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		Edge and Deny

		

		“W hy do you hang out with such pigs?” Hannah asked. “It makes me question marrying you, Tyler.”

		Tyler could sense a fight coming on. It had been happening more and more recently. It sometimes felt as if there was nothing he could do right in his wife’s eyes. Hannah was hypercritical about everything he did, as well as all of his friends.

		“They’re not pigs,” Tyler said, defending his friends. He did not want to fight with Hannah, but he would still stand up for himself and his friends. Landon and Brad were good guys, even if the women they were partnered with were not fit the standard Hannah had in her head for other women.

		“Just look at those bimbos they’re with,” Hannah complained. “They’re stupid bimbos if you ask me.”

		Tyler wanted to add that no one had asked Hannah anything, but he knew that would only make it worse.

		“They weren’t always like that,” Tyler said. “They chose to be like that. They both used to have regular jobs and be completely average in almost every way.”

		Hannah let out a harrumph, not wanting to back down from the idea that Landon and Brad were with stupid bimbos who only seemed to have sex on their minds. The way the two women fawned over their men in public was grotesque in her eyes. No respectable woman would dress in skimpy clothing and hang on a man’s arm like that. It would have been one thing if Hannah did not have to see it, if such displays were conducted behind closed doors, but they did it out in public, making Hannah worry about what the two couples got up to when they were in private.

		“I thought you were working on trying to be less judgmental,” Tyler countered. Hannah had been on a big gratitude and self-reflection kick recently. She had realized that she had been acting superior to other people, especially other women, many of whom could not help the situation they were in. She had been making an effort to not judge others until she had metaphorically walked a mile in their shoes.

		However, there were limits to what Hannah was willing to do. There was no way she was going to dress up like a slut and publicly fawn over her husband as the sluts, Melissa and Sara, always seemed to do. There was no way she was going to do something like that.

		“Fine, I won’t talk about it anymore,” Hannah finally relented. She could still think the nasty thoughts, even if she did not voice them anymore.

		“Now hold on,” Tyler pushed. “You said yourself that you wanted to broaden your horizons and learn about how other people lived their lives. You wanted to walk in other people’s shoes. I think this is a perfect opportunity for you to do just that.”

		Hannah frowned as she crossed her arms over her chest. There was little chance of that happening in this scenario. She was not about to dress up as a slut for her husband. She was not going to act like a stupid bimbo just so he could brag to his piggish friends about how he bagged himself a bimbo.

		“Don’t look at me like that,” Tyler said. “I haven’t done anything wrong here. Just because I’m friends with two guys who like bimbos doesn’t mean I’m the same as them. I married you, remember? My love for you hasn’t changed. If anything, it’s only gotten stronger since the day we tied the knot.”

		Hannah’s frown softened as she let her hands fall down to her sides. She had to admit he was right. He had not asked for any of this, although she was still wary of his suggestion that she try walking in the shoes of two bimbos like Melissa and Sara.

		“Besides,” Tyler continued, “they didn’t set out to become bimbos. It just kind of happened. It was a side effect of something else entirely.”

		“Yeah, what’s that?” Hannah asked. “They get their brains pulled out and inserted into their tits?”

		Tyler laughed. He could not help it. The image Hannah’s attempted insult put into his mind was funny, especially because it almost seemed true. His friendship with both men had only been a relatively recent development, but what little he knew of both women, he knew they had both been quite smart at one time. Not that anyone would guess they were anything but dumb bimbos now, but that was just a matter of how they presented themselves to the world.

		“See, even you know it’s true,” Hannah said, her frown turning up into a smile.

		“I can see how it would seem that way,” Tyler responded. “But if you’ll believe it, it was something else entirely that drove them down this path.”

		“And what’s that?” Hannah asked defiantly.

		“Landon was telling me about it,” Tyler answered. “He calls it edging. I’d never heard of it before, but I guess it’s this thing where a woman masturbates until she’s about to cum, but then she stops.”

		Hannah made a sick face at the mere idea of stopping when on the verge of cumming. Despite the couple’s more recently tendency to argue, they still kept a relatively stable and active sex life. It could have definitely been more, but Hannah had never felt the need for more sex in their lives. She had always been perfectly content with that aspect of their lives together.

