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		Introduction

		

		The Wedding Gift began as a flash fiction story on Patreon. It was a story I was particularly proud of so I decided to expand it into a full length short story.

		Like The Bimbo Dream, the original story was too short to simply flesh out. I did a complete rewrite, expanding both Sara’s character and her fiancé, James, giving them new life in a new format.

		I have tried to preserve what I believe made the original story so great, while adding new dimensions to it to improve the reader experience.

		I hope you enjoy this latest tale.
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		Sara was overcome with emotions. Her heart pounded in her chest and she wanted to jump for joy. At the same time, she felt about to swoon and break out into heavy sobs. She felt as if her entire being was about to explode and yet, this was the happiest moment of her life.

		The reason for Sara’s joy was her boyfriend, James, getting down on one knee and holding out a ring to her.

		He said something, presumably asking her to marry him. His actual words went unheard, unsuccessfully fighting an uphill battle to overcome Sara’s emotional state.

		“Yes,” Sara finally said once it was clear James had finished his proposal. She had known her answer from the moment she first met him.

		Sara had never been a believer in love at first sight. She had always found it difficult to warm up to new people. She was shy and a bit of an introvert.

		James was different, however. She immediately felt a connection with him, a bond that would only grow as time went on. But that initial connection was enough for Sara to know he was the man she planned to marry. And now, finally, the wait was coming to an end.

		Both James and Sara quickly spread the news of their engagement. They loved each other and they wanted everyone to know the commitment they were making for each other. And as little as Sara enjoyed socializing, she did enjoy showing off the ring on her finger. It was far larger than she had guessed James could afford. It sparkled more too.

		Cards, messages and other forms of well wishes began to pour in. However, one piece of mail stood out. It arrived the week after the engagement. The envelope was addressed in a stylized hand writing that made Sara think of magical writing from the fantasy novels she loved to read. What was more, there was no return address.

		Sara could have ignored the letter. Given the lack of return address, she guessed it was junk mail disguised as something more. But no matter how much Sara tried to ignore it, she could not fully pull her mind from it.

		“Fine,” Sara finally said. “I guess I’ll open it.”

		She ripped open the envelope to discover a simple note card inside. It was not even a full-sized letter.

		“Dye your hair blonde,” Sara read out loud.

		The writing on the card matched the address on the front of the envelope. The swooping letters were easily recognizable.

		Sadly, there were no further hints as to the origin of the letter. No one had signed their name. It was just a simple statement, almost a command.

		Sara held the card in her hand as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. She had never liked her hair very much. It was brown, yet it often seemed to lack color in Sara’s eyes. It was just plain.

		Shaking herself out of her self-examination, Sara looked down at the card in her hand and crumpled it up. She did not know who the sender was, but as far as she was concerned, that person could go to hell. The gall of telling her to dye her hair blonde.

		However, as it so happened, Sara had a hair appointment at the end of the week. It was for her monthly trim.

		“Anything new this month?” the stylist asked as Sara sat down in the salon chair. She had been coming to the same salon for several years.

		Sara considered her reflection again. She did not think about the card that had gone out in the recycling. Yet, she could not help but wonder if she was ready to try something new.

		“I was wondering about dying my hair,” Sara finally said.

		“We can do that,” the stylist answered. “Were you thinking about going darker or lighter? Or maybe a different color all together?”

		“Um,” Sara said, thinking. “What do you think would look best?”

		Normally, Sara would not have asked for such advice. She liked to be in control. That meant making her own decisions. However, when it came to things like fashion and style, Sara was always out of her league. She had never shown any interest in such things and was thus completely lost.

		“With your complexion, I think going lighter would look really good,” the stylist said. “And I think your hair can handle going blonde. Is that what you want me to do?”

		Without even thinking, Sara said, “Do it.”

		And just like that, Sara had her hair dyed blonde. She never connected her hair color change to the mystery letter she had received. In fact, she had forgotten all about it.

		One thing was certain, however, James was a big fan of Sara’s new hair color. He had never told her about his preference for blonde hair. He never would have even mentioned it to her. His love for her was that strong.

		That first date night following Sara’s hair appointment was one that left Sara deciding she was probably going to stick with blonde in the future. The way James looked at her made her feel better than she ever had before. There was love in his eyes, as there always had been, but there was a little bit of lust too. For the first time in Sara’s life, she felt desired. That was a heady feeling and one she wanted to continue feeling.
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		It was only a few days after Sara dyed her hair blonde that another mystery letter arrived. It had the same stylized writing on the front with no return address. And much like the first letter, inside was a card with a simple statement.

		“Go to the gym regularly,” Sara read out loud.

		Again, Sara found herself in front of the mirror, examining her reflection. She had to admit, she could be healthier. It was so easy to let her weight creep up on her. She spent her days at work and if she was not seeing James that day, she often sat down on the couch to read or watch television, only getting up for trips to the kitchen for a snack.

		It was not that Sara never worked out. She had a gym membership. But like many gym members, her attendance was spotty at best. Every once in a while she would get up the gumption and workout a few days a week. However, that effort would eventually subside. It would only take a week or two before she had returned to her sedentary lifestyle.

		Not wanting to let the letter tell her what to do, Sara dropped the letter in the recycling. Minutes later, it was forgotten. Sara had more important things to consider, like planning a wedding.

		However, it was only the next day when Sara found herself at the gym. It might have been a strange occurrence, but had she remembered the letter from the day before, she would have argued her going to the gym was just a coincidence. After all, Sara did want to look good for her wedding. It might be a long way off still, but she wanted to look good in her wedding dress, assuming she ever got around to deciding what she would wear.

