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		Jenny walked into the house for her first day of work. House, however, was a strange word to apply to the sprawling mansion and estate. The kind of wealth she was going to routinely experience was the type that would send a shock to her system. Her new employer, Walter Caldicott, was the sort of man who could spend her entire year’s salary in a single day and not have a single second thought. He was filthy rich and he was unapologetic about that fact.

		Normally Jenny never would have even considered working for a man like Mr. Caldicott. She was a simple woman with simple tastes who disliked the idea of people collecting so much money they would never be able to spend it all, especially while so many people in the world were struggling to get by. It was unfair and immoral. But then again, Jenny had never had exposure to this level of opulence before.

		However, here she was. It felt like a confluence of two important reasons had brought her to this point. One, Jenny needed a job. She was a smart woman, but was a bit down on her luck. Mr. Caldicott had recognized that and offered her the position with only the barest of interviews. He seemed less concerned about her provable skills and more interested in her references.

		Two, Mr. Caldicott was grieving. His beautiful wife, Genevieve, had just passed and he needed help to take care of his home. He needed a live-in housekeeper to cook and clean for him while he completed his grieving process. As someone who had lost important people to her life in the past, Jenny could sympathize with his situation and she wanted to help. Apparently his deceased wife had been a miracle worker around the house, both maintaining a great figure and keeping the household running smoothly.

		More impressive about the wife was that she had seemed rather ditzy and dumb in her public appearances. Everyone assumed she was a trophy wife, but apparently she was that and a domestic goddess. Therefore, it was no wonder that Mr. Caldicott now struggled. He had lost the love of his life and the support structure she had provided him with. Jenny’s only hope was that she could fill that void and maybe guide him in a more charitable direction in how he spent his vast fortune.

		Even though Jenny was walking into the belly of the beast, she remained hopeful that she could help change the world. But that would only be possible if she did her job well and she somehow developed a rapport with him, she might be able to sway him into using his money for the greater good and not just for his own purposes.

		Rather than carry cleaning supplies or anything like that with her, Jenny instead carried several bags. Two large duffel bags hung off her shoulders, one on each side. Behind her trailed her rolling suitcase. These three bags included most of her possessions she would need while living in Mr. Caldicott’s home. Everything else had either been sold off or given on loan to friends.

		Mr. Caldicott had already given her a complete tour of the estate, along with explaining all of her responsibilities. This was not going to be an easy job, but considering she would have almost no expenses and the salary was substantial considering the level of skill required of her, she fully expected to come out of this business relationship in a better spot than when she entered it. Even if she only lasted six months, she fully expected to have a decent sized safety net when she returned to the real world.

		However, along with the tour came an understanding of where she was generally supposed to move about the house. The whole estate had been built with a mind toward having household staff. Jenny would be the only one working, other than a gardener who was almost as old as the estate itself, but he did not seem to count. He never entered the house itself. What mattered was that Jenny would spend most of her time out of sight, using hidden corridors and stairs that connected the house and the servants’ quarters.

		That meant this was not some grand entrance. In fact, Mr. Caldicott was not even there to greet her. Instead, she entered through a side door and then headed up the narrow staircase to reach her room. As long as she continued to work for Mr. Caldicott, the room was her own private space. It was similar to a dorm room, featuring a bed, a wardrobe, and a small desk. There was not a lot of floor space, but she did not need it.

		Jenny had arrived an hour before her shift officially started. It was early morning and she would need to bring Mr. Caldicott coffee and a scone, along with the morning paper. But there was time before she needed to worry about that. The sun was up, although still low in the morning sky, and she had time to unpack before she officially began her new employment.

		As Jenny moved her clothing into the wardrobe, she allowed her mind to wander, imagining what it would have been like to be Mr. Caldicott’s wife. She knew about her only through the press and tabloids. Mr. Caldicott did not garner huge tabloid interest. Yes, he was rich, and yes, he was handsome, but his only claim to fame was his wealth. Even his now deceased wife was only known because she was hot and wealthy herself, although she was both because of him, or so the rumors were.