		“What?” Tyler asked, surprised by his wife’s reaction.

		“I just don’t get it,” Hannah answered. “I mean, you’re right there. Why not just go all the way and enjoy yourself?”

		“Apparently the effect builds up over time and makes the whole experience much more enjoyable. I’m sure both women have blown the effects out of proportion, but you never know until you try it, I guess.”

		“Yeah, you’re probably right,” Hannah said. “It’s still weird though.”
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		Hannah was not someone who usually felt the need to masturbate. She saved herself for the few times every month when she and Tyler had sex. But she could not get the idea of edging out of her head. It seemed like such a vile practice, but she was intrigued at the same time. Obviously this edging had done something to Melissa and Sara. They had changed radically in a relatively short amount of time, at least according to Tyler.

		Normally, Hannah would have done a little internet sleuthing to learn more about how to edge before she tried it, but she did not want her browser history to show anything untoward. She wanted to maintain her clean slate. However, as Tyler busied himself on one of his hobbies in the basement of the house they owned together, Hannah started to explore the idea of edging for herself.

		As she sat in bed, pretending to read a book on her lap, she let a hand slip underneath the covers. From there it was a short distance before her fingers had slid underneath her sweatpants and panties. If Tyler had walked in on her, he might have questioned what she was doing, but she was confident he would have no idea where her fingers really were.

		The first stroke felt cold, but that was from the fact her fingers were cold and had not had the opportunity to warm up yet. Still, that little bit of touch felt good, even if it was lessened by the temperature. But she did not stop at just one touch. She kept going. And as her fingers physically warmed up, her whole body started to heat up from arousal. She was getting horny, a rarity in her life.

		Hannah’s book closed and fell out of her lap onto the bed beside her. She did not notice, her focus entirely on the sensations between her legs. It took some time, but she really started to feel good. She vaguely wondered why she did not do this sort of thing more often.

		In fact, it felt so good that Hannah almost forgot that she was supposed to stop before cumming. She pushed herself right up to the edge where she was certain that she was about to cum and only just barely pulled her fingers away before it was too late. Her mind kicked into gear and reasserted itself just in time. She pulled her fingers away and sat back in quiet frustration. Her body was primed for orgasm, but she forced herself to cool down without pushing herself over the edge.

		Eventually Hannah picked the book back up and continued to read, but she lacked the same focus she usually tackled books with. She kept reading, but the book was far less enjoyable as it should have been. She felt bored by it. Already she was wishing she could go back to masturbating. That felt much better than reading did. It felt good to be horny. It made her feel a little floaty, which was completely unexpected, but very much welcome. It was a start.
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		Hannah thought she was being sneaky by feigning sleepiness to bowel distress so that she could spend time alone and edge. However, Tyler carefully watched his wife and recognized the signs that Landon had told him about. He knew Hannah was edging. He also knew how to push her over toward a more preferred state.

		When Tyler first brought up the edging to Hannah, he did not actually expect her to do it. She was usually too stubborn for that sort of thing. But he had not pushed her. He had just told her about it and she took matters into her own hands. She had made the decision to start edging. And so far, Tyler had enjoyed the results.

		He had already noticed how Hannah seemed more touchy-feely with him. She regularly touched his arm when they were talking. She was more likely to nuzzle up next to him while they watched a movie or tv show on the couch. She had even seemed a little less focused around the house, as if she was on the cusp of just staring off into space, forgetting what she was trying to do. She had not yet reached that point, but he could tell she was close.

		Hannah had also been much more amorous with him in general. She had yet to make the proposition, but she seemed much more willing to jump into bed with him. She had also stopped arguing as much. Their arguments and fights were much more subdued and Hannah seemed to lack the fight to carry them on like she used to.

		But as much as Tyler wanted to celebrate the changes in his wife by taking her to bed and fucking her, he knew better than to indulge himself yet. As soon as Tyler knew what his wife was up to, he called Landon, asking for advice. And that advice was to keep her going, to keep her edging. But more important than even that, he needed to deny her. He needed to keep her from cumming for as long as possible. It was not just enough for her to edge everyday. He needed to make sure she was denied the chance to cum until her new behaviors became more prominent and natural.

