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		Edge Together

		

		“M elissa, what happened to you?”

		It was a simple question, although the answer was far from simple. How was Melissa supposed to respond to her longtime friend? How could she put into words the amazing past few months where she went from a boring girlfriend with a boring job, to a hot and sexy bimbo with a big engagement ring on her finger? Could she really chalk it all up to edging? And even if she could, would her friend believe her?

		“Sara, you won’t, like, believe me if I told you and stuff,” Melissa finally answered. It had been difficult to find the right words. It was always difficult now to find the right words. Her mind had been completely retrained to avoid hard thinking. It was so much easier to think about sex. It was almost all that she ever thought about anymore. There simply was not room in her head for much else. Even the simplest of conversations could leave her zoning out and instead thinking about sex of some sort.

		“Landon isn’t forcing you, is he?” Sara asked. She was worried about the drastic changes she saw in her friend. They had been friends for years, although it was not uncommon for them to go months without seeing each other. It always left them needing to catch up, but Sara had never seen Melissa like this before.

		The changes to Melissa’s body were the most obvious. She sported blonde hair now, but that could be explained away easily enough. What was more shocking was Melissa’s breasts. Where once they had been small and completely natural looking, now they were big and round, clearly coming from the hands of a surgeon. Her lips helped confirm that she had resorted to plastic surgery.

		But it was not just the obvious surgeries that bothered Sara. Melissa was dressed radically different from what she had ever seen from her friend before. The midriff baring top was one thing, but the way it mostly seemed like a bikini stop with extra straps wrapping around her torso left little to the imagination. Her skirt was short too, barely falling past the curve of her ass. Sitting down meant she was exposing herself, no matter what she did.

		And then there were the heels. The Melissa of the past was the kind of woman who practically lived in flats, at least as far as Sara was aware. The heels Melissa wore to their lunch meetup were higher than anything Sara had seen outside of a strip club, and she had only gone there the one time as a joke.

		Sara’s whole demeanor had changed. She no longer seemed shy and introverted. If anything, she seemed like the polar opposite now. She was outgoing and very aware of the effects she had on other people, especially men. She almost seemed to get off on it, how men kept glancing her direction. She kept licking her lips as if she was in heat. It made no sense given what Sara previously knew about her friend.

		“Of course not,” Melissa said seriously. Her whole body language shifted as she said it, the look of lust disappeared from her face and in its place was a seriousness that Sara immediately recognized. That was the real Melissa.

		But just like that, Melissa’s previous lustful expression returned. The hooded eyes, the licking of her lips, it all spoke to the fact Melissa was aroused. She could not help herself. This was who she was now. She had adopted the bimbo mindset at Landon’s urging and it took considerable effort to snap out of it and return to her former self. Not that Melissa wanted to be her former self. There was a reason she had continued her edging. It was not just that she was addicted to it, which she was, but that she loved the effects. She loved being seen as a dumb bimbo. She had upgraded her body to look the part, but this was who she now wanted to be deep inside.

		“Then what is it?” Sara asked, almost exacerbated by the whole situation. She almost felt as if she had lost her friend, even if Melissa was technically the same person as before. She just had different goals now than she did before everything changed for her.

		“You really want to know?” Melissa asked.

		Sara nodded her head. She wanted to know. She needed to know.

		“It’s called edging,” Melissa said.

		There was silence as the two friends sat across from each other at the cafe. Sara was dumbstruck by the massive changes in her friend and she was not even sure what Melissa had said.

		“What’s that?” Sara finally asked, not having any idea of how something as simply named as edging could do all this to her friend.

		“It’s an orgasm denial technique,” Melissa explained. “Landon got me into it. It’s all about playing with yourself, but not allowing yourself to cum. Just as you get up to the edge of an orgasm, you stop and cool off. It feels so good. I used to struggle with sex, but not anymore. I’m always wet and ready for it.”

		“Even now?” Sara asked. She had a hard time believing such a small thing from the bedroom could make such massive changes to someone’s life.

		Melissa bit her plumped up lip and nodded her head. She sat stiffly, her hands in her lap, but trying hard not to let her hands wander to her pussy. She was wearing a thong, but that and the shortness of her skirt made it easy to at least rub herself. That seemed to be Melissa’s default setting now. When she was not doing something, and even when she was busy too, her hands would find their way to her pussy and start rubbing. She never came. That was the responsibility of Landon. He got to decide when she came and that almost always happened when his dick was in her somehow, filling one of her holes.