		Actually, the knowledge that Mrs. Caldicott had died did not seem to be common knowledge. When Jenny told her friends about her new job, they were surprised. The press had not picked up on it at all, as if it had never really happened. Not that Mr. Caldicott seemed to mind. He was still grieving. Jenny knew he had loved her. He still did, even though she was gone. And due to his grief, he had never bothered to write an obituary or otherwise make her death public knowledge. She understood too.

		Once Jenny finished her unpacking, she saw that it was time to start her day. First she needed to provide Mr. Caldicott with breakfast. Then she was responsible for cleaning various parts of the house. Then it would be making him lunch. Then more cleaning. Her last task was to make him dinner. It made for a long day, but he paid handsomely for her work, so she could not complain too much. She would be worked hard, but she would be well compensated for that work. That was what mattered. And Jenny did not mind hard work.
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		Jenny’s first week had gone off without a hitch. For the most part, she worked by herself. It was only at meal times when she ever interacted with Mr. Caldicott. And he seemed perfectly nice and reasonable in those instances. He treated her well and did not place any troublesome demands on her.

		Sure, he wanted his meals ready at certain times, which could be difficult when cooking on unfamiliar equipment. But Jenny was managing. She had not burned anything. He always complimented her cooking, even if it came out to him a few minutes late. But she was learning and he had no complaints. He understood and appreciated her effort. That was what counted.

		However, something strange happened after her first week. The mop she regularly used to wash the floors had gone missing. It made no sense. She was the only one who used it and she always returned it to its home in a cleaning closet by the end of each day. Knowing that Mr. Caldicott would not want to see her cleaning supplies laying around the house, she was always diligent about putting them away.

		Jenny looked everywhere, peeking into every closet she might have used, just in case she had put it somewhere she had not remembered. That was unlike her, but she could not think of another option. Mr. Caldicott left her to her cleaning. He would never take her mop. Just the thought of that was absurd.

		“What’s the matter?” Mr. Caldicott asked when he saw her starting to fret. His voice was a wonderfully deep baritone that Jenny felt no human should actually possess. If there was a perfect voice, his was it.

		“I seem to have misplaced the mop.” She saw no point in lying to him. And she had to assume it was her own fault. No one else was using the mop. As far as she knew, Mr. Caldicott was not the sort of person to hold impromptu jousting tournaments with brooms and mops. Nor was he likely to treat them like swords and fight people late at night.

		“Hmm.” Mr. Caldicott looked pensive as he considered his employee’s predicament. “I suppose you could always get down on your hands and knees and wash the floor by hand. Genevieve used to say that a woman’s place was on her knees. That may sound old fashioned, but there is a ring of truth about it.”

		“I suppose I’ll have to do that.” Jenny said. She did not want to admit that she found the bit about a woman’s place being on her knees to not just be in bad taste, but to plainly be offensive. Admittedly, she knew that it was not Mr. Caldicott’s view. It was one held by his wife. Still, they were words he had used. As far as she was concerned, this was his first strike. She knew he was grieving and thought about his wife often, but he should have known better than to make such a comment in her presence.

		“Have a good day,” Mr. Caldicott said before he wandered off to his study to do whatever it was he did in there each day. He treated it like his office, reading, taking meetings, making phone calls. Jenny was responsible for cleaning the room once per week. She had two hours every Friday to go in and take care of all the cleaning of the room. Other than that, the study was supposed to be off limits to her. She respected his privacy and never would have considered going anywhere in the house without his permission.

		Jenny shuffled back to the cleaning closet to prepare for the cleaning of the kitchen. She had no idea what kind of trouble scrubbing floors with a sponge would cause her back. She had never had back problems, but this seemed like the kind of activity that could start them. The mop had made it all easier and faster than doing the work by hand would be.

		At first Jenny grumbled as she got down on her hands and knees and started scrubbing. This was not how she wanted to be spending her day. She should have asked for permission to buy another mop. Hell, she would be willing to buy one on her own, with her own money, if it made her life easier.

		However, it was not long before Jenny started to get into a rhythm. She worked hard, yes, but there was something about her actions that felt good. Without even realizing it, a smile began to appear, stretching her frown into a smile.