		The odd thing, however, was a Sara’s appearance at the gym was not a single occurrence. She returned the very next day. And then she did it again, starting a streak.

		Before she knew it, Sara was working out at the gym six days per week. The part that struck Sara was not some massive shift in her body, but in the amount of energy she seemed to have.

		At work, she experienced a giant leap in productivity. Sara’s boss even asked her if she was on drugs, such was the change. She felt awkward at that line of questioning and denied it as best she could.

		“I started working out regularly and I have gotten a huge energy boost,” she explained. Her boss was placated, but Sara became much more aware of how others saw her after that.

		At home, Sara found herself far less likely to spend her nights sitting in front of the television. Her body hummed with energy, but she had no outlet. So Sara started to clean. Her apartment had not gone through a deep clean in years. It was the kind of cleaning effort that could take days or weeks, but as time passed, Sara knew it to be worth the time.

		And even with Sara’s day off from the gym, she still found ways to be active. She would take James on hikes in the region. And if he was not available, she would practice yoga.

		Sara did not bother to weigh herself. Weight was just a number. However, as the weeks passed, it became abundantly clear that Sara’s time in the gym was well spent. She looked better than she ever had before and, as she was finding, looking good made her feel good too.
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		When the third letter arrived, Sara began to grow worried. She recognized the handwriting immediately. She would have been more concerned about them if they had not had such a positive impact on her life.

		Sara loved the changes she had made in her life. She had come to love her blonde hair, even if people treated her as if she were just another dumb blonde sometimes. They were always in for quite a surprise when she opened her mouth and proved them wrong.

		And Sara’s fitness kick had turned into a regular habit. The only things that kept her from going to the gym were illness or special plans with James. And those plans with James usually included some kind of workaround so she could still get a workout of some sort in.

		“I need to start saving these,” Sara told herself as she opened the new letter. Just as before, there was no return address and the sender did not sign their name to the note. If Sara had a stalker of some sort, she wanted to keep all the evidence.

		“Take care of your skin,” Sara read out loud from the card.

		Again, Sara found herself in front of the mirror, looking at her reflection.

		“Do I have bad skin?” Sara pondered. She had never considered her skin to be a problem before. Yes, she had the occasional bout with acne, but she just assumed everyone else did too.

		Rather than act on it immediately, Sara stuffed the most recent letter in a drawer and went about her day.

		It was three days later when Sara found herself in a skincare spa. She passed it everyday on her way home from the gym. Usually she paid it no mind, but ever since that letter, the spa had stood out. After three days, she decided it was time to enquire within.

		Sara soon found herself in information overload. The women working at the spa were a fountain of knowledge and they spoke of multiple procedures that they felt Sara needed to look her best.

		Standing there, Sara knew they were putting the hard sell on her, telling her about limited time offer discounts and pressuring her to sign up for a weekly appointment schedule for the works.

		Normally, Sara would have walked away. She hated people trying to sell her stuff. She always wanted her purchases to be her decision, without outside pressure. Such sales tactics normally would have led her to walking out.

		This time, however, Sara ate it up. Before she knew it, she had arranged for a standing appointment at the spa for the works. That meant regular facials and other skin treatments, including some light tanning.

		Sara had always been dismissive of skincare treatments. However, after her first appointment, she became a convert. She looked better than ever.

		And James seemed appreciative as well. After watching Sara dye her hair blonde, and return to have the roots touched up each month, he had worked hard to hide his growing lust for his fiancée. Her beauty only seemed to grow each week, leaving him with a harder and harder task to not suggest they skip dinner when he picked her up for dates and instead go straight to the bedroom.

		Even before the engagement, James and Sara had a healthy sex life. They enjoyed themselves regularly and even tried mixing things up occasionally with role play and even some light bondage. There was nothing extreme in their actions, but they enjoyed the added spice.

		However, their sex life had only seemed to grow as Sara made changes to herself. James became more aggressive when she dyed her hair blonde. He pushed for sex more often. That might have put Sara off at first, but once her energy levels rose with her workouts, she seemed far more interested in sex than before.

		The subtle improvements Sara’s time at the spa gave her skin only seemed to lead James on more. It became rare for their time spent together, whether on dates or going hiking on the weekends, to not include some form of sex. And neither of them were complaining.
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		After everything that had happened to Sara from the letters, she knew she should tell someone, especially James. The fourth letter drove that fact home with its new instructions.

		“Get your nose and belly-button pierced,” Sara read out loud from the latest letter. This time there was more than just a statement. There were drawings below the command showing the type of piercings the writer meant.

		As much as Sara hated the idea of getting any more piercings, she had to admit the drawings were great. These were not the drawings of an amateur, but of someone who had real talent. That only narrowly made up for the what the card was asking of her.

		In her life, Sara had only gotten two piercings. Those were in her ears, one in each earlobe. Even getting those had not been her idea. Sara’s mother had pushed them on her when she was young. To this day, many years later, Sara could still remember the pain. She did not want to experience that again.

		The drawings on the card depicted a stud on the left side of the nose, in the dimple. The other called for a barbell in her navel.

		Piercings on other people did not bother Sara, but she had a tremendous fear of them for herself. The trouble was, she could imagine seeing the stud in her nose or a barbell in her navel. She liked the look. It definitely matched her more recent style.