		“Um, wow,” Sara said, surprised by her friend’s explanation. She was aware of Melissa’s difficulties when it came to sex. There had been a time when they were much more open about such things, back when their friendship was more than meeting up every few months.

		“Landon and I love it,” Melissa added. “I’ve never felt so good before.”

		“But what about work?” Sara asked. “Don’t your bosses have a problem with this new version of you?”

		Melissa giggled. “I don’t work anymore. I’m a stay at home trophy now.” She did not mention the fact she had been fired for edging in her office during work hours.

		Sara suddenly found herself looking at her friend wistfully. There had been a time when she thought that could be her future, marrying a rich man who just wanted her to look pretty for him. Not that such a relationship was rational or reasonable for all but a select few. Sara was actually closer to such a lifestyle than she realized, but she had never really considered it. Her husband was wealthy enough to support the both of them with plenty of money to spare. It was just that Sara had always felt the need to keep busy, even if she only worked a small part time job.

		“I wish I could have your life,” Sara said, not even realizing her words until it was too late and they had already been spoken.

		Melissa giggled again. “Do you want to try it?”

		“Try what?” Sara asked, confused. There was no way she could just randomly try the trophy wife lifestyle. Those sorts of things required her husband to be on board, although he probably would be. It also meant taking time off from work, which would be a hassle. Sara could arrange for a week off here or there for vacations, but she could never do it on such short notice. And why would she want to waste her time off by just staying at home for her husband. It did not make sense to her.

		“Edging, silly,” Melissa said. “I bet you’d like it. It feels so good. Sometimes I can’t help myself from playing with my pussy. Even now, my fingers want to reach under my skirt and start rubbing.”

		“Melissa,” Sara said. “I don’t want to hear about that.”

		“But it’s true,” Melissa said. “Come on. Join me. It’ll be fun.”

		Melissa’s offer had not been planned. She had not intended to show up and invite Sara to join her in edging. But it somehow felt natural as she said it. It felt desirable too. Melissa was a true convert to the whole concept of edging. She loved how it made her horny beyond belief. She loved how it made sex dominate her thoughts. And she loved how it made her seem dim and even dumb. It was so hard to pay attention and think about difficult and worrisome topics when her mind automatically turned itself toward sex at every opportunity.

		From Sara’s perspective, she could not believe what she was hearing from her friend. How could something so simple as this edging lead Melissa down such a strange path? And yet, there was no doubt that Melissa was happy with her new life. She seemed to fully enjoy the whole idea of being a sex object for men. It just seemed like such a radical change.

		And yet, there was something about Melissa’s carefree attitude that Sara could respect. Even if she did not understand the blonde hair and the fake tits, she could envy Melissa her ability to push aside all of her worries and anxieties and just live in the moment. The sex bit was a bit weird, but it certainly could have been weirder.

		“You know what?” Sara suddenly said, feeling emboldened. “Sure, let’s do it.”

		“Great,” Melissa said with a broad smile. “Let’s get out of here and go back to my place. Do you want me to drive or do you want to follow me in your car?”

		“Um, I’ll follow you,” Sara answered. The truth was, if something went sideways while at Melissa’s home, she wanted the ability to make a quick getaway. But there was definitely a part of Sara that was excited to try this edging thing. It was new to her and it oddly sounded a little fun, even if she and Melissa had never had this kind of relationship before. Sure, they had talked about sex, but they had never actually done anything sexual together. And from the sound of it, even if they did not touch each other, simultaneous edging sounded pretty sexual to her.
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		Sara was impressed with the home Melissa shared with Landon. It looked significantly different from what she had expected. But then again, so much about Melissa had changed. And the changes Sara saw in her friend were reflected in some of the changes Melissa and Landon had made to their home. The house might not have been fully remodeled, but it had certainly been repainted and refurnished. Instead of classically comfortable, the home was modern and chic in an impressive display of fashionable living.

		“Let’s go to the tv room,” Melissa suggested. “I know just the thing to help put us in the mood.”

		Sara would have been surprised to find Melissa’s porn collection, but given everything she had seen from her friend, it made total sense. The woman was obsessed with sex. It made perfect sense that she would watch porn when Landon was not at home.