		And so Tyler watched his wife slowly succumb to her own actions. His cock always seemed to be hard around her these days. She was sexier than ever. Even if Hannah had not intended it, she had started changing the way she dressed. Her tops were tighter and her skirts a little shorter.

		“You know,” Hannah said one night after dinner. She was snuggled up next to him on the couch while they watched a streaming program. She was only half paying attention. Hannah was unconsciously twirling a lock of hair in her fingers as she spoke. “I was kind of thinking we could have some fun tonight. How about you and I stop this and go make a trip to the bedroom.”

		Tyler looked down at his wife by his side and smiled. He loved seeing her this way. He could tell she was horny. He could see the way she kept grinding her thighs together, trying to keep her fingers from drifting toward her pussy. He knew what she wanted. Hell, he wanted it too. But he needed to follow Landon’s advice. If he was going to get the wife of his dreams, he needed to hold strong and not give into Hannah’s attempts to seduce him.

		“I’d rather finish watching the movie,” Tyler answered. “But you can go to the bedroom if you want.”

		Hannah was torn. Her husband had just denied her request for sex. She thought guys were always ready for it. She was certainly ready for it. Hannah tried to rationalize getting turned down, but she only came to one conclusion: Tyler was not in the mood, but she had permission to go edge. And that was exactly what Hannah did. She stood up, leaving Tyler to watch his move that she was not really paying attention to anyway, and instead walked into the bedroom with the intent of edging for a while. It sounded like the second best way she could spend her evening.
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		“How long did your trip get extended again?” Hannah asked as she video called her husband. He had been called away for work, leaving Hannah at home to handle everything. That was not a very big deal usually, but Hannah was finding it hard to be away from Tyler.

		“I told you already,” Tyler answered. “It will be until the end of the month.”

		Hannah sat there for a moment, trying to perform the mental calculations that would tell her how much longer that meant. It did not help that Hannah had just finished an edging session when the call came in. She had been expecting it, but she had used the edging to pass the time until the call. However, rather than leave her settled and fully ready to discuss the idea of Tyler extending his trip, she felt scattered and disjointed. That was becoming a more and more common feeling.

		“That’s about three more weeks,” Tyler said when it became clear that Hannah was unable to complete the math in her head.

		“Oh yeah,” Hannah said, trying to cover for herself. “I knew that. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

		The conversation got easier after that, once Tyler focused the conversation on more current topics. Hannah could still handle discussing how she thought or how she felt about something. That was easier, because it was more immediate. It was the future planning that became difficult. Her distracted mind simply could not focus well enough to make such grand plans or think about something more than a day or two in the future. It was just too much for her mind to handle when she was so horny.

		“I wish you were here,” Hannah said toward the end of the call. She sat there twirling her hair with a finger. She did not even realize she was doing it. Tyler certainly enjoyed it, however. He loved watching his wife act more and more like a ditz. Yes, her inability to think very far ahead was annoying, but her cuteness more than made up for it.

		“I wish I was there too,” Tyler said. He had not planned to be away from home for a month. The work trip had been a last minute event. He was filling in for someone who got sick. But then the issue he was there to fix got more complicated and he was asked to stay longer. It meant almost a whole month of sleeping in a hotel and eating out for every meal, but the company was paying him big money on top of his salary to make sure everything got taken care of.

		“I wish you were here, because I’m horny,” Hannah finally said, pouting. She had been complaining about being horny more and more often in recent weeks. Yet the whole time, Tyler had remained firm. They had not had sex since she first started edging, but it had gotten to the point where Hannah could not even stop if she wanted to. She simply had too much time to fill up during the day and edging had become a habit.

		Oddly, Hannah never actually tried to cum to relieve the pressure on her. Even though she had the power to do it, to push herself over the edge, she never did. Instead, she worked herself right up to that edge, to the point she could almost look over and see what it would feel like to give herself that all-powerful orgasm that her body called out for. She denied herself every time, choosing to just sit there at the edge, sometimes for as long as an hour, before she finally backed away.