		The time at the gym had changed Sara’s body. Clothes fit her differently now. She had been forced to go shopping to find new clothes that fit. Her work style remind largely the same, but her outfits for the gym and at home had shifted slightly. Tighter had become the norm and it was not uncommon for Sara to show a hint of midriff at the gym or in her more casual outfits. James certainly did not seem to mind.

		Sara getting the commanded piercings would not have impacted her life negatively in any way. Her belly-button remained covered at work and she would not be the first employee at her office with a nose piercing. But such a change could not be an individual choice. She needed to at least brief James on the idea.

		James and Sara sat across from each other at the restaurant table. Their main courses had been cleared away and they were waiting on their dessert order. Sara had gone easy on the wine, wanting to keep a clear head for the conversation ahead of her.

		“What would you think if I got my nose and belly-button pierced?” Sara asked.

		She knew she was being passive, but she hoped James would respond by asking her what brought this idea on. It was a way for her to bring up the letters she had been receiving in the mail. If asked such a question, Sara felt ready to share the reasons behind the changes she had made in herself.

		“If that’s what you want, I support you completely,” James answered.

		Sara tried not to look crestfallen that he had failed to take her bait. She wanted desperately to talk about the letters, but she seemed unable to bring up the topic on her own. No matter how much she tried, the words would not come out of her mouth.

		To say that James was supportive of Sara getting the two new piercings would be an understatement. If anything, he was enthusiastic, even offering to go to the piercing parlor with her.

		And that was how Sara found herself spending a Saturday afternoon at the piercing parlor with James by her side. He held her hand as the work was performed. Admittedly, the pain was no where near what she had feared it would be. Sara even questioned her memories of having her ears pierced.

		Despite the redness, Sara wore a crop top for James later that night. The plus side of the whole ordeal was how turned on James seemed to be that night. Sara found herself easily seduced too, making for a fun night.
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		Over the next several weeks, Sara tried to tell James about the letters. However, each time she made the decision to do it, she found herself distracted by something unrelated. It did not help that James appeared to have taken her cue about the gym and was now using his lunch hour at work to fit in a workout. He looked better than ever himself.

		During that time, Sara had begun to gather compliments from her friends and colleagues. She looked good and knew it. Even her more bold changes, like the piercings, were well received. The stud in her nose stood out especially well against her now tanned skin. The time spent at the spa was definitely worth it. Sara now always looked like she might have just come from a week in Hawaii or Mexico, all without tan lines.

		Despite all the good that had come from the commands in the letters, for at this point Sara recognized them as commands, Sara grew scared every time one arrived in the mail. The fifth letter was no different and it would leave Sara practically shaking as she tried to comprehend the situation it placed her in.

		“Every night you share a bed with James, wake him up with a blowjob,” Sara read out loud.

		The four previous letters had all instructed to make changes in herself. That seemed simple enough. But this time, James was included in it.

		What was more, Sara felt torn about the very concept of blowjobs. By themselves, they seemed like a fine concept. The problem arose from the fact Sara had never given one. She had kissed James’ cock once, but that was the closest she had ever come to going down on him like that.

		Sara considered what the card was telling her to do for some time. After nearly half an hour of contemplation, Sara realized the person sending the letters must know both her and James. Sara even wondered if the letters came from James himself, but she quickly set that idea aside. He was too smart to invoke his own name in such a plan.

		And even if he was the mastermind behind it all, the one knock on James was his handwriting. It was atrocious. There was no way he could create the text on the cards by hand.

		Eventually Sara came to the conclusion that she would simply ignore the card. While she might not take specific issue with giving blowjobs, she had no plan to start anytime soon.

		However, it was only the next morning when Sara was first tested in her decision to ignore the command on the card. It had become common place for the couple to spend the night together. Sometimes they did that at Sara’s apartment, other times they slept over at James’ house. It was becoming more rare for them not to spend the night together.

		And thus Sara found herself awake before the alarm had gone off, trying to talk herself out of waking James up with a blowjob.

		“You don’t need to do this,” Sara told herself as she looked on at the tent in the bed covers from James’ morning wood. Just the sight of it left her salivating. She had never felt this way before.

		Sara felt an overwhelming urge to climb underneath the covers and suck James’ cock. She had never felt that urge before. They had morning sex on occasion. In those cases, Sara had usually climbed on top and rode James until they came together. It was fun and loving. Blowjobs were certainly loving, in a way, but Sara had a hard time imagining them as fun.

		Then, without even thinking about it, Sara acted. She climbed under the covers and took James’ hard cock into her wet and waiting mouth. Her eyes nearly rolled up back into her head at the taste. It was exquisite.

		“How can cock taste this good?” Sara asked herself inwardly as she felt the head push at the back of her throat. That was as far as she dared take things, not wanting to initiate her gag reflex and completely ruin the morning for both of them.

		Not knowing exactly what to do, Sara thought back to the few times she and James had watched porn together. It was the only reference she had on how to give a blowjob.

		Sara hollowed out her cheeks and began pumping her lips up and down James’ shaft. He gave a sleepy groan, a sign that he was enjoying her ministrations, even if he was not yet awake.

		Eventually Sara felt a hand on the back of her head. It was James. He began to guide her, setting her rhythm and she continued her work. Not knowing what she was doing, Sara was happy for the help. After all, James knew what felt good better than she did.

		Suddenly James twitched in Sara’s mouth. She knew what that meant. She had felt it in her pussy many times before. He had passed the point of no return. His orgasm was imminent. Moments later, Sara’s mouth was inundated with rope after rope of thick hot cum. Her natural reaction was to pull off James’ cock. This was not an experience she was used to.