		And it was not as if Sara lived her life without a little porn. She and her husband both used it to sometimes help each other get in the mood. However, Sara usually preferred an erotic story over the awkward visuals from a proper porn video. The setups were always so weird and completely over the top. No woman Sara had ever met would consider seducing the pizza delivery man when he showed up at the door. There had to be some male fantasy buried under it all that made such movies popular.

		It should have been no surprise that the video Melissa decided to play featured a blonde woman with big fake tits like Melissa’s own. Not that Sara minded. She had never taken issue with the idea of women augmenting their breasts. She might not have been in favor of it for herself, but she could appreciate that other women felt differently.

		However, it turned out that the video in question was not so much straight up porn, but instead almost seemed to be an edging tutorial. The woman on camera, with her big blonde hair and her big fake tits positioned herself in front of the camera and spoke directly to the viewer, explaining everything she was doing and why.

		“She sounds like a total bimbo,” Sara commented as she positioned herself on the couch in front of the television and began to follow the woman’s directions. The whole situation was weird, but Sara accepted that. She was okay with weird. It was only through doing things that pushed her comfort zones that she actually learned anything about herself and what she really liked. Since Melissa liked this edging thing so much, it seemed like it was worth a try for herself. Even if she determined it was not for her, she at least would have a better understanding of her friend and her new lifestyle.

		“I didn’t notice,” Melissa said, her voice already husky as she started to touch herself.

		Sara could have commented how unsurprising it was that Melissa did not notice the bimboness of the woman on the screen. After all, Melissa was certainly pushing the line between bimbo and not with clear steps over the line into full blown bimbohood. She did not know that Melissa now identified as a bimbo herself, partly at the urging of Landon.

		While Melissa had once had trouble getting in the mood, getting her body aroused, Sara had no such problems. Even with the presence of her friend, it only took a few minutes of rubbing before she started to feel the familiar heat between her legs, extending deep into her belly. And it was all so much easier with the hot blonde on the screen leading the way.

		“Remember,” the woman on the screen said. “If you ever start feeling like you’re about to cum, pull your hand away from your pussy. Stop touching and take a break until you have calmed down. Then you can start rubbing again.”

		It all seemed so simple, but Sara did not understand what the point of it all really was. Yes, she was getting turned on. She was already thinking about how she could seduce her husband when she got home. Sara so rarely initiated sex. Her husband was horny enough for the both of them and was always the one asking for sex.

		Despite the awkwardness of masturbating alongside her friend, it did not take long before Sara could feel an orgasm approach. She was getting so close. But then the hot blonde’s words sounded in her head, reminding her to pull her fingers away before she came.

		It was a difficult task. It would have been so easy to ignore the directions and push through to a nice little orgasm, but something deep inside Sara managed to keep her from cumming.

		“Ugh,” Sara said as she pulled her hand away from her pussy.

		“I know, right?” Melissa said. “Doesn’t that just feel yummy?”

		Yummy was probably the last word Sara would have used to describe how she felt. She was turned on. She was aroused. She desperately wanted to cum. And instead she sat there on the precipice. One more little stroke across her clit was all she needed to push herself over the edge and cum like a freight train. Instead, she was stuck on the wrong side of her climax, her body slowly backing away.

		But there was something else hovering at the back of Sara’s mind. It was a realization of other sensations, feelings she rarely allowed herself to feel.

		“I feel floaty,” Sara finally said.

		“Floaty,” Melissa repeated. “I like that. I feel floaty too, but I do this so much it never goes away.”

		Sara’s lips turned up into a slight smile. As much as she wanted to cum, she did like the floaty feeling. It felt like nothing could possibly bother her. For the first time in a long time, she did not feel burdened with an excess of thoughts. She could just sit there and happily smile. It was a little like being high, but so much better too.

		“I want to feel this way forever,” Sara said as she let her head fall back and her eyes to close. The fact she was sitting there with her pants around her ankles on her friend’s couch did not matter to her. But she had to admit, despite her friend seemingly turning herself into a bimbo, Melissa was right about one thing. Edging felt really good.
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		“Oh, fuck, Brad,” Sara practically screamed as her husband railed her from behind.