		Even as Hannah found herself growing more and more scattered throughout the process, she found it difficult to worry about her changing behavior. The fact was, she felt too good on her edging routine to even think about stopping. The thought never crossed her mind.

		And with the growing ditziness also came a change in the way Hannah went about her day. She largely kept to herself, but that did not mean she simply sat there twiddling her thumbs. For one, her wardrobe had subtly changed. She had started wearing tighter tops that highlighted her figure better. She also started wearing skirts and heels more often. And those heels only seemed to get higher and those skirts only seemed to get shorter with each passing week.

		Tyler had enjoyed all of this, watching it happen close up and in real time. That was until he was called away for his work trip. Now he could only see what Hannah did while she was on camera. Luckily, he could still enjoy her tighter tops on screen, especially those with lower necklines. But as a bit of a leg-man, he missed out on all the fun while he was away.

		At some point, Tyler considered giving Hannah the hint that he knew about her edging. She faked naps so that she could edge. She thought she was getting away with it. However, Tyler liked the idea of her trying to be sneaky about it all. He liked the idea that she was addicting herself to the pleasure without any intervention on his part. All he had to do was keep denying her sex and she would start to crave it soon enough. It was a wondrous thing seeing his wife change so quickly.

		When the call finally ended, Tyler returned to work. Hannah, on the other hand, returned to the bedroom where she worked off the bad news of her husband being gone for another three weeks by bringing herself to a nice and happy edge. She loved the floaty feeling she got after each one. And that feeling only seemed to last longer with each successive edge.

		Hannah understood the side effects and how they were affecting her. She was not blind to the reality that her edging routine was leaving her perpetually horny. It was also making it harder and harder to think. Actually, that was not entirely true. It was just becoming harder and harder to think about anything other than sex. If Tyler had been standing in front of her instead of sitting behind a computer screen, she was certain she would have jumped him. She was too horny to care where they were when it happened. She just needed some sex. Unfortunately, she had no one to take care of her needs. It never dawned on her that an orgasm might help clear her thoughts and settle her scattered mind.

		Returning to the bedroom, Hannah sat back on the bed. She hiked her skirt up around her hips. She was not wearing any panties. They only got in the way. These days, she only wore them when leaving the house, mostly to keep her vices from running down her legs while someone could see her. But at home, there were no such worries. Instead, she just sat on a towel to prevent the need to change the bedding before she went to bed later.

		Her fingers danced around her clit and along her pussy lips with knowing grace. She knew her most intimate place almost better than she knew the back of her hand. And just the slightest hint of a touch to her clit was enough to send a jolt through her that could light up a small city. And it was a jolt of pure pleasure, making it all the better.

		It took hardly any time at all to reach the edge. That was another change. Her pussy had a hair trigger. It was more a fight not to cum now than it was to get anywhere near cumming. The elusive orgasm was a specter that haunted her every move. It was always right around the corner, ready to pounce and ruin the floaty feeling that had almost become a permanent addition to her psyche.

		However, Hannah held firm. She brought herself right to the edge and then she held herself there. For how long, she had no idea. She never bothered to look at a clock while she edged. She looked at so little, sometimes browsing the internet looking for sexy pictures, sometimes running fantasy through her head of her husband fucking her hard and her screaming out like a slut in heat. That was actually her favorite fantasy, an instance where she was completely helpless and submissive to the man she loved and had pledged her life to be with.

		But all things must come to an end. Even as she held her edge for what turned out to be hours, she eventually had to bring herself back to reality. Unlike most women, Hannah simply pulled her hands away from her pussy so that her arousal could cool down. The immediacy of her sexual needs faded, but she remained just as horny as before. And her head was left just as foggy as before.

		Hannah smiled, her mind drawing a complete blank. She felt good. She always loved how she felt after edging.
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		The three weeks were finally up and Hannah could not wait to see her husband again. It had been so long, too long in her mind. No man should be gone from his wife for that long, not when she was insanely horny.