		Working her way across the kitchen, Jenny started to think about what Mr. Caldicott had said. Was a woman’s place on her knees? The rational part of Jenny’s mind thought the idea was preposterous. Such a view of women in general, seeing them as domestic servants and as sex objects was absurd. The world had grown beyond that.

		And yet, with her more primal side, Jenny found herself surprisingly comfortable working on her knees. There was a certain peace about being there. She could almost imagine approaching Mr. Caldicott in his study, only when invited, and sinking to her knees in front of him. That felt like a natural place for her to be, at his feet and on her knees.

		Never mind the fact that such a position was clearly of the sexual sort. Jenny had never given a man a blowjob in her life and she had no plans to begin, especially with her employer. However, that did not stop the primal side of her mind to play with a few images that flitted through her mind. None were outright pornographic, but they involved him patting her head with a mix of love and condescension on his face. It was a look that strangely comforted her.

		Later that night, once she had completed her work for the day, it was that face that kept appearing in her mind as she slowly masturbated. Jenny was not the sort of woman who usually felt the need to experience sexual pleasure, at least not often. And her preferred fantasy usually involved a shirtless handsome man with long flowing hair and enough muscles to make it clear he could pull her apart if he wanted. He was a type of man who graced romance novel covers.

		This time, however, Jenny’s mind was firmly fixed on her employer. She knew it was wrong, but as she gently rubbed her clit, letting out little gasps of pleasure as her fingers did their work, she saw Mr. Caldicott’s face in her mind. He had the same expression she had imagined while scrubbing the floors. And as she finally came, that image in her mind had her boss smiling down on her, as if he was calling her a good girl. And whether Jenny wanted to admit it or not, that felt good. It felt really good.
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		Jenny managed to make it through the next week of work without issue. She continued to scrub floors on her knees, never getting around to replacing the mop. But it worked for her.

		More importantly, despite an overwhelming desire to kneel before Mr. Caldicott, she never actually did it. There were so many times when he walked into the room that she felt the pull downward. Her legs trembled as she maintained her stance, but the desire was definitely there.

		And more and more, Jenny found herself spending her nights in her room, once her workday was complete, rubbing herself to thoughts of her kneeling before Mr. Caldicott, just like she had that first night. It was a recurring fantasy, one that was sure to bring her to orgasm each and every night.

		“What the hell?” Jenny asked as she sorted through Mr. Caldicott’s laundry. That was another one of her tasks. Each week she was responsible for cleaning his laundry. It was relatively easy work, but it required her to sort everything before she put it in the washing machine. She did not want his white shirts to become gray, or worse, another color all together.

		However, the clothing that made Jenny stop and think was the bra and thong she found in Mr. Caldicott’s hamper. She was certain he had no female companionship since she had moved into the mansion. And he had spent every night in his bedroom, so he had not entertained any women elsewhere. Not that he ever seemed to be in the mood for another woman. He continued to grieve over Genevieve. There was no way he would consider being with another woman.

		“I wonder if these belonged to his wife,” Jenny pondered as she set the two pieces aside and continued to sort through his laundry. The women’s unmentionables were of a quality that they required special care. They could not go through with the bulk of Mr. Caldicott’s laundry. Luckily, there were a few other items of his that also needed additional care in their cleaning.

		In the big picture, it did not particularly matter that Jenny was tasked with washing a few items that belonged to Mrs. Caldicott. But it also told her that her employer was still grieving. He continued to hold onto her clothing. He likely still felt a connection to her through her clothing.

		Genevieve Caldicott had been a beautiful woman. She had a near-perfect hourglass figure, with wide hips, a bubble butt, and big breasts. It was clear she had work done. Breasts like hers did not appear naturally, but only came at the hands of a very talented surgeon. The upper pole fullness made it look like she was always wearing a pushup bra. And if there was any question that the bra in the dirty laundry belonged to Mrs. Caldicott, the large cups were more than enough proof for Jenny. She could never imagine being that big.