		Brad was clueless what had come over his wife. She had come home and all but begged him to fuck her. She had never initiated sex like that before, but he was not complaining. He felt guilty enough as it was asking for sex several times per week. To have her ask for it felt like a relief.

		But it was more than that. It had been Sara’s suggestion that he fuck her doggy style. She had always been a missionary sex person, usually with the lights off. However, here she was on her hands and knees with Brad thrusting his big hard cock into her wet little pussy. He could not ask for more from her.

		Sara came in record time, her orgasm corresponding to her husband’s. They came together in what might have been a first. It was rare for their bodies to be in such sync. Usually Brad was having to do extra, when he least wanted to, to make sure that his wife came too. He had always done it for the benefit of a happy marriage, but he had never enjoyed it. The moment he wanted to sit back and relax in the post-orgasm afterglow and he was instead needing to do extra to make sure Sara would join him in post-coital bliss.

		Afterward, when they were both spent, Brad held his wife in his arms. It was the kind of moment they loved to share, but rarely had time for. Brad had always wished Sara would quit her job and just focus on being a wife. They had no kids and were unsure if they wanted any, but he had always liked the idea of having his wife stay home. He figured he worked hard enough for the both of them.

		“Brad,” Sara said, her words coming out slowly in her relaxed state. “I met with Melissa today. She showed me something that I think we should try.”

		Brad’s first reaction was to roll his eyes. He knew Sara’s friends. Melissa was not someone he would have ever considered taking sex advice from. To put it bluntly, he had always viewed Melissa as completely sexless. He had never understood how she kept a boyfriend. If he had not known better, he would have guessed she was asexual.

		“Don’t look at me like that,” Sara said, knowing her husband’s expressions. “Melissa has changed a lot since you last saw her. Hell, she changed a lot since I last saw her. She dyed her hair blonde and she got implants. And then there’s the edging.”

		“Edging? What’s that?”

		As much as Brad liked the image of Melissa that his wife had put in his head, as he was a sucker for big tits. He did not care if they were real or fake. All that mattered was how big they were in his hands. But Brad had no idea what edging was. He had no clue how anything like that worked. If he was honest with himself, he would have admitted that female sexuality, beyond seeing hot women wearing slutty clothes, was a complete mystery to him. His actions in the bedroom were more akin to flailing around in the dark, hoping something worked.

		Sara happily explained the whole thing, emphasizing that it was a routine she would need to follow for long periods of time. Melissa had described how to ramp up the edging so Sara could better prepare her mind and body for what was to come. But after a certain point, it would almost become an addiction. She would not be able to stop herself from rubbing her pussy and clit. She would instead just sit at home, probably sitting on a towel to keep her juices off the furniture.

		Brad did not just respond to his wife’s proposal with interest. His cock made a valiant effort to return to full hardness following their previous activities. The mere suggestion that Sara might turn herself into a bimbo with a little bit of edging was more than he could have ever asked for. He did not think such a thing was possible. That was why he had never suggested anything like that, even if the idea of her turning herself into a bimbo for him, even without those specific words to describe it, had seemed impossible. But here Sara was suggesting it herself.

		“Sara, honey, if you want to do this, I’ll support you 100 percent, no matter what,” Brad said, trying to disguise his excitement. If Sara noticed it, she did not say anything. Instead, she hugged her husband, thanking him for going in on this new project with her. This was the start of something special for the both of them, even if neither of them realized it at that moment.
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		It had been several weeks since Sara and Brad discussed her edging. As far as Sara was concerned, it was a complete success. She had slowly increased her edging rate, although she did not need as long to ramp up as Melissa had. Within two weeks, she was up to five edges per day. After that, the five became a minimum that she never had trouble hitting. She exceeded expectations each and every day.

		However, it was not the edging specifically that Sara obsessed over. Instead, it was the floaty feeling she got after edging. And the more frequently she edged, the longer it stuck around. Once she gave up on actually counting, the floaty feeling never went away. It was always there, clouding her thoughts, influencing her judgment.

		And like Melissa before her, Sara soon found a new level of sexuality in her thoughts and actions. It had become more and more difficult to tear her mind away from sex. When she saw a man on the street, she immediately began to wonder how big his cock was. With women, her thoughts centered on how much of a slut they would be if they edged as much as she did. Not that Sara had any intention of straying from her husband. She loved him too much and he more than satisfied her needs.