		The excitement had been building for days, even when she struggled to remember when exactly his return was scheduled for. And there was always the lingering fear that Tyler would have his work trip extended again. Luckily, he managed to complete the work for the client on time and there was no need to extend his trip any longer.

		During those three weeks, Hannah had started almost climbing the walls as her arousal got the better of her. Yet, she could not find it in herself to fix her situation. Maybe it had been Tyler helping her through the crisis. He had been the one to suggest that she not orgasm until he got back. She had shared how horny she was getting all the time now, but he had pushed away her worries and figured out what should be done. She made no changes to her routine under his orders.

		With the big day finally arriving, Hannah spent far more time than was probably necessary getting ready to greet Tyler at the airport. It started with applying more makeup than she had worn in the past. Her interest in such matters had skyrocketed recently, leaving her to watch online video tutorials about how to apply makeup to achieve different looks. It gave her something to do when she was not edging.

		But on top of doing her makeup nice and wearing a sexy outfit that she never would have considered wearing out before, she had a surprise for her husband’s return. She still could not believe she had done it, but she had to admit, it looked good on her. And it made the short and sexy dress she wore fit her even better.

		Hannah was not sure where the idea to dye her hair came from. She had never considered it before. She had always liked her light brown hair. But she felt certain that she needed to make a change. She watched enough television to know what the preferred hair color for women was. Blondes dominated the airwaves. And, to put it bluntly, Hannah wanted to look sexier. She wanted to look more attractive to her husband. She wanted to give him one more reason why he should fuck her when they got home.

		The moment Tyler stepped through the security gates, Hannah was running toward him in her high heels. She jumped into his arms and gave him the most passionate kiss she could manage while she was literally off her feet, fully supported by Tyler’s strong muscles.

		“Wow,” Tyler said when he finally managed to break Hannah’s passionate kiss. “You look amazing.”

		“Good enough to fuck when we get home?” Hannah whispered in his ear. It was language she never would have considered using before, but it felt right given the circumstances. It did not matter that they were in the middle of a busy airport. She only had eyes for him.

		“We’re not going home right away,” Tyler said.

		Hannah stood back and looked at her husband, confused. She had thought she was just picking him up at the airport. Now it seemed he had other ideas.

		“I’ve arranged for a dinner with Landon and Brad,” Tyler continued. Hannah gave him a sideways glance, not sure what to make of this news. “Don’t look at me like that. They’re bringing Melissa and Sara with them. You’ll have lots to talk with them about.”

		Hannah knew there was nothing she could say that would convince Tyler of another course of action. Even if she had not found herself becoming more and more submissive toward him, she would have still gone out to eat with Tyler and his friends. She just wished she could have her first night with her husband back to themselves. She hated the idea of having to share him after they had been apart for so long.

		It turned out, however, that Hannah had nothing to worry about. She had a splendid time, even if all she really wanted to do was jump her husband and get him to fuck what was left of her brains out. She was horny enough to scream.

		But as difficult as it was to keep herself sane, she had to admit Melissa and Sara were a lot of fun to talk to. Before, Hannah had found their limited intelligence and their focus on appearances and sex to be annoying. Now she found herself fitting in with them perfectly. Hannah did not even connect to the idea that she had dropped to their level.

		“Your dress looks amazing,” Melissa had said, complimenting her.

		“And your hair,” Sara added. “I love it.”

		“Thanks,” Hannah said, twirling a lock with her fingers. “I just got it done.”

		From there, after the ice was broken, Hannah found herself fitting right in. It was almost possible to forget that they were there with their men. Tyler, Landon, and Brad busied themselves with conversation that Hannah paid no attention to. And both Melissa and Sara had already trained themselves to tune out conversations that did not need their active input for, even when they were the topics of conversation.

		Little did any of the women realize that the three men huddled at one side of the table were deep in conversation about them. They were all comparing notes, especially for Tyler, so that he could help guide his wife deeper into the edging hole she had fallen into. Instead, they focused on planning a group shopping trip together. Hannah could barely believe what she was agreeing to, but she had no doubts that she was certain to enjoy the activity. And she could not wait to get more expert fashion advice from Melissa and Sara.