		However, something happened to Jenny throughout the day, especially while she was interacting with the bra and thong that had belonged to Genevieve. Jenny did not notice it at first. There was no reason to do so. But after sorting the laundry she noticed a bit of added weight on her chest. Standing up, she felt a bit more jiggle than she was used to. Not that Jenny paid that any mind. She was working and did not have time to consider whether she was retaining water or not.

		The growth continued throughout the day. Each time she picked up the bra, she experienced additional growth in her breast. Jenny had always been relatively small, but that was quickly changing. And none more so than when Jenny elected to hand wash the more delicate items. Washing the bra by hand, increasing the amount of time she was in physical contact with it, increased the growth of her chest. By the time she was done, the bra in question would have fit her chest perfectly.

		But it was not just Jenny’s breasts that grew as she interacted with Mrs. Caldicott’s laundry. Her butt went through a similar growth pattern. Not that wearing a thong would have had any bearing on the size of her ass, but her cheeks still got bigger until it was unclear whether she had sought a surgeon’s touch or just hit the squat rack extra hard.

		And all this time, Jenny was unaware of what was happening to her. Despite the fact she now had to stand farther back from the sink while she washed the clothes, none of that sunk in. She was simply too focused on her work, wanting to do a good job for Mr. Caldicott, just for the small chance he happened to give her a compliment. There was nothing more important than being called a good girl.

		As it turned out, Jenny’s reasons for not fully noticing the changes to her body were aided by the elastic nature of the clothing she wore that day. Her pants had been a stretchy pair of yoga pants, ideal for the work she was doing. Her top had been a basic t-shirt, but on the baggy side. She wore a sports bra beneath that. Now both the bra and the top were stretched to their limit, but there was no pain involved. It was actually nice to have tighter fitting clothing, or so Jenny would have thought if she noticed.

		When it came time to serve Mr. Caldicott his dinner, Jenny blushed at the way he kept looking at her. In the past, Mr. Caldicott had treated her well, but definitely as an employee. Now, the way his eyes grazed her body, she knew he saw her as an object of desire. Given her fantasies of late, that was not necessarily a bad thing. It only added fuel to her fire and it made her want to kneel beside him as he ate all the more. She wanted to serve him in the most primal of ways, taking her place at his side.

		It was only later, when Jenny returned to her bedroom, that she fully realized what had happened to her. She could barely recognize herself when she saw herself in the mirror. Her tits looked amazing, big and round. Her butt looked even better, especially in her tight-fitting pants. Her hair was now thick and blonde. Even her lips appeared bigger, more plump. Other than her tits, which were clearly enhanced, every part of Jenny’s body left the question of whether they were natural or had been bought and paid for.

		Despite all of this, however, Jenny could not find displeasure in the sudden change of her appearance. Yes, she looked almost unrecognizable compared to her old self. But she looked good. Somehow, that overrode every complaint she could imagine. Her body was hot. And so was she. Before Jenny even had a chance to fully explore this new her, she found herself stripping off her clothes and sitting back on the bed. Soon, she was awash in pleasure as her deft fingers worked away between her legs, bringing her to orgasm again and again.
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		Somehow, despite the massive change in Jenny’s physical appearance, she continued in her job, never even thinking of visiting a doctor or even talking to Mr. Caldicott about what had happened to her. Yes, some of her clothes no longer fit, but she did not seem to mind. She ordered a few new clothing items, finding herself to prefer larger bras and thongs instead of her previous underwear. Otherwise, she kept wearing stretchy fabrics that hugged her body and kept Mr. Caldicott looking at her with ravenous eyes.

		It might have been different if Jenny ever left the estate, but she rarely did. Her work kept her so busy, she only had nights to herself. Yes, technically her employment contract included weekends off, but Jenny volunteered her services for those days. She was unwilling to leave Mr. Caldicott to his own devices. She saw how much he needed her in his time of need and she was unwilling to leave him. Thankfully, he paid her for the extra time she put in, so she was not giving her time away for free.

		Of course, those ravenous eyes, the way he looked at her whenever they were in the same room, were an added benefit. Even without thinking about it, she added an extra sway to her step whenever she walked into a room where she knew he would be. And the tight-fitting clothes certainly helped draw his attention to her, especially whenever she leaned over. Without even realizing it, Jenny had stopped bending at the knees unless she needed to. Instead, she bent at the hips, making sure her ass was on display in her tight pants.

