,” Landon answered. He sat down beside his girlfriend and reached out toward the vibrator. He did not take it from her, but instead, he wrapped his large hand around her dainty one. He was there to guide her, not force her.

		The vibrator was turned on and then it was brought down between Melissa’s legs. The moment it made contact with her clit, her eyes opened wide. She had used sex toys before, trying to get her in the mood, but nothing had worked. Even this vibrator, this toy that seemed so much stronger and better than anything she had used in the past, felt strange at first. But slowly, as she kept its vibrating end pressed against her clit, she started to feel arousal take her. For the first time in a long time, she felt as if she was actually getting horny.

		That alone was a minor miracle. She so infrequently felt aroused that she almost did not notice it at first. It was like it just jumped up at her, trying to surprise her. And it felt good. The vibrator felt good. That alone made everything worth it. She finally found something that might get her in the mood for proper sex.

		“How do you feel?” Landon asked.

		“Good,” Melissa answered. It came out more as a moan than she had intended.

		“That’s good. Now I want you to tell me if you think you’re getting close to cumming. The whole point of this edging thing is to push yourself right up to the edge of orgasm and then stop. Can you do that for me, honey?”

		Melissa nodded her head as she focused on the incredible vibrations flowing through her clit. It felt good. She knew she was aroused. But she also knew she had a long way to go before she was close to an orgasm.

		They stayed like that for a long time. Melissa did not bother to look at the clock, but it felt as long as, if not longer than, their usual sexy times. But it was a different experience. It was nice having Landon there beside her, encouraging her. He ran his hands over her arms, adding to the erotic nature of what she was doing. All his focus was on her. There was no distraction from what he was trying to do. That was always the case when they had sex. She never felt as if he was entirely focused on her the whole time. But now, she could feel his focus on her and it felt good.

		“I think I’m getting close,” Melissa said. It was difficult to be sure, but she could feel an orgasm building up inside of her. She could feel the anticipation of erotic pleasure that would flow through her. She might have found it hard to reach orgasm on most occasions, but when she did, she knew it was always worth it. It always felt good when it happened.

		“Then it’s time to stop,” Landon said. “It’s time to stop and cool off.”

		Melissa did as she was instructed. She pulled the vibrator away from her clit and sat back. She was panting, almost as if she had just cum, but her body was still humming with sexual energy. She wanted to cum, but already she started to feel her body coming down from the sexual high. She could feel it starting to return to her normal baseline.

		“Is that it?” Melissa asked, slightly annoyed that she could not finish.

		“That’s it,” Landon said. “I want you to start out doing this once per day. It doesn’t matter when. I just want you to edge for me one per day this week. It can be in the morning before you go to work. It can be in the evening after you return home. Hell, you can even do it at work if you really wanted. And after a week, we’ll see how you’re feeling. If everything goes well this first week, we’ll up your schedule next week.”

		Melissa gulped. Could she really do this? And why did the idea of playing with herself without cumming, something she had done plenty of times before, feel so foreboding? Only time would tell.
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		“You’ve been doing so good so far this week,” Landon said Friday night. They had been out visiting with friends all evening and now it was late and they were tired. Melissa had managed to fit in her edge between work and when they left to see their friends. “Tomorrow I want you to start edging twice a day, once in the morning and once in the evening.”

		Melissa, for her part, had not noticed that much of a difference in herself over the past week. It was certainly interesting though. She had never spent that much time masturbating before. However, the big promise of a better sex life remained elusive. They had not had sex since all of this started, which was not unusual. With Melissa’s difficulties getting aroused, they rarely had sex more than once every couple weeks.

		“Okay, I can do that,” Melissa said. She was not yet sold on the whole edging routine, but she did not seem the harm in continuing for now. And she certainly enjoyed the way Landon’s face lit up every time she edged. He liked seeing her use the magic vibrator on her clit, making herself aroused, and almost, but not quite, cumming.