		“You just have to fully assert yourself,” Landon explained at one point during the evening. “Just handle the details and give her the news after everything has been settled. Hell, you can tell her it was her idea and she will 99 percent believe you. I guarantee it.”

		“It’s worth a try,” Tyler responded. He glanced over at his wife. He enjoyed seeing her smile among her new friends. It was all working, whether she knew it or not. She was turning herself into a bimbo and all he had done was not have sex with her. Although that was becoming much more difficult now. Hannah looked so sexy now that he wanted to fuck her so badly. But he was a man with restraint and patience. He could wait.

		It turned out he did not need to wait long. His blue balls had become a problem, since he could not use his wife as a relief valve during her transformation. However, there was more than one way to get himself off and his wife provided the opening as soon as they were back in the car for the drive home.

		Just being in Tyler’s presence again was enough to make Hannah’s mouth water. And being in the confined space of the car made it even worse. It was a good thing she was not driving, because she needed Tyler’s cock more than anything.

		Without even thinking about what she was doing, Hannah leaned over the center console separating them and reached out toward his crotch. His cock was free in a flash of deft fingers. He was already hard. How could he not be in her presence? She was just too hot. Then she dropped her head into his lap and took his hard cock between her lips. It was better than she ever could have imagined.
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		“You don’t want to be late for your appointment,” Tyler commented as Hannah touched up her makeup.

		She looked at him with confusion. “What appointment?”

		“Your lip appointment,” Tyler answered. “We talked about this. You wanted to get some lip filler for plumper lips.”

		“I did?” Hannah asked, unable to remember.

		The truth was, Tyler had made the appointment for her and had yet to tell her. It was a test to see how she would react. It was the sort of appointment that would have been easy to cancel if she rejected it.

		“After we came home from the restaurant last week,” Tyler lied. “You gave me that blowjob and then told me you wanted to get lip fillers like Melissa and Sara.”

		Hannah stopped and tried to think about it, trying to remember. Her mind felt so fuzzy from all the edging. Despite numerous attempts to get Tyler to fuck her, the best she had managed was to suck him off a few times. She loved giving him blowjobs, but they were not as good as a proper fucking. At least that was what she figured. It was hard to know anymore. Her default had become edging. She even edged while blowing him. She could not help herself.

		“Oh yeah, I remember now,” Hannah finally said, deciding it was the sort of thing she would ask for. After all, if she was going to keep giving those blowjobs, she might as well have the lips for it.

		The lip filler turned out to be just the beginning for the fledgling bimbo. Hannah was not even calling herself a bimbo yet, but she was definitely dressing like one and acting like one. Her outfits now always screamed sex and it was becoming increasingly clear that she had little else on her mind.

		Tyler scheduled her for monthly fill ups with filler. The initial results were disappointing, but after a couple of months, her lips really started to fill out, just how he had imagined they would. No one looking at her lips now would ever guess she was not a dedicated cocksucker. And that was actually the truth. Tyler continued to deny her orgasms. He simply would not fuck her pussy. He had fucked her mouth plenty of times, but he avoided that which would surely push her over the edge into a mind shattering orgasm. He simply preferred to see her mind slowly break under the pressure of her own libido.

		Along with the lip filler came a sluttier wardrobe thanks to the help of Melissa and Sara. The trio had become almost inseparable. They were the best of friends with Hannah always following the lead of her new friends. They met up several times per week, sometimes to go shopping, other times to edge together. They all did it, sharing what they had learned to better hold themselves on the edge for longer and longer.

		But Tyler had bigger plans for Hannah than just turning her into a blowjob dispenser, even if she could increasingly be considered that. Next came a visit with a plastic surgery doctor who specialized in facial work. Specifically, Hannah went in to have her nose made smaller and reshaped, while the appearance of her eyes were made bigger.

		Just like with her lips, Hannah had no memory of wanting the procedure, but she had come to love her lips so much, she did not even question her husband. She simply went in and had the procedure, just as he had requested it.

		“How do you feel, Dollface?” Tyler asked. That had become one of her nicknames. He rarely used her real name anymore. But the nickname was fitting. Whenever she looked in the mirror, she was struck by how much of a doll she now resembled. It was impressive, especially when she put big thick fake eyelash extensions on. Her face would go placid and she would blink her eyes. It looked like there was nothing going on upstairs. And in a way, that was true.

