
Claire was the beautiful and wife of Anthony Patch, heir to his 
family multimillionaire business. She was a rather poor, 
although popular instagram influencer when they met. Her 
charme and beauty did their magic on Anthony who fell for 
her and asked her to marry him. On the other hand, she didn’t 
see anything else in Anthony apart from his immense wealth 
but that was sufficient for her to accept his proposal. She had 
dated better men but he was the best one to get her into the 
right social circles and to improve her economic status. 

Her lack of passion became clearer and clearer when she 
demanded for more money every month to buy the most 
luxurious clothes and join gala dinners while her husband was 
working, on the other hand spending less and less time with 
Anthony. 

He realized all that but every time he felt determined to talk 
with her about their relationship, her seductive pose and eyes 
were enough to send Anthony’s brain ko. She’s a beautiful and 
independent woman, he told himself, there isn’t much I can 
do. 

The good wife 
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A few months later, however the situation degenerated as Claire, 
who had in the meantime met somebody else, told him she wanted 
a divorce.  

Anthony was initially heartbroken, but then when he realised she had 
already had contacts with one of the most prominent lawyers in the 
field of divorces between rich couples, he realised she had planned 
this all time along and only saw him as an instrument to get rich. 

He felt very angry about that, but then calmed down and started to 
plan his revenge. Among the several divisions of the business 
empire he inherited from his family, there was a medical division 
specialised in cosmetic surgery, so Anthony starts to devise a 
strategy to punish Claire and at the same time keep her around him 
for his pleasure. Sure, it would be a waste of beauty but those lustful 
blue eyes had already been associated to a painful memory for him. 

So one day, he went to talk to her, made her angry, then when she 
turned her back to him he injected her something under her skin to 
sedate her. Minutes after, his medical secret team entered the room 
and began its operations.
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Claire’s face was entirely remodelled, to the point that not even her close 
family would recognise it was her, or even a Caucasian woman. Anthony 
considered several possibilities but decided that turning his ex-wife into a 
Japanese girl working as a maid for him was the most satisfying option. 

Her beautiful blue eyes were covered in dark pigments and made larger. Her 
eyelids on the other hand were given a typical East Asian shape. Her 
beautiful blonde hair was eradicated and replaced by real Asian black hair 
transplanted onto her scalp. Her cheekbones were altered in a radical yet 
natural way and her whole skin tone and body frame were also adapted to 
her new persona. She was also rejuvenated by a few years. 

Later came the mental training. A team specialised in experimental 
neurology worked on her brain to selectively destroy most of the memories 
of her previous life, apart from a vague association to Anthony, a good 
English proficiency - she was later going to be told she was a second-
generation Japanese immigrant who had lost the ability to speak Japanese - 
and some general knowledge necessary to get around their villa. The whole 
process lasted several weeks, during which all traces linked to Claire were 
hidden. When the police came to search for her, they couldn’t find anything. 
Also, Anthony was too wealthy to be bothered by the police.
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Once recovered from all the procedures, Claire was dressed in a cute 
Japanese maid outfit and left on a bench in the garden of their villa. 
Anthony had mixed feelings contemplating the new kind of beauty his 
ex-wife had acquired, one the one hand he missed her old self, on the 
other one he was sure the new Claire was not going to hurt him anymore. 

“Anthony” she said as the woke up, jumping in his arms, still very 
confused - “Hey hey Kumiko, I’m glad you feel ok again now but please 
remind to keep your distances, after all you’re just my maid!”. Claire was 
extremely confused but in all honestly she couldn’t remember anything 
precise about her relationship with Anthony, apart from a strong 
connection, and her outfit seemed to agree with what Anthony had just 
said. “Of course Mister Patch, I… I apologise. What… What’s happened?” 
“Apparently you’ve had a seizure, you are still recovering from a bad 
accident, don’t you remember? Your head was hit hard but as I am a 
caring boss, I paid for your medical bills and didn’t fire you. Instead, I 
promoted you to my personal maid in my main villa to spare you from 
tiring tasks. Not bad as a treatment for a poor Asian girl without much 
wealth or education right?” ”What? Me, Asian?” - she replied. “Take your 
time to recover, I’ll see you later, I hope you’ll feel better by then.” 
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Claire ran to the nearest mirror and felt completely 
shocked seeing her reflection as a young Asian girl. 
She didn’t exactly remember how was she supposed 
to look like but she was pretty sure she wasn’t a 
minority. On the other hand, the evidence was just in 
front of her in form of jet black hair and brown doe 
eyes. She looked so… foreign to her! She tried to pull 
her hair but it hurt, she tried to scratch her eyes but 
they weren’t color contacts and her face looked and 
felt absolutely real. 

After all, Mr. Patch was probably right, the accident, 
the memory loss, she had to be grateful to him, she 
should show him some gratitude, right? Hmm, how 
could she do that? Oh yeah, there was something she 
had not forgotten, and that was to be sensual and to 
please men. She fixed her outfit, brushed her black 
hair, applied some makeup to make her eyes look 
even larger, then she contemplated for a moment 
how cute and doll-like she looked like. Something 
was still off but it would probably top away with time, 
she told herself. Time to give Anthony a good time! 
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