		However, James held Sara’s head firm, keeping his cock in her mouth as he continued to cum. Stuck, Sara was left with only one option. She began to swallow.

		Later, once the couple had disentangled themselves, Sara sat back on her haunches as James looked at her with a mix of awe and lust.

		“That was amazing,” James said. “You’ve never done that before.”

		“I just felt this need,” Sara answered. As before, she wanted to tell James about the letters, especially her most recent one, but she could not find the words. “My mouth was watering when I saw your cock poking up.”

		“I can’t complain about getting woken up like that,” James said. “But please don’t feel like this needs to become a regular thing. I won’t turn that down, but I don’t want to put you out in any way.”

		“I wasn’t planning for that,” Sara said. “I guess we’ll just have to see how things go.”

		They left it at that, but the next day, Sara found herself going down on James again. By the end of the week, it became clear that this was going to be a new normal. And as such, Sara realized she was going to need to practice.

		She hated to do it, but she ducked out on her lunch break at work one day to visit a sex shop. She needed dildos to practice on.
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		Sara could still taste the latest creamy load of cum from James when the mail arrived. It was a Saturday morning and James had spent the night at her apartment. Now he was off to meet with a few of his buddies, the same tight-knit friend group that would eventually be attending his bachelor party.

		However, Sara was not thinking about James’ bachelor party or the now familiar taste of cum in her mouth. Instead, her focus was on the latest letter in her hands. Just from the sight of it, she knew it was another of the letters.

		Sara had some understanding of the compulsion the cards inside gave her. Everything it had told her to do had come true. Her hair was now blonde, she worked out at the gym regularly, her skin looked better than she ever imagined it could, she sported piercings in her nose and belly-button, and she woke James up with a blowjob almost every morning. All had been commanded by the mystery letters.

		Admittedly, Sara liked all the changes she had gone through. She loved her hair and skin. She had gone shopping to find better fitting clothes after dropping inches and weight at the gym. And even the blow jobs had become a fun way to start the day. Her practice with dildos had paid off. She could now deep throat James’ cock like a pro. Her gag reflex was gone entirely.

		However, despite liking all of the changes thus far, that did not mean that Sara liked the idea of putting her future in the hands of a stranger. She was a smart and independent woman. She had no interest in letting someone else dictate her life. Not even James got to do that. They might be meant for each other and would someday be husband and wife, but he did not own her.

		As far as Sara was concerned, she planned to throw the latest letter in the trash. If she never read what it said, she would not feel compelled to follow what it commanded of her.

		However, rather than drop the letter in the nearest trash bin, she found herself dropping it into the drawer where the others she had collected now resided. After realizing her action, she rationalized it by wanting to keep all the evidence that she could, should legal action be needed.

		Sara went about her Saturday without too much issue. Whenever she walked by the drawer containing the letter, she thought about it for the moment, but was able to push it from her mind. She felt its presence, but she was able to keep her thoughts about it at bay.

		Spending Saturday night with James at his house was a relief. She had something else, or, more accurately, someone else to focus on than herself and the letters.

		And Sara made sure that all of James’ attentions were on her. She wore a little black dress she had recently purchased to highlight her slim body. Little was the most descriptive adjective of the dress, being that it was short enough she risked flashing the room every time she sat down and low cut enough to show off what little cleavage she had left. After all, the weight loss had also affected her breasts. Her body was tight and fit, but it now lacked some of the curves she had once enjoyed.

		The original intention had been to go out for dinner, but as soon as James saw Sara on his doorstep, he had other ideas in mind for her. They never did leave the house, opting for a night in after James took Sara to the bedroom, giving into his lust. She was in no mood to complain. She was just as happy to stay in as he was. They could always order food to be delivered later.

		Sunday morning, after giving James his wake-up blowjob, the letter began to weigh on Sara’s mind. She felt its weight on her shoulders as she tried to be the sexy fiancée she had spent the previous night as. Her shoulders slumped under the psychological pressure, leaving her feeling less than her best.

		“You look stressed,” James commented as they ate a brunch of waffles together.

		Sara hated to let that show, but she had to admit it was true. The unopened letter sitting at home left her feeling as if something was wrong with the world. Sadly, it seemed the only way to right it was to open the letter and see what was written inside.

		“I’ve got something on my mind,” Sara answered. She wanted to tell him everything, but the moment she tried, the words would not flow. She wished he asked her about the letters, but she knew there was no way for him to know about them without her telling him about them first. But she found herself incapable of bringing up the subject on her own and James had so far been too clumsy in his speech to give her an opening.

		Sara had initially planned to spend the bulk of the day with James, but she could not shake the nagging feeling that she needed to go home. That was where the letter was.

		“I don’t have to do what the letter says,” Sara told herself as she drove home after brunch. She had kissed James goodbye, but otherwise left abruptly.

		As much as Sara wanted to believe the letters did not actually hold any power over her, she knew that was a lie. Still, she held out hope that she could withstand whatever power the commands seemed to have over her. She could still win out. She just had to keep trying.

		The moment Sara was through the front door of her apartment, she made a bee-line to the drawer containing the letters. Inside, just as she had left it, sat the latest unopened arrival.

		Sara wasted no time in ripping it open. After 24 hours, she was desperate to see what was inside.

		“Get bolted-on augmented tits,” Sara read out loud. It took her a moment to comprehend what she had just read.