		When Landon woke up Saturday morning, his first realization was that Melissa was not beside him in bed. But then as his senses returned to him after a night of deep sleep he recognized the familiar buzzing of the magic vibrator coming from the bathroom. He looked up and saw the bathroom door ajar by about an inch. Light poured out from the small crack.

		He smiled when he heard what accompanied the vibrating buzz. There were moans emanating from the bathroom. They were moans of pleasure.

		Melissa had never been vocal during sex. Landon had always figured it had something to do with how much she struggled to get aroused. And when she finally did get aroused, the pleasurable sensations were so fleeting, she rarely had the opportunity to really get into it.

		Eventually the buzzing stopped, as did the moaning. Landon watched expectantly as Melissa opened the bathroom door and returned to the bed.

		“Enjoy yourself?” Landon asked with a knowing smile.

		“I edged like you wanted me to,” Melissa said, not answering her boyfriend’s question.

		“I could tell. And it sounded like it made you feel pretty good.”

		Melissa’s cheeks turned red as she realized she had been caught.

		“Maybe,” she eventually said, biting her lower lip as she thought back to moments before when she had the vibrator pushed hard against her clit. It had felt good. It had felt really good. Not that she wanted to admit that to Landon first thing in the morning. But she had done as he had asked. She had started the process of edging twice per day. But she had no idea of where all of this would lead. There was a part of her that was excited to find out.
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		“I can’t believe I’m saying this,” Melissa said. She and Landon were on a date night together. They had just finished dinner at a fancy restaurant and were now out on a walk along the river. The way the city lights reflected off the water made it all the more beautiful. “But I think I’m actually horny tonight. Do you want to head home and… you know?”

		Despite Melissa’s openness and efforts to communicate, she had never been that good at talking about sex. She was not someone who talked about sex when they were out in public, but the tingle building up inside of her was more than she was used to. It was a clear sign to her that she was ready for sex. And it also marked the first time she openly initiated the idea herself, without Landon already playing a role.

		“I don’t think you’re ready yet,” Landon said cooly. It was hard to believe that he had just turned down his girlfriend for sex. That was something he never would have done before he asked her to start edging.

		Melissa was struck hard with surprise. That was not an answer she had expected. She had expected him to be enthusiastic about the prospect of sex. And it was not just because Landon was a man. Their sex life together was such that he had always been ready and willing. But then it dawned on her. Melissa had no idea what she had been expecting, but this edging routine he had her on was supposed to change her somehow. If only she knew how.

		“But if you want, you can give me a blowjob when we get home,” Landon added.

		Melissa thought about his offer. Did she want to blow him? It was not on the top of her list. She wanted real sex, not a sexual activity that would see him receive pleasure and her none. She was finally aroused, finally horny, but that was not enough for him.

		“I suppose I could do that,” Melissa finally agreed. She did want to do something sexual with him. And Melissa realized she could edge and suck his cock at the same time. She had not yet completed her second edging session of the day. There had not been time after work and before they needed to leave to arrive at the restaurant for their dinner reservation in time.

		“I’d like that,” Landon said, cementing their plan for the rest of the evening.

		An hour later, Melissa found herself on her knees. Landon sat down on the edge of the bed. His pants and underwear were around his ankles. His cock, long and hard, was that moment buried in Melissa’s throat. She usually disliked deep throating his cock, always worried about whether she would gag or not, but this time she was a little distracted. That was because while her boyfriend’s cock was buried in her throat, her fingers were knuckle deep in her pussy, thrusting hurriedly in and out while her thumb thrummed happily on her clit. Giving a blowjob had never felt that good.

		Melissa bobbed her head up and down on Landon’s cock. She used her free hand to hold him at the base and make sure she took in every inch of him, maximizing his pleasure with her throat and her tongue. Landon groaned and moaned in pleasure, loving every moment that his cock was in Melissa’s mouth.

		She was no stranger to sucking cock. Given her well known snuggles in getting aroused, she had turned toward using other skills to help keep her past boyfriends satisfied in the bedroom. With Landon, she had been more upfront with him at the start, but she still regularly handed out blowjobs beyond the usual reward occasions that many women stuck with.