		Although there had been discussions between all the affected parties about letting Melissa and Sara enjoy each other’s bodies. There were still some details to be worked out, but overall, everyone seemed enthusiastic that the two friends were interested in becoming more intimately involved. It seemed like a win for everyone, especially with how devoted the two women were to the men in their lives. Orgasms were reserved for sex with their partners. Anything that happened between them would simple enhance the eventual sex they had with their men.

		That sex, at least for Sara, had been amazing. Her body had been primed for it after all that edging. And she wanted it more too. Brad could barely keep up with her, although that was partly because Sara had redeveloped a love for blowjobs as the weeks went by. She always wanted to feel her husband’s cock in her pussy, but it was so easy to get caught up in the moment and instead get him to cum in her mouth.

		The bigger news, however, was Sara agreeing with her husband to start training herself for anal. She had never had anything up her ass before, but that had already changed with the presence of a butt plug. She was already wearing it for several hours per day, usually while she edged. Sara liked the full sensations she experienced when wearing it, but she knew it would take time before she could be plugged during the bulk of her day. However, that was her goal.

		The moment that all this edging finally sunk in about how much it was changing Sara occurred several weeks in. She was at home, sitting on a towel as she edged away. This was not unusual in the least. She regularly carried a towel around the house so that she could sit without getting the furniture wet with her juices. It was already bad enough when she felt her juices sliding down her thighs, turning cold and giving her goosebumps.

		This time, however, there was no issue with excess fluids. Sara was simply lost in her edging, her mind happily floating without a conscious thought flowing through her. The phone rang, which was jarring enough. Her ring tone was loud and obnoxious, but necessary to keep her from simply ignoring it.

		Sara looked down at her phone, but the caller ID just showed a number. Actually, that was to be expected. Somehow, while in the throes of a post-orgasmic high, Sara had accidentally deleted the contact information on her phone. She had replaced Brad and Melissa’s numbers in her contacts list, but that was it.

		“Hello?” Sara said lazily. She never took her hand away from her pussy. She kept rubbing, not wanting to stop.

		“Sara?” said the voice on the other end. It sounded vaguely familiar, but she could not place it. “Where the hell are you? You were supposed to be at work an hour ago.”

		Sara’s thoughts moved slowly against the flow of pleasure moving though her body. It slowly dawned on her that she had forgotten about work. Her part time schedule was easy to forget about. With her current proclivities, she needed a more constant routine to keep herself organized.

		“Oh,” Sara said, realizing her mistake. “I forgot.”

		“You forgot?” her boss said. “How the hell did you forget?”

		“Oh, yes,” Sara moaned as her finger hit a hot spot. It had almost been enough to put her over the edge and make her cum. Almost. In the weeks since this had all started, Sara had managed to learn more about her body than she had ever imagined possible. There were so many areas of her life that felt out of her hands now, but her ability to control her orgasms had gotten better and better. She could almost will herself to not cum, even as her fingers continued to play with her pussy.

		“Wait,” her boss said. “Sara, you’re not doing what I think you’re doing, are you?”

		“Oh god, yes,” Sara moaned, not even really paying attention to her boss on the phone. She was caught up in the pleasure flowing through her body. It just so happened to be that her cries of pleasure also properly answered her boss’ question.

		“You know what? Never mind. Don’t worry about coming in anymore. You’re fired. I’ll send you anything here that I think belongs to you. Your last paycheck will be in the mail tomorrow.”

		The phone went silent, but Sara had already stopped paying attention to it. She was already building toward another edge. It was only later, after she had sucked Brad’s cock, on her knees at the door, right as he came in, that she realized in full what had happened.

		“You got fired?” Brad asked after a convoluted attempt by Sara to tell him the news. It was hard to find the right words. Words in general had become harder and harder the more she edged. Brad liked to joke that Sara was edging her mind away. Sara thought that sounded sexy, but she was beginning to wonder if it was true.

		Sara nodded her head.

		“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it,” Brad said as he rubbed her cheek with the back of his hand.

		Sara nuzzled his hand, almost as if she was a pet. It felt good to sit there on her haunches like that, looking up at her husband. Sara had never realized before that moment how submissive she had become. But she could not imagine her life any other way. And if Brad said not to worry about her losing her job, she was not going to worry about it. Not that she could. Worrying had become so difficult, as if her worries and anxieties were always forced to swim upstream against the flow of pleasure that had become a constant in her life.