		“You’re kidding me,” Sara scoffed. “Like I would ever get breast implants.”

		Sara had seen too many pictures of botched boob jobs to even consider something like that for herself. Worse, the style the letter had commanded of her was an obviously fake one. They would be big and round, projecting unnaturally off her chest, sitting high, unlike anything nature could have provided her.

		After returning the letter to the drawer, Sara went about her day, enjoying how the weight she had felt earlier was gone, completely lifted off her shoulders. Yes, she still had to fight the urge to follow the commands printed on the card, but given the ridiculousness of the command, Sara did not see an issue with that. Her confidence was at an all-time high.

		Unfortunately, that confidence did not last long. In fact, the first chink in her armor came Monday after work while she was at the gym. Sara loved how she had lost weight. She felt better than ever about her appearance. That was except for the weight she lost in her chest. Her breasts, which had never been substantial, had shrunk down to the point she often wondered if she needed a bra at all.

		James had not mentioned anything about her breasts or how they had shrunk. He seemed too excited about all the other changes she had made to be concerned about the size of her breasts. And he generally saw her weight loss as a huge plus.

		That, however, did not stop Sara from worrying. She caught sight of herself in a mirror as she crossed the gym.

		“Is that how people see me?” she asked herself, noticing how flat her chest looked. Sara looked down at he barely-there cleavage. She had lost a lot there.

		Sara looked up to see a well-endowed woman walk out of the locker room. A pang of jealousy rose up in her chest. As silly as it seemed, Sara began to wish she could be bigger like the other woman.

		As the week wore on, Sara’s resolve began to weaken. She kept seeing well-endowed women and finding herself growing green with envy. On Thursday, Sara used her lunch break to look at pictures of various augmented breast styles. She had always preferred natural looking breasts, thinking the fake look was both slutty and simply poor taste. However, as she compared different pictures, it was the faker looking boobs that drew her attention.

		It was Friday morning when Sara made her decision. Yes, she was going to follow the directions from the letter. She was going to get a boob job. The inspiration had come during her morning ritual blowjob. She had spent the night with James. Ever since their previous evening in, they had both been insatiable in bed. Sara had been riding James the night before, cowgirl style, when he reached up and began to squeeze at her chest.

		In the moment, Sara had been too lost in the act to notice, but now that she only had James’ cock in her mouth to distract her, she realized how much more enjoyable sex would be if she had actual tits and not the tiny breasts she had been left with after her weight loss.

		James was still recovering from blowing his load in Sara’s mouth when she began to speak, “James, baby. I’ve been thinking that since I’ve lost so much weight, I kind of miss having boobs. I’ve been thinking of getting a boob job.”

		James came to attention, both his head and his cock at Sara’s confession. He had always been a bit of a tit man, even if he worked hard to not let it show. And seeing the little bit of breast tissue Sara had before go away left him disappointed. As time went on, likely after the wedding, which was still many months away, James figured he would broach the topic, but he had little hope of convincing her.

		Sara had always looked down on people who had plastic surgery. She blamed it on their vanity. James knew this and knew it would be a hard battle to win. He never expected Sara to come to him with the suggestion.

		For Sara’s part, she had a hard time justifying her previous views and her current views. However, she also had looked down on women who gave blowjobs. It seemed like such a degrading act. And yet, there she had just been, blowing James like she did almost every morning. It had become part of her routine and she always felt its absence. She could not stand the idea of beginning her day another way.

		“If that’s what you want,” James said, trying to mask his excitement, “I will support you all the way. I want you to be happy.”

		“I don’t know how I’ll pay for them,” Sara admitted. Her desire to have fake tits and her means to do so were not in alignment.

		“I can pay for them,” James blurted out. He had not meant to. The words just came tumbling out before his mental filter had a chance to kick in. It had not helped that Sara had just finished blowing him. His mind was not yet working at full speed.

		“You would?” Sara asked, tears of joy forming in the corners of her eyes.

		“Sure,” James said. “I think I could swing that. Do you want to get it done before or after the wedding.”

		Sara considered her options for a moment. The wedding was still a long way away. She had planned to go dress shopping soon, but new tits would complicate matters. However, she did not think she could wait until after the wedding. That was simply too far away.

		“The sooner the better,” Sara said.

		“Okay then,” James said with a smile. “Let me make some calls today. I know a surgeon who might be able to help us. If I can get you in for a consultation next week, we can spend the weekend discussing what you want.”

		“I love you so much,” Sara said, leaping into James’ arms and wrapping him up in a big hug. She was finally getting the tits she wanted, even though that desire was less than a week old.
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		Aweek after Sara told James about her desire for breast implants, she went under the knife. There was a part of her that worried she was diving in too deep. She was changing so much about herself.

		Then again, she loved her new look. Everything she had done had led to desirable changes that left her inwardly smiling when she caught sight of herself in the mirror. And the looks she got from James only served to confirm that she was making the right choices.

		The problem continued to be how she felt like her life was not hers, like she was not the one in control. That became even more true following Sara’s surgery, although for different reasons. The pain was far stronger than she had anticipated. Worse, when she first took off her bandages, what she saw discouraged her. The bruising was intense, leaving her wondering what she had gotten herself into.

		To make it all worse, another letter arrived for her the day after her surgery. Sara had set herself up to sit in bed all day. The pain medication was light enough where she remained lucid, but strong enough to make it hard to focus for long periods of time.