		But this time felt different. It felt different because the whole situation was not as one-sided as it usually was. Melissa felt pleasure too, although it was at her own hands. And it helped to emphasize that blowjobs could be enjoyable for her as much as they were enjoyable for him.

		When Landon finally came, he did so as Melissa continued pumping her fingers in and out of her pussy, pushing herself ever so close to the edge. The pleasure coming from her pussy was more than she had ever remembered before. And it came while her mouth quickly filled with cum. She rarely swallowed, but this time there was no time. She swallowed down Landon’s hot white cum without a second thought. All the while, her brain connected the sensations around blowjobs and getting filled with cum with the pleasure of an edging session.

		“Oh fuck,” Melissa gasped when it was all over. She had to pull her hand away from her overheated pussy. She had never felt so desperate before in her life. She wanted, no needed, to cum. She needed an orgasm to accompany Landon’s.

		“Careful,” Landon said, taking hold of the situation. “Remember the rules. No cumming. Edge only.”

		Melissa once again bit her lip, this time doing her best to remain on schedule. She was finally beginning to understand what edging was supposed to do for her, what it was supposed to do to her. It was supposed to make her horny. It was supposed to leave her horny. How much longer could she go on like this without going crazy?

		“Oh, and by the way,” Landon added. “I want you to start edging three times per day, beginning tomorrow. Can you do that for me?”

		Melissa simply nodded her head weakly. She was beginning to question how long this could go on for. How long could she last? It felt like Landon was using these edges to break her. It scared the hell out of her while at the same time exciting her. It seemed like scary stuff.
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		“Please, Landon, can you fuck me yet?” Melissa whined. Over the previous weeks, she had become a complete horny mess. She had taken Landon’s advice and upped her edging frequency, but it had only grown more and more frequent since. She was up to at least five times per day. And it was at least, because there were days when Melissa lost track and she ended up edging more than the required five times. And in all that time, they had yet to have sex.

		Sure, blowjobs had become a more frequent part of their sex life together, but that gave Melissa no relief. She just used those opportunities to rub her pussy and clit, adding another edge to her day.

		Landon looked his girlfriend up and down. She was bouncing on the balls of her feet in nervous anticipation. He could see the need painted on her face. She bit her lip and tugged at her top. The sexual tension brewing inside of her was intense. It had been that way for days.

		With each passing week, the neediness of Melissa had grown and grown. So had her flirtiness. Whenever Landon was near her, she could not stop touching him. And whenever they went anywhere, she was constantly perched on his arm. She would whisper in his ears, telling him all about the various sexual ideas that flitted through her mind.

		Sex had become a major topic of thought for Melissa, especially in the past week. She had become acutely aware of her own sexuality and how it affected the men around her. She found herself glancing down at men’s crotches, wondering how big their cocks were. She would never actually follow through, but she could look, just like how men looked at women’s boobs and asses.

		But even everyday objects got sexualized in Melissa’s mind. She started looking at chairs and tables and wondering how she could best get fucked on them. She even imagined herself getting pushed up against the wall in the hallway outside her office as Landon ripped off her skirt and fucked her right there in the middle of the workday.

		The biggest change though came in how wet Melissa now constantly seemed to be. Every time she looked down or reached a hand between her legs, her own juices were right there, waiting to escape. Her lower lips were puffier from the frequent attention and her clit seemed a little bigger as well. She certainly felt more sensitive down there, her body constantly primed for sex.

		As Landon looked on at his horny girlfriend, he smiled. It was a knowing smile, one that left Melissa completely confused. But that was not an unusual state in recent days. More and more, with her mind turned toward sex, Melissa had felt slower and more distracted. Her mind constantly turned toward sex. She could be in the middle of a conversation and all of a sudden a sexy thought would push its way into her mind and her entire sense of the conversation was shattered. It was the worst when she was the one speaking, her voice trailing off as she slipped into a fantasy. One of her coworkers had asked if she was on drugs. Melissa had denied it, of course, but she was too embarrassed by the whole situation to tell Landon.