		However, Jenny knew something had changed between them one morning when she discovered a maid’s outfit hanging on the back of her bedroom door. Normally that hook was left empty, but on this particular morning, about a week after her body transformed, there was a black and white maid’s outfit with lace and all the detail one expected from a French maid’s costume.

		“He can’t be serious,” Jenny said as she took the outfit off the back of the door and held it in front of her body. Looking in the mirror, Jenny became fully aware at how short the dress was. It looked like it would barely reach the tops of her thighs.

		Normally, Jenny never would have considered wearing such an outfit. She was a housekeeper and a cook, not a maid. There was a difference, even if it was slight. But more than that, she was not someone who normally allowed a man’s fantasies to dictate what she wore. And considering the messiness of her job, wearing a costume like this was just asking for trouble.

		Nonetheless, despite all of those issues, Jenny found herself wanting to try on the outfit, at least to see how it would fit on her expanded assets. The draw of seeing Mr. Caldicott’s reaction to her was too much to pass up. Of course, when she started to put it on that morning, she had no intention of wearing it outside of her bedroom. She just wanted to see how she looked in it. That was all.

		And the moment she put it on, Jenny’s jaw dropped to see how hot she looked. She had yet to put on a bra for the day, but the dress did not really need one. Nor did it seem like a good idea, considering the sleeves barely managed to cling to the tips of her shoulders. There was no place for a bra to go. And the way her nipples tented the fabric added to the sexy maid look.

		The dress also barely fell below the curve of her now curvaceous ass. Every inch of leg was on display, making it paramount that she wear underwear. The black thong worked wonders and gave her the modesty she craved, even as she placed her whole body on display.

		The whole outfit should have been humiliating, but Jenny instead found it erotic. Her whole body hummed with orgasmic energy the moment she put it on. She almost wished it was a little longer so she would not feel the need to wear the thong. Somehow the idea of going commando underneath made the whole idea of the dress hotter.

		But it was only after Jenny was wearing the dress that she spotted the shoes by the door. She rarely wore high heels and normally would have ignored this new pair, but there was something about them, some pull she felt toward them, that left her wanting or even needing to try them on. It was definitely a need. And it was not like she needed to wear them or the rest of the outfit that day. She could always change back into her boring work clothes later.

		Jenny ended up admiring herself in the mirror for a long time after that. She completely lost track of time as she turned this way and that, her gaze fixated on her reflection. She looked hot, she looked sexy, and she loved it. And when it was time to start her day, there was no time to change into a normal outfit. The tall stilettos and short maid’s dress was what she wore as she walked down to the kitchen to start the day.

		However, it turned out that Mr. Caldicott had already left that morning. Jenny was disappointed to not get the chance to show him her outfit as she served him his morning coffee and scone. Nor was he back in time for lunch. That left Jenny plenty of time to clean. On this particular day, she cleaned Mr. Caldicott’s bedroom and his study, making sure both rooms were spotless for his return.

		And when Mr. Caldicott did return, he was just in time for dinner. Jenny served him as she always did, but she still wore the maid’s outfit. The heels reduced her stride and made her hips sway all the more as she walked. And since she wore no bra, her tits bounced and bounded, attempting to escape through the neckline.

		It turned out that Jenny could have served just about anything that night, because Mr. Caldicott only had eyes for her. In fact, rather than dismiss her as he did most nights to eat his dinner alone, he invited her to join him. Before Jenny knew it, she was sitting beside him, letting him feed her from his plate. It was better than Jenny could have imagined. The only thing that would have made the meal better was if she was kneeling beside him, rather than sitting at the table, even if that would have been difficult to achieve.

		Jenny liked Mr. Caldicott already, but the kindness and tenderness he showed her quickly started to push her feelings toward him in the direction of love. Yes, much of her feelings were fueled by lust, but there was love there too. And it was that love that led to what happened next.