		James was in and out all day, running errands for his fiancée, trying to make her life easier while she recovered. He brought the mail in and set it on Sara’s bedside table while she lightly dozed. She had been drifting in and out of sleep ever since he brought her home from surgery.

		Sara woke and grimaced in pain. She had not expected the sensation of having a boulder on her chest. That was most of the pain she felt. It made it hard to breathe. Sara was vaguely aware that it would be a while before she could make her return to the gym to restart her workouts. That disappointed her, making her wonder if the surgery had been worth it.

		Glancing at the bedside table, Sara spotted the small stack of mail. Sitting on top of the pile was a familiar looking envelope with stylized writing. Before she even realized what she was doing, the envelope was in her hands and she had opened it.

		“Always smile,” Sara read out loud. That was all it said.

		In truth, Sara did not feel much like smiling, but that was more related to the pain from surgery.

		However, Sara could understand the importance of smiling. She would be the first to admit that she had resting bitch face. It was just the natural and relaxed state of her face. That had been less of a problem with James in recent weeks. Their relationship had become so much more sexual. Those moments would leave her with a smile or at least a satisfied smirk.

		Still, it certainly would not hurt to smile more. Even as she sat there, Sara found her lips turning up into a smile.

		Sara put the letter aside and sorted through her other mail. Most of it was junk, ads and unsolicited insurance and credit card offers. However, after she was done, she could not help but notice how her pain seemed less severe than it had earlier. And that was with her last dose starting to wear off.

		“Maybe this smiling thing won’t be so bad,” Sara said to herself.

		The next time James came into the bedroom to check on Sara, he found her sitting up and smiling. It was a big change over the impression he got from her before.

		“You feeling better?” James asked. “Can I get you anything? Do you need another dose of your medicine?”

		“I’m good,” Sara said, happy to find her mind clearing as the pain medication wore off. “Thank you for taking such good care of me.”

		Sara’s smile and positive attitude was infectious. James could not help but return his fiancée’s smile. They were both happy with Sara’s progress, but only Sara knew the true cause of it all.
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		Life went on for Sara as she slowly adapted to having big tits. That in and of itself took some getting used to. They were by no means huge, but they were bigger than anything she had before. And their perkiness was something to behold. The only reasons Sara ever wore a bra anymore was to keep her nipples from poking through her tops and to push them up even higher, further exaggerating her now substantial cleavage.

		Sara was particularly happy with how her wedding dress fit her. She had her fitting a month after her surgery. By then the swelling and bruising had gone down and they looked about like they would going forward.

		And her dress gave her goals for her time spent at the gym. She took two full weeks off of any significant physical activity and she was just finding a workout rhythm again when she had her fitting. Sara was well aware of the weight she put on after her surgery, although it was hard to know how much of that was because of the implants and how much was because of her time away from the gym.

		The hardest part of her recovery, however, was trying to fit her morning blowjob ritual into her recovery plan. As much as she and James had both come to enjoy her wake-up blowjobs, they became difficult as she made her initial recovery. There were certain activities, like bending over, that she was supposed to avoid.

		Not that they stopped the routine all together. They adapted by having James wake up first and fuck Sara’s face as she sat up in bed. It was a little awkward, but they both got their fix. Sara was able to maintain her blowjob streak as she continued to follow the commands of the letters.

		Luckily, just as she began some light workouts at the gym, Sara was also able to resume her morning routines, climbing under the covers to wake James with her well practiced skills.

		Sara’s days became happy days. Life was so much better when she spent it smiling. There were occasions when people would treat her poorly, but those instances were always based on judging her by her looks. The blonde hair, tan skin, and fake tits gave people an impression of her that was wholly inaccurate. Sara was no bimbo. She was a smart, capable and successful woman with a good job who just happened to put a great deal of focus on her appearance. That seemed to make her more sociable too, shedding her shy and introverted life for one of frequent social gatherings.

		As the months until the wedding passed, Sara found herself both growing excited for her big day, but also relieved to not receive anymore letters. Her life had become her own again, or so it seemed. She kept the changes from those first seven letters. She enjoyed those changes.

		The biggest decision Sara was left to make was when she was going to fuck James with her tits for the first time. They had healed perfectly. Sara wanted to thank the surgeon every time she looked in the mirror.

		A part of Sara wanted to wait until their wedding night. It seemed an ideal way to treat her newly minted husband. But the wedding was still a long way away. She did not know if she could last that long.

		At least James had found other ways to enjoy Sara’s new assets. He had become handsy with her when they were alone. She could be cooking dinner at the stove and he would come up behind her, wrap his arms around her and squeeze her tits. As annoying as that could have been, it always seemed to arouse her. Sara loved how physical he could be with her.

		That physicality extended to the bedroom. Their sex life had already taken off, but now it had become so much more. Sara loved it when James played with her tits while they fucked. It helped that Sara’s nipples had become more sensitive since the surgery. There were times she wondered if she could come from nipple and tit play alone.

		Everything changed a month before the wedding. After almost forgetting about the letters all together, a new letter arrived. Sara saw it and recognized it immediately. Those letters were hard to forget. She opened the drawer containing the others that she had saved to remind herself how the previous letters had completely changed her life.

		“Quit your job,” Sara read out loud. It was another simple command.

		However, the simplicity still left room for questions. Did the letter writer want her to quit her current job and look for something else? Or did it want her not to work at all?

		Sara and James had never discussed their working plans after the wedding. Sara had assumed she would continue to work, at least to start. They were still undecided about starting a family. They were only just beginning to talk about money and combining their finances. Sara was still astonished that James had the cash to pay for her boob job. He never flaunted his money, making it difficult to know exactly how much he had.