		“You can be my stay-at-home bimbo from now on,” Brad added before he walked over to a nearby chair and sat down.

		Sara hurried after him, remaining on her hands and knees. Once they were both settled, Sara took him into her mouth again. It was too soon for another blowjob, but she just enjoyed having him there, acting as a cock sleeve, ready to get him hard again when he was ready. And maybe if she did a good job, he would fuck her after.

		Her hand went right back between her legs. It was the default position. At home, her hands always seemed to drift toward her sex. And that was just the beginning of more pleasure and another edge. She really was a good girl.
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		“O-M-G,” Melissa squealed when Sara showed up at her friend’s door. “I love your tits.”

		Sara smiled and pulled her shoulders back, sticking out her tits even farther than they did naturally. Not that there was anything natural about them anymore. Brad had consulted with Landon and sent Sara to the same surgeon. He did phenomenal work, giving Sara the bimbo body that now matched her bimbofied mind.

		“Thanksies,” Sara said. Her outfits had taken a surprising turn toward the slutty now that she no longer had to worry about anything other than keeping her husband’s cock hard and his balls drained. She wore a short pleated skirt that barely reached the tops of her thighs. Her top was cropped, revealing a dangling piece of jewelry from her belly-button. The low neckline made it clear she was not wearing a bra. She never did anymore. Her tits were so round and high on her chest that there was not a hint of sag in them.

		Sara’s tits were not the only part of her body that had seen work performed on them. Her lips were plumped up after multiple trips to the clinic where she ultimately had her tits done. There was no question what her lips were used for most. No one cared what came out of her mouth. It was only a matter of what went into her mouth. The addition of botox, giving her a wrinkle free and almost frozen face only made it all the better.

		Brad had been the one to suggest all of the procedures. He had even determined how big she should go. But Sara had no complaints about it all. She was too horny to really care. And the truth was, even she had to admit how sexy she looked. She looked slutty too, but she liked to think she was really only a slut for Brad. Although Melissa had a special place in her life too.

		The edging pair had become better than best friends in the past few months. They saw each other almost daily and they constantly shared their sexual activities with each other. But whenever they got together, they always had one thing on their minds.

		Melissa pulled out her vibrator. It was not the same one she had gotten started on. She had worn that out long ago. Landon had replaced with three new ones which she kept in various rooms around the house, never wanting to be far from one when the mood to edge struck her.

		Before Sara knew it, she was laying back on the couch, her legs spread wide. Her skirt was bunched up around her hips, exposing herself to her best friend. Melissa had already switched on the vibrator and was moving it closer to Sara’s clit.

		“Oh fuck,” Sara screamed as soon as the vibrator made contact with her clit. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her long nails pressed into her palms.

		The two were under strict instructions that they could play, but they could not cum. Orgasms were reserved for sex with their men. And over time, they pair had become intimately familiar with each other’s tells, always knowing just when to stop and allow each other to cool off. They could go for hours like this, trading positions, driving each other wild with lust.

		“You’re such a good bimbo slut,” Melissa told her friend encouragingly. Not that Sara could answer. Between the two of them, she had certainly ended up the dumber for all the edging they did. And that alone was a bit funny, because Melissa was the blonde one. Brad had decided that he liked Sara as a brunette. She was not the stereotypical bimbo, but that made it all the better.

		“You too,” Sara finally said. Although by the time she had formulated the response, the pair had already switched places and it was Sara who held the vibrator to Melissa’s clit. They could go back and forth like that all day if they wanted, never cumming.

		However, their fun would eventually need to end. Landon would come home from work and Sara always liked to greet her husband at the door, preferably naked and on her knees. It was then that he could decide which hole he wanted to use. Usually he liked a blowjob to start with, but he had been known to fuck her ass or pussy too. He could do whatever he wanted to her. She was just happy to fulfill her role as his bimbo trophy wife. That was the ultimate culmination of her existence and she loved it. Sara was finally living her perfect life and she could ask for nothing more as she had a bimbo BFF and a husband who fucked her regularly and took care of all of her needs. She could not have imagined a better life for herself, even if she was capable of such imaginings.
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