		It was impossible to pinpoint who acted first. However, as the meal concluded, Jenny found her face turning toward his. The space between them decreased until suddenly their lips met. They were kissing. It was a hard and passionate kiss. It was a kiss of lovers that sent butterflies into Jenny’s stomach. She had kissed men before. She had had sex with men before. But this kiss with Walter Caldicott was better than the best sex she had ever had. And it was only a kiss. The only question was what would happen next.
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		“Come to bed with me.”

		They were simple words, but also terrible words at the same time. But the moment Walter Caldicott uttered them, he could not take them back.

		Not that Jenny wanted him to take them back. She had been building toward this moment for weeks, never realizing the implications of the changes to her body or to her mind. First it was the submission. Then it was her body, gaining curves that were nearly identical to Genevieve. And now it was love. There was no doubt about it anymore. Jenny loved Walter. And as a woman in love, there was no way she could turn down a chance to be with him.

		Walter led Jenny to his bedroom upstairs. It was freshly cleaned, as she had done it herself earlier in the day. He held her hand every step of the way. Jenny appreciated the contact. Not that he needed to make her follow him. They were past such needs now. She would do anything for him, without reservation. And the promise of sex, of fulfilling her deepest desires, was more than enough to motivate her to follow him.

		As soon as they were alone in his bedroom, Jenny shivered in delight. This was like a dream come true. She had half a mind to drop to her knees right there and pull out his cock. She had never given a blowjob before, but she would do anything to serve this man, someone she now loved.

		However, Jenny had no opportunity to give him that blowjob, at least not at first. Instead, Walter turned her around to face him, placing his hands on her shoulders. She looked up into his eyes, silently telling him that she was his to do with as he pleased. She just wanted him. And it was a message he received loud and clear.

		He started by gently sliding the sleeves of her dress off her shoulders. Soon it was her big, round tits that were the only things holding up her dress. But as he slid his hands farther down her arms, even her tits could no longer hold up her dress. They popped into view and Walter smiled.

		“They’re just as I remember.”

		Had there been any space for rational thinking left in Jenny’s head, she would have questioned his statement. He had never seen her tits before. Who had tits like hers previously? Jenny had no idea how much she now looked like Genevieve. All she knew was the way Walter looked at her made her feel sexy and desired. That was what was important. So rather than question his comment, she treated it as a compliment.

		And clearly he approved as he moved his hands from her arms to give each of her round tits a squeeze. The implants beneath the skin were evident, even though Jenny had never had surgery. A soft moan escaped her lips as he gently squeezed her nipples. They were already hard, but the extra attention only served to send a shudder of pleasure down her spine. His hands played her body like a musical instrument, making her hum and sing with orgasmic energy.

		Happy with her tits, Walter continued pushing her dress down her body. He ran his hands across her belly. She cooed at his light touch, enjoying it almost as much as his more brash movements.

		But then as he pushed the dress down past her hips, he frowned. His eyes fell on her little black thong. It was tiny, barely managed to cover her. It was the kind that was ideal for preventing panty lines anywhere on the body. And yet, he did not approve. Jenny immediately felt shame for displeasing him, lowering her head. He had found fault in her.

		“It’s okay,” Walter said as he took her chin in between his thumb and forefinger. He gently raised her head until they looked into each other’s eyes. “No panties at home. That’s the rule. You just didn’t know that yet. Understand?”

		Jenny nodded her head, afraid that if she opened her mouth she would cry. She felt shame for having displeased him, but also great happiness for him letting her off without punishment.

		When Walter returned to undressing her, he slid the thong and dress down her legs in one motion. He then helped her step out of them both as she kept her high heels on. Those would stay on unless they were beneath the covers of his bed. Deep down, Jenny knew that heels would become a constant for her, even when she was just walking around the house wearing a robe. She would even buy shower heels to make sure she always looked her best. It was an unspoken rule, but she knew it just as well as she now knew that she was not to wear underwear in the house.

		Once nude, Walter guided Jenny down onto her back, laying back on the bed, her blonde hair pooling around her head and shoulders like a halo. Her hands came up to begin unbuttoning Walter’s shirt as he leaned over her, but his hands came up to push them away.