		It was later that night, as the couple went out to dinner for a date night, that Sara broached the topic of her working plans. She still had some thoughts that she might be able to ignore the command of the letter, but she did not want to make any drastic moves, at least not without discussing them with James first.

		“I was wondering what you think of me being a working woman or a stay at home wife?” Sara asked as they sipped their wine, waiting for their entrees.

		“What do you mean?” James asked. “Is everything okay at work?”

		“Everything’s fine,” Sara answered. “I don’t know. I was just thinking about how things are going to be after the wedding and I wanted your opinion.”

		“I will support you with whatever you want to do,” James said. “You’re successful at what you do. But I want you to know that my salary can support us both easily, without a loss to our quality of life. If you want to work, that’s fine. If you don’t, that’s also fine. Admittedly, before I met you, I had always liked the idea of my future wife not needing to work. But I am not married to that idea. I will be married to you soon, however.”

		Sara was quiet for a moment, thinking about her experiences at work and the feelings she had about her job. She was successful in her job. Her quarterly reviews always gave her praise. However, she had little doubt she was underpaid. She worked hard for little benefit. And as the months had worn on, it had become difficult to keep up in her workouts and her work. She continued to make gains, but she found herself needing to workout longer and harder to continue to improve her fitness. Something would eventually have to give. Even without the latest letter, Sara had a feeling her need to workout would win out over her job.

		“I think it’s time I give notice,” Sara finally said. “It’s not that I don’t like my job, but I’m worried I won’t be happy with it in the long term.”

		That was technically true, but Sara found herself unable to talk about the real reasons she considered quitting her job. Would James even believe her that a random letter in the mail told her to do it? He might, but only if she showed him the physical evidence. Not that she had been able to do that either.

		When the following Monday rolled around, Sara gave her two-week notice to her boss.

		“I’m not surprised,” her boss said. “You’ve gone through so many changes these last few months, I kind of wondered if your days here were numbered. I understand the desire to not be a working woman when you have a husband to care for you.”

		“Um, thanks for understanding,” Sara said, feeling slightly put off by her boss’ judgement of her.

		It had been hard to explain the changes she had made to herself to her colleagues at work. The blonde hair was easy enough to explain away, wanting to change things up. The nose piercing left some people questioning her, but it was not against company rules. And it garnered more compliments than disapproving looks. No one at work knew about her belly-button piercing.

		The weight loss from her time at the gym came with plenty of compliments as well, but it was much more difficult to explain taking a week-long vacation and returning to work with fake tits. She never showed them off at work, but at her new size, they were impossible to hide.

		In hindsight, Sara could understand her boss’ thinking, but considering she had never felt an inclination to leave the working world behind before she received the latest letter, it felt like another negative judgement against her. She accepted that from strangers, but not from someone she was close to.

		Her boss’ comment did make her think about how much she had changed over the past year. However, as far as Sara was concerned, all the changes she had made were good. And clearly quitting was the right choice given what her boss truly thought about her.

		Sara was thankful James was there to take care of her. Between her gym membership and her spa and salon appointments, Sara spent a lot of money on her physical appearance. Factoring in the cost of her boob job, the cost had been more than she had ever considered spending on herself before. Thankfully James made enough money to support her beauty habits. Sara was lucky to have him.
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		The plan had always been for Sara to officially move in with James after the wedding. He had a nice house that he owned. She only had an apartment that she rented month-to-month. Quitting her job lined up perfectly with the end of a month, even though she still had two weeks left until the wedding.

		The move turned out to be easy, as with the exception of a few small pieces of furniture that had sentimental value, most of her large possessions could be sold, avoiding the need to move them. And Sara already had a plan for that extra cash. She had shopping plans to help get ready for their honeymoon.

		There were other benefits to moving in with James earlier than planned. With her not working, she could go to the gym and visit the salon and spa during the day, while James was at work. That freed up more time for them to spend together. And as it so happened, that extra time seemed to lead to sex.

		Sara’s day would start with the wake-up blowjob. She would either repeat the act when James returned home from work or he might bend her over the couch and fuck her. There was always a mystery. After the first time he wanted to fuck her ass, Sara started preparing herself before he arrived home, just in case.

		Sara greeted her fiancée at the door, kissing him hello after a long day apart. Sara quickly became accustomed to spending so much time at home. It gave her the opportunity to dress extra sexy for him. On this particular evening, she had selected a short tartan skirt and a white blouse that she had tied off under her tits. She wore neither bra nor panties, but she perched herself on high heels that forced her to push out her ass and tits to keep her balance.

		“How would you like me?” Sara asked, giving herself to James freely. However he wanted to fuck her was fine by her.

		James said nothing as he guided Sara toward the back of the couch. He gently pushed her down, letting her brace herself with her hands. Sara looked back to see him admiring her ass. She had kept her legs straight to make it all the more inviting.

		“Good girl,” James said as he lifted the back of Sara’s skirt to find her lack of panties. More and more she found herself foregoing their use when at home. They only got in the way when James wanted sex. And it seemed whenever James wanted sex, so did she.

		It was only a moment later that James pushed his cock against Sara’s lubricated asshole. She was still adjusting to getting fucked in the ass, but she was finding it more and more pleasurable each time they did it. She was close to cumming from anal stimulation alone.