		“No, you’re still not ready yet,” he eventually answered. “But I bet you’d still love to suck my cock.”

		Melissa nodded her head. Her mouth was watering at the mention of it. She did not understand what had happened to her, how she had turned into such a slut, at least as far as Landon was concerned. Not that she regretted anything, other than how much harder she had to focus at work to keep the sexy thoughts at bay.

		Melissa dropped to her knees without even thinking about it. Moments later, she had Landon’s cock in her mouth. Her free hand was once again at her pussy. She had already completed her five edges for the day, but it felt natural at this point to play with herself, pushing herself to the edge, as she sucked Landon’s cock.

		And all that recent practice was paying off. Melissa had become a bit of an expert when it came to sucking Landon’s cock. She could not say the same for cock in general, since she and Landon were exclusive, but she had come to learn a lot about his cock and what made him feel good. And as she tried to prolong her pleasure, she, in turn, had learned how to prolong Landon’s pleasure. She could keep him hard and groaning happily for an hour or more if she needed to, all the while her own fingers kept her right on the edge. It was only when Landon finally took charge, grabbing her by the hair and forcing his cock down her throat, fucking her face with his desired pace, that Melissa finally ended it.

		Melissa happily sucked down Landon’s cum. She felt pride in being such a good cocksucker for him. And she knew her edging pleased him. It always felt good to please him. She had never considered herself particularly submissive, but the edging routine had amplified what little submission she had in her until it became a strong and noticeable trait. Melissa usually found herself submitting to Landon’s desires, letting him lead the way. But with him she felt protected and happy, so it all worked out.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Melissa spent her weekend shopping, with Landon’s help of course. Along with her more frequent thoughts about sex, she found herself wanting to look and dress sexier. Outside of work, that was easy. Already pretty fit, all Melissa had to do was wear tighter tops and shorter skirts. Higher heels were a nice bonus. But work was another matter.

		There was no formal dress code at her office. There was nothing explicit describing what a person could or could not wear. But professionalism was expected. And even that was a moving target, depending on the kind of position one held. Senior management, legal, and more were expected to wear suits. Below that, it was a little less formal. Melissa was not part of senior management and she gave her entire work wardrobe a complete overhaul.

		It started with the skirts. Melissa occasionally wore skirts to the office, but she mostly wore pants. This time, she bought all skirts. And they were not just any skirts. They were considerably shorter than anything she would have felt comfortable wearing to the office before. But this was a different Melissa. She was less concerned about what people viewed as normal and more concerned about maintaining a sexy image. She wanted to look just as good and sexy at the office as she did at home. She just had to follow slightly different rules when at work.

		Melissa also changed up the blouses she wore at the office. The high-cut necklines were replaced with tops that showed off as much of her chest as she could get away with. Her button up blouses were designed to look best with several buttons left undone. And they were all cut tighter around her middle than ever before. They were fitted to highlight and enhance her womanly curves.

		There were also changes to Melissa’s makeup collection. Greater emphasis was placed on her eyes and her lips. She vowed to always look her best.

		All of this was guided by Landon. He did not need to tell her directly what he wanted from her. All he had to do was make small suggestions. Melissa ate those suggestions up, following them and then going even further than he had first suggested. She wanted to look good for him, to be able to turn him on all the time, to make him feel like she did.

		Of course, throughout all of this wild shopping, every time Melissa stepped inside a changing room, she found herself taking a few careful strokes along her pussy lips. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and she let out a low moan, just barely loud enough to be heard if someone had their ear pressed to the changing room door. Shopping had turned her on to such a degree, she did not need to work very hard before she was right there on the edge, almost cumming. And each time she managed to pull her fingers away just in time, keeping herself from going over the edge.

		There had never been a punishment devised for her if she came. Landon had merely asked her to edge for him. There had never been any talk about what would happen if she failed to stop in time. Not that Melissa had any intention to push past the edge and finally cum. She was following the rules. She was being a good girl.