		“For tonight, I want you to let me do everything.”

		And that was what Jenny did. She let him undress himself. He was a few years older than she was, but not by that much. And he clearly worked out, although she had not seen him sweat once since she moved into the mansion. His muscular arms and torso shared a story of hard work in the gym. She wanted nothing more than to touch him, to trace the outlines of his muscles, but she held back, knowing that Walter wanted to make this moment special for the both of them.

		When Walter finally entered Jenny, after an impossibly long period of foreplay that left her squirming, Jenny let out a long low moan, not realizing that she was uttering her final sound as herself. Because as Walter thrust into Jenny, another presence entered her. It was Genevieve.

		Jenny, you have done an amazing job for my Walter. It was the voice of Genevieve, but only Jenny could hear her. But I’m going to take over now. Just sit back and enjoy the ride. This isn’t the end for you, at least not completely. But from now on, we’re Genevieve. Isn’t that wonderful? Her words were followed by a bimboish giggle, the kind that Genevieve frequently gave.

		“I’m back, my love,” Genevieve said.

		“I knew you would return to me,” Walter said as the pair embraced each other with him still inside of her. They were Mr. and Mrs. Caldicott once again.

		And then Walter returned to fucking his wife. Everything about her was now Genevieve. And the couple fucked for the rest of the night, giving each other orgasm after orgasm. It was a perfect reunion with all parties involved joyful and happy. Love was in the air and now that Genevieve was back, it always would be.
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		“Good morning, Husband,” Genevieve said the next morning as she brought Walter his morning coffee and scone. The paper was folded under her arm, making sure he had everything he needed to start his day. It was the weekend and Walter had no business interests to distract him. But routine was routine and both Walter and Genevieve loved their routine together.

		Unlike when Jenny brought Walter his morning coffee and scone, Genevieve kissed Walter, bending low so that he could get a view of the tits that he bought for her. Her entire body had been shaped and molded by his desires and wallet. But she was more than his trophy wife. She was his domestic goddess, a woman who served him in every way, making sure his house was in perfect order in addition to making sure she always looked perfect perched on his arm at important functions.

		Genevieve’s life was one filled with pleasure. She experienced it when she and Walter fucked every night. She experienced it when they sat together and fed each other dinner. And she felt it when she was cleaning the house, getting down on her hands and knees to serve the man she loved.

		And now Jenny felt all of that too. She might not have understood what she was getting herself into when she agreed to become Walter’s housekeeper, but she had no complaints about what had happened. How could she when her life was all pleasure now? Genevieve shared all of the good feelings she had with her host, giving Jenny an almost constant pleasure high.

		“Good morning, wife,” Walter said in return. He gave Genevieve a slap on the ass, making her giggle.

		“Careful or you’ll start something you’ll need to take a break from reading your paper to finish.” She giggled again for good measure.

		Genevieve might have been good at cooking and cleaning, but she was otherwise a bit of a bimbo. Her intelligence was fully devoted to serving her husband. Nothing else mattered. She lived in willful ignorance of everything else in the world. If it affected her domesticated life, then it was important. Otherwise, she paid it no mind.

		“You know,” Walter started to say as he slowly spread his legs, revealing his own lack of underwear beneath his robe. “Jenny did teach me one thing. Sometimes it’s all right to change the routine from time to time. We broke her routine and maybe it’s time we rethink ours.”

		Genevieve might have been a bimbo, but she knew exactly what Walter meant. She sank to her knees and quickly went to work, wrapping her plump lips around his cock. She had given him many blowjobs over their years together, but this was the first time she did so while he ate breakfast and read the newspaper. And it was a blowjob that everyone was happy with, even Jenny.

		Jenny would go on to survive inside of Genevieve, but over time, her essence would start to disappear. She was not fading into the background, but instead becoming one with Genevieve. Soon, they would be indistinguishable from each other, a perfect bimbo trophy wife outside the house and a domestic goddess at home. It was a perfect life, but with one important lesson. A bimbo like Genevieve/Jenny should not drive. That was where all of this started and it was an error that would never be repeated again.
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