		With her face complete, Tyler arranged for other surgeries that Hannah was more than happy to agree to once she found out what he wanted from her. She wanted to please him and would do anything he asked of her already. But this time, Tyler did not even tell her where they were going. All she knew was she needed her passport.

		Hannah was excited for the trip. She rarely got to travel. That was Tyler’s world as he sometimes had to travel for business. But her bigger concern was how bad her passport photo looked. It went back to before she had changed her appearance, before she had the facial work, before she had even dyed her hair. Luckily, her resemblance was still close enough that no one questioned her about the discrepancy.

		“Welcome to South Korea, Dollface,” Tyler said when their plane finally landed.

		Hannah did not know what to expect. She had no idea that he had booked her for another appointment. This time it was something special, something doctors in America generally did not perform on an elective basis. Hannah was wheeled into the operating room and when she came out, her throat was covered in bandages. She spent the rest of the trip recovering, almost relearning how to speak again.

		But when Hannah did speak, what a voice she had. She had always sounded completely normal, but the surgery on her vocal cords had raised the octave of her voice and softened it, permanently giving her the voice of a submissive bimbo.

		It would have been easy for Hannah to dislike what had been done to her. She had been kept in the dark about it all, only being vaguely aware that the travel had been for another procedure, one that Tyler insisted she had wanted beforehand. However, it was the opposite. Despite the work she had to perform to recover her voice properly, she loved how she now sounded. She had a doll’s voice to match her doll’s face. More and more, she knew she was becoming perfect.

		There were other procedures Tyler booked Hannah for as their lives together continued. There was the tongue stud to give better blowjobs. That was fun when it healed and it made her lisp, which made her sound even more like a bimbo. It was all coming together. That time had been difficult, because while she could still edge, her ability to

		However, there was one thing that Hannah was still missing. She was missing big tits. Tyler had waited until the end for those. By then, Hannah definitely wanted them. Her best friends had big tits and she wanted them too. Then she would be complete. She would be a complete doll for Tyler to use in any which way he pleased. Her body would be a perfect complement to what her mind had turned into.

		No one who saw or interacted with Hannah would have assumed she was anything other than a bimbo. When her mind managed to work at all, she seemed completely focused on sex and pleasing her husband. Her arousal had become almost fixed. Each edging session she now took part in did not actually make her any more for less aroused than she had already been. It was just an activity she took part in, almost without thinking about it. It was simply natural for her now.

		The consolation for her breast augmentation went swimmingly. She demanded that Tyler be there with her and do the talking as the doctor examined her. And the doctor gave her exactly what Tyler wanted for her. She got the big tits that she needed so that she could be Tyler’s doll.

		When it was all over, Hannah had the satisfaction of knowing that she was complete. She was nothing more than a bimbo doll for her husband. Her mind had been broken completely. None of the old Hannah was left. She was just a sexy bimbo now, more doll than person. And she loved every moment of it.

		At some point Hannah had stopped asking Tyler to fuck her. He could do what he wanted with her. He seemed content to use her mouth, not wanting to push her over the edge and give her the orgasm that might undo all of her hard work. She was on permanent denial and could not imagine life any other way.

		It was sometime later that Tyler started thinking. Hannah was happily kneeling in front of him, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked his cock with her plump lips. She no longer needed monthly injections, but she still made regular trips to make sure her face was a doll-like image of perfection.

		“There’s one more change I want you to make,” Tyler said. “It’s time to give up being a person. Tomorrow we’re going to go down to the courthouse and change your name. You’re Doll now. That’s all you are and that’s all you’ll ever be from now on.”

		Hannah, or Doll, smiled inwardly. She knew Tyler was right. He was always right. She was a doll. It was more than she could have ever dreamed for herself. She was a horny little doll who lived to serve her master. That was all there was to it. She had completely transformed her life and loved every second of her existence now. She was Doll now, all thanks to a steady routine of edging and denial. There was nothing better.
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