		But by any estimation, Melissa had edged far more than the required five times during her shopping excursion. That number was quickly rising well into the double digits. And she showed no interest in slowing down. Edging felt good, so she did it. It was as simple as that.

		It gave her a floaty feeling, like her mind was not fully present. It was easier to just go with the flow, allowing the world to come at her as it may and with the knowledge that Landon was there to protect her if anything went wrong. It was a wonderful way of feeling. Every sensation, especially related to lust and sexuality, was amplified. Her whole body hummed with pleasure, her nerves vibrating with the delicious feelings that only sex could bring her.

		“Do you think I would look good as a blonde?” Melissa asked. She had not even thought through the implications of what she had just proposed. She just happened to see a pretty woman with blonde hair and the idea had popped into her head. From there, it made its way to her lips with no filter slowing it down or stopping it.

		“I think that’s a great idea,” Landon agreed. “There’s a salon here in the mall. I bet you could get your nails done too.”

		And just like that, Melissa had found herself sitting in a salon, one stylist busy dying her hair while another was busy applying acrylic nails to her fingers. And with the new blonde color for her hair, Landon had pushed her to go with pink for her nails. The two colors complimented each other nicely. Melissa never considered what long nails like that would mean for her job. She thought of nothing beyond the moment. And at that moment, she loved the idea of light blonde hair and long pink nails. The sexiness of it resonated with her.

		But if there was one thing Melissa learned about on the shopping trip, it was how much easier it was to edge when she was wearing short skirts. Her fingers never left her pussy on the drive home. And even when she leaned over the center console and pulled out Landon’s cock for a quick blowjob, she kept one hand stroking her pussy and clit. Her long nails could not go inside her, but the rubbing felt just as good as always. Besides, keeping her fingers out of her pussy would preserve it for Landon’s cock when he finally decided it was time to fuck her.

		“Wow, that’s a new look for you,” one of Melissa’s coworkers said when she showed up Monday morning. She was a few minutes late, having spent time in her car, in the parking lot, fitting in one last edge before she got down to work.

		“Thanks,” Melissa said with a wide smile on her face. She did a twirl, which was impressive enough in her high heels, but her slightly pleated skirt rose up as she turned, revealing more of her legs than was generally considered professional. “You like it?”

		“Um, yeah, it’s great,” her coworker said, embarrassed by Melissa’s forwardness. “I’ve got to get to work now. See you later.”

		“Bye,” Melissa waved. She was completely oblivious to her coworker’s unease with both her outfit and her behavior.

		However, even once Melissa sat down in her office and tried to get to work, she found the whole process of working to be far more difficult than she remembered. Not that she thought about it that much. There was part of her that wanted to reach under her skirt and start rubbing. Even through her thong, her fingers felt amazing against her clit. And it was so easy. No one would notice as she sat behind her desk, one hand working her mouse and keyboard and the other between her thighs.

		“Stop it,” Melissa told herself for the tenth time that morning. Her hand kept drifting between her legs, completely without her even thinking about it. It was only when she was several strokes in, already starting to moan, that she would realize what she was doing.

		Instead, Melissa finally gave in and headed toward the bathrooms. She locked herself in a toilet stall in the women’s bathroom and let herself have the freedom to give her pussy what it wanted. She edged away, biting her lip to keep from moaning. Time lost all meaning as she sat there for nearly half an hour. It was a glorious half hour, but one that took her away from her office for far too long.

		Even after chastising herself about the time delay afterward, Melissa found herself making that same trek to the restrooms three more times before the workday was over. It was a huge hit to her work efficiency, since it literally took her away from her work, but it was needed. She had not realized how dependent she had become on her edging to make it through the day. If she went more than an hour or two without touching herself, she felt like she was ready to climb the walls in agitation.