		Knowing the physics involved, James started slowly, taking his time to allow Sara to adjust to his girth. However, it did not take long before James built up a steady rhythm as he pumped in and out of her ass.

		For Sara’s part, she began to moan as her arousal overtook her. It all felt so good. She loved how James fucked her.

		“I’m going to cum,” James announced. He did that frequently.

		“Do it,” Sara called back. “I want you to cum in my ass. Fill me up.”

		As James came, shooting rope after rope of hot white cum into Sara’s ass, she came too, enjoying the sensation of his cum in her ass. It was Sara’s first anal orgasm and she screamed out as the pleasure rocked through her in waves.

		“That was amazing,” Sara said when they had finished. “I came.”

		“You’re amazing Sara,” James said, turning her around and kissing her. “You amaze me every day. I’m so lucky to be the man you have chosen to marry.”

		“I don’t know,” Sara said with a smile. “I think I’m lucky to marry you.”

		Despite all the extra sexy fun the couple got up to immediately after Sara moved in with James, their focus remained on preparing for the wedding. When that day finally came, Sara could not be happier. Everything went off without a hitch.

		James was the man of her dreams and Sara felt lucky to have him put a wedding ring on her finger. It was the happiest moment of her life.

		The whole event had been almost overwhelming. There were so many people she had yet to meet before. Despite having met James’ parents, she had yet to meet his brother, Damon. That changed at the wedding, specifically the reception afterward.

		The two brothers looked a lot alike, but James’ brother was clearly a different sort of person. He had a dark and brooding nature that seemed so strange compared to the positivity and openness of James. They were clearly different people with little in common. From Sara’s understanding, James and his brother did not speak often. There was even some question as to whether he would come to the wedding at all. He lived far away, making the trip more difficult.

		That night, Sara did just as she had planned. She led James to sit down on the bed and then she dropped to her knees and moved between his legs. She removed the last of her clothing and dribbled warm lube onto and between her tits. This was the moment she had been waiting months for.

		Each time James’ cock head popped up above her tits, Sara would reach out her tongue and try to lick him. Each time she was successful, James let out a satisfied groan. When he came, he came all over her tits, practically bathing her after a long day of trying to remain respectable. That had been especially hard when James saw Sara in her wedding dress for the first time, especially the way they showcased her tits. He almost considered bending her over on the church alter and fucking her in front of everyone.

		The next letter arrived the day after the wedding. Sara was surprised to see the letter at all. She had no idea how the sender knew where she lived now. It was addressed to her at James’ house, now their house.

		Still it had arrived and Sara felt incapable of ignoring it. As far as she was concerned, Sara was living the perfect life. There seemed little else she could change to make it better.

		“Let your husband do your thinking for you,” Sara read out loud once she had a moment alone to read the letter.

		Sara stood there trying to understand what the letter meant. How could someone else do her thinking for her? She had half a mind to go ask James what the letter meant, but her inability to talk to him about the letters prevented her.

		Luckily, there was not much time for Sara to consider the letter. She put it away with the rest of the letters and went about packing for the honeymoon. However, Sara did find herself frequently asking James about what she needed to pack.

		The honeymoon turned out to be almost as good an experience as the wedding itself for Sara. She found herself turning her brain off and just acting the sexy wife she was for her husband. James made the decisions and she went along with them. He even started ordering her meals for her.

		All Sara had to focus on was being the sexiest wife that she could for James. She dressed to his liking, frequently putting on mini-fashion shows so he could decide what she would wear out. Sara had never felt so fulfilled as she did when she was pleasing James. As far as Sara was concerned, everything was perfect.
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		James said nothing of the sudden change in his wife’s demeanor. He certainly enjoyed her new submissive attitude. He had always dreamed about having a hot wife he could dominate. But then he had fallen in love with Sara and had put those dreams aside. He never expected she would become his dream woman.

		He found it interesting how she suddenly changed after the wedding, however. He loved how much she focused on being sexy for him and deferring to his choice, but he felt like she had lost herself in trying to please him. He honestly wondered if she was less intelligent than she had once been.

		Not that James minded if Sara lost a few I.Q. points. That only seemed to make her more dependent on him, which he did not mind at all. Instead of being the smart and successful woman she had previously been, she was now essentially his trophy wife. James could not wait to have here hang on his arm at work parties. She did not need to say anything. Her mere appearance was more than enough.

		However, the day after Sara and James returned from their honeymoon, another letter arrived. It had the same appearance as before, but this time it was addressed to the pair of them.

		They opened it together. Sara looked at it with confusion, not understanding what it said. It was much longer than any of the others had been. James made perfect sense of it. This was the culmination of Damon’s wedding gift to the happy couple. James remembered telling Damon about his dreams of marrying a bimbo. And Damon had somehow found a way to make his dreams a reality.

		James was vaguely aware of Damon’s interest in the occult, but he had no idea any of it was real. Not that James was going to complain. In fact, he wanted to thank his brother for giving him and Sara the best gift he could imagine.

		“I’m a bimbo,” Sara said proudly as the letter began to make some semblance of sense.

		James laughed. “You are indeed. I think we need to send Damon a thank you card.”

		Writing the thank you card, James made sure to write it from both of them. Sara may not have initially chosen her current path, but he had no doubt she enjoyed her life as a bimbo. She could be a sexy trophy wife without having any worries or concerns. Her life was sunshine and rainbows and all the sex she could ever desire.

		James signed his name. Sara applied a thick coat of lipstick and kissed the card. It was her own way of saying thank you. After all, she was a bimbo now.
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