		The one benefit to the frequent trips to the bathroom, however, was how many of her coworkers got to admire her new work outfit, her hair, her nails, the whole package. Not that Melissa would have done anything with them, but on a few occasions, when someone had stopped her to talk to her, she found herself almost flirting with them without thinking about it. Man or woman, she would run her fingers along their arms, touching them in the slightest ways. And on the few occasions when she was talking with someone like the company mail clerk, when they might have accidentally brushed against her butt, she could only smile, enjoying the sensations as they came to her. Those sorts of touches had become like catnip for her increasingly sex-addled brain.

		By the end of the week, Melissa did not even make it to the bathroom to edge. It happened completely by accident. All of a sudden she found herself rubbing her pussy through her panties while sitting at her desk. She pulled her hand away, but a minute later, it was back again. She could not help herself.

		At that point, however, it no longer seemed to matter. She could not concentrate unless her hand was stroking her pussy lips or rubbing against her clit. Not that her work rate improved any. She was still just as slow as before. Even more so considering she was working with one hand all the time. The only downside to it all, at least in Melissa’s mind, was that she did not see her coworkers as much. She could not show off for them and let them admire her raw sexuality. Although she still seemed to find good reasons to wander the hallways of the office. Those moments were less explainable by a bathroom break.

		It was after one of those random walks around the building that everything came to a head. Melissa had just managed to waste half an hour on a lengthy break. She had flirted with two different men, completely harmlessly, but generally causing a disturbance wherever she went. Her outfit no longer fit in with the professional atmosphere of the office. Her skirt barely reached the tops of her thighs and her blouse was far too low cut to pass muster. Her heels were taller than ever, meaning she was forced to totter around when she took her walking breaks, slowing her and everyone else around her.

		Returning to her office, Melissa absentmindedly left her office door open. The company had a general policy that if an office door was left open, the person inside could be interrupted. Melissa paid the open door no mind as she sank back into her chair and let her hand wander to its favorite place, right between her legs.

		“Melissa, what the hell are you doing?” screamed her boss.

		Melissa looked up in horror as she saw the look on her boss’ face. Worse, she had no explanation for herself. She had not even realized her hand was there. It had become second nature for her to quietly edge herself when she was sitting in her office.

		“You know what, I don’t want to know what you were doing,” her boss said before Melissa could begin to defend herself. “I want you out of here within an hour. You’re fired.”

		And just like that, Melissa had lost her job. She knew she should have been upset about what had just happened. She had enjoyed her job. Or, at least she used to enjoy it. In recent weeks that enjoyment had waned. Her interests now lay elsewhere. Why work in a stuffy office when sex was at the forefront of her mind, always. She already heard some of her coworkers talk about her, talking about how the moment she dyed her hair blonde, she had turned into a dumb blonde. Worse, Melissa knew it to be true. She was acting like a complete bimbo, both at work and at home.

		However, Melissa shed no tears following her unceremonious firing. She collected her belongings in a cardboard box and left the building for the last time. She dropped her keys off at the front desk on her way out of the building. She deposited the box in the trunk of her car and then let herself sink into the driver’s seat.

		Melissa took a deep breath, steadying herself. But she did not really need to steady her emotions. She was surprisingly emotionless about what had just happened. Her brain, hopped up on the endorphins her edging had created, made it hard to be mad or upset about anything. She remained surprisingly happy given the circumstances. But before she turned on the car, she gave herself the permission to get in another proper edge. She needed another dose of sex hormones before she managed the drive home. Her only hope was that Landon would not be mad at her for losing her job. After all, she was doing exactly what he wanted her to do. She got fired because of him.
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		“Oh my fucking god,” Melissa screamed as she came. Her whole body pulsed with pleasure as Landon fucked her. She had never felt this good before. Her whole body called out to her in erotic ecstasy.

		And the best part was the sex was not even over yet. All Landon had done was start fucking her, thrusting his cock into her wet and waiting pussy, and she was already cumming her brains out. Or what was left of them.

		Melissa had explained the whole story about her getting fired for edging at work. Landon had simply smiled, approving of the most recent turn of events.

		“You’re ready now,” he had said.

		And boy was she ever. It took little coaxing to get her out of her clothes. It took longer for her to practically rip Landon’s clothes off than it did her own.

		But it was all worth it. Melissa came and she came hard. And as Landon kept fucking her, kept his big hard cock pistoning in and out of her, her body was already primed to keep going, to build toward another even more incredible orgasm from the first.

		In all her life, Melissa had never felt this good. Had her thoughts been able to swim upstream against the massive waves of pleasure coursing through her, she might have wondered how all this had come to be. She would have asked herself how a little bit of edging—or a lot now—had given her back her sexuality. But stuck in that moment, there were no questions. It was all just pure erotic pleasure flowing through her, lighting off her nerves all over her body and completely overloading her synapses.

		“So good,” she moaned before her brain completely shut down under the onslaught of endorphins. After that she could only moan unintelligibly, her body taking over for her brain. It might have been scary in any other situation, but to Melissa, if felt wondrous.

		When Melissa’s mind finally managed to reboot, she found herself already in Landon’s loving arms. They cuddled on the bed for what felt like hours, but she had so thoroughly been fucked, her sense of time was all off. But the time did not matter. What mattered was how horny Melissa still felt. Her hand drifted down between her legs. The pleasure gave her comfort and made her feel more present, as strange as that might have been.

		But it was only later, after she had happily edged herself several times, before she realized what she was doing. Melissa looked up into Landon’s smiling face. He looked happy. That made her happy too. Yet the events of the day, her getting fired, her cumming like a freight train, her addiction to touching herself, all left her confused and worried that something was seriously wrong with her. She pulled her hand away from her pussy, afraid to continue, even as her body called out for more.

		“It’s okay,” Landon said. He guided her hand back to the junction between her legs. “It’s okay that you got fired. I’ll take care of you. You don’t need to worry about anything anymore. You can just be my little edgeslut.”

		Melissa felt herself melt into her boyfriend’s embrace. Could it really be true? Could she stay like this forever? It was like a dream come true, even if she had never actually thought about it before. There was no way she could give up her edging. Not now. She was completely addicted. Half the time she did not even realize she was doing it. But it made her feel so good. For the first time in her life, she felt sexy. She felt pretty dumb too—the pleasure melting her mind. But if Landon was willing to take care of her, why not give in and just edge her mind away? It felt so good.

		“Thank you,” Melissa moaned as her fingers returned to their proper place.

		“You’re gonna be my dumb little edgeslut,” Landon whispered in her ear.

		Melissa nodded her agreement.

		“You’re gonna be my little bimbo doll, a horny girl who is too dumb to think because she melted her brain with her edging.”

		“Uh huh,” Melissa agreed. She would be whatever he wanted her to be.

		“You’ll spend your day cleaning the house while you cool down from edging. That’s all you’ll be able to handle. That and working out to keep your sexy body nice and fit for me.”

		“Oh yeah,” Melissa moaned, imagining it all in her head. She would be a hot little gym bunny, a sexy maid, and Landon’s bimbo edgeslut all in one.

		“I’m gonna set up appointments for you for lip fillers and a boob job so you can look the part, being the sexiest bimbo you can be.”

		Melissa had never considered plastic surgery for herself. The old her probably would have been offended by Landon’s proposal. She was beautiful enough as it was. She did not need to augment her body with plastic surgery. But that was before she had given herself over to the new her. Now she imagined herself with big round boobs and puffy pink lips. She might even get butt implants if her ass did not respond to her work in the gym. She would be so sexy looking like that. Of course she wanted that. She wanted to be the sexiest edgeslut she could for her man.

		“I love it,” Melissa said. And she did. She loved everything about her new life. Her old life of being boring and prudish, of being sexless and smart, all of that was over. Melissa did not understand exactly what her new life would entail, but she was okay with that. She accepted that she would forevermore be clueless so that she could continue to feel the incredible pleasure that edging brought to her life. It had made her a bimbo and she could not think of anything she would rather be.
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