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Chapter One









I
 was one of the first to sign up for the gene-splicing experiment, one of the only benefits to working at Geneti-Cora
 . They were supposed to make superhumans; I had no way of knowing what they were really trying to do.

Maybe I should have read the information sheet a little closer, but when your sexy, rich, single
 , boss asks you to sign something you don’t really think to question it. I was just enthralled to have him within five feet of me.

As I stood there, signing the papers I could feel his eyes scanning up and down my body. They lingered over my thighs, breasts, and throat. I swallowed as I handed the paper back. He looked down at my name, ‘Melissa Johanne’
 scrawled in shaky handwriting over the dotted line.

Next thing I knew I was scheduled for Phase One of the experiment bright and early, right before my shift. Thankfully, the laboratory was only one building over from the rest of the company.

My first warning sign should have been the first time I showed up for my treatment. The building was much more secure than the office next door. There were keycards and keypads on every door. People walked in and out wearing lab coats. Occasionally they would look at me and smile with knowing expressions on their face.

“Sign in,” the receptionist barked at me, her eyes focused solely on the computer in front of her. As I approached her scowl deepened. The name tag on her chest read ‘Violet.’

There was a tray of biscuits on her desk. My stomach growled but I didn’t dare take one as I scribbled my name on the sheet. I waited for my appointment time in silence.

Finally, a blonde research assistant with thick black glasses called my name and ushered me through the locked doors behind the reception desk. We walked past countless rooms, I could hear barking, meows, and soft cooing coming from most of them.

He led me into a small room with a large glass window on the opposite side of the door. There was a metal examination table in the middle, leather straps hanging from it.

“Lie down here,” the assistant said. “We’re going to strap you in for the first phase of the trail. Some people don’t handle the treatment very well, but I assure you its safe.”

As I laid down on the cold, metal table I saw my boss, Mr. Thomas Henry, looking at me through the observation window. I hadn’t worked their long. I was only a temp and spent most of my time sorting through random files that came across my desk. Nevertheless, there he was, watching me with his perfect mouth making a perfect smile. He was the epitome of ‘tall, dark, and handsome.’
 He was over six foot, with deep brown eyes, and bronze skin like a Grecian god. His dark stubble was somehow always perfectly cut.

I shouldn’t have been so surprised to see him there – it was his pet project after all. He’d been the one to personally hand out the sign-up sheets when the time finally came for human trials. I’d added my name without even thinking about it. I thought it might score me some overtime or a couple bonus points with the boss.

One of the lab assistants, a tall blonde with square glasses, strapped me into the table. The leather restraints formed an “X” over my chest. I was a rather voluptuous woman, so my boobs stuck out on either side. The assistant kept pausing to readjust my chest straps, getting far too familiar with my tits as he did. It wasn’t outright groping, but he didn’t seem to mind knocking my boobs around a bit as he made sure I was tied down tight.

A female assistant with dark hair wrapped my ankles in leather cuffs, then used them to spread my legs wide. I was grateful I hadn’t chosen to wear a skirt that day.

“You’re going to be given a concentrated form of canine DNA,” the woman said. “With any luck you’ll experience heightened senses by this afternoon.”

“Aren’t canines like … dogs?” I asked. “Couldn’t we do something cooler? Like a cheetah, or a jaguar or something?”

“Fresh out of cheetah and jaguar DNA, I’m afraid,” the woman said. “Domestic animals are safer for human testing.”

“Is all this really necessary?” I asked, craning my head up to look down at what she was doing.

“It’s all for safety reasons,” she said with an apologetic smile.

After securing me to the table one of the assistants came back with a large oral syringe. A pink liquid sloshed inside.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

Warily, I did.

He put the syringe in past my lips. It was cold against my tongue. A bitter liquid poured into my mouth. It was like tar and acid all at once. I grimaced as the taste spread over my tongue and down my throat, it slid down like an oil spill. I barely noticed the prick of a needle in my arm as the syringe was pulled from my mouth.

“There, there,” said the assistant, patting my thigh. “That’ll go away soon.”

I turned my head away from the syringe. In the observation window I saw the female assistant whispering something into my bosses’ ear.

Mr. Henry grinned wide.

“In a few minutes you are going to be released into the play- into the examination room to test your reflexes. Do you understand?”

“Yeah. When is this shitty taste going to go away?”

The assistant chuckled.

“Soon enough.”

“Do I have to drink that next time, too?”

“No, one dose is usually sufficient.”

After a minute or two of lying on the table waiting for something – anything – to happen, nothing did. They slowly unstrapped me from where I lay and helped me up. They led me to another room down the hall. I cast a look back before we left the main space, a little disappointed to see Mr. Henry was no longer watching.

The first thing that stuck out to me about the examination room was how bright everything was. The second, was how it seemed to be set up for dogs rather than people. There were hurdles set up in one corner, a long tube in another, and plenty of balls scattered around on the floor. A few still seemed to be dripping with saliva.

The blonde assistant picked up a tennis ball off the floor and tossed it up and down in his hand for a second. I watched, fixated. When he threw it I had the sudden urge to go after it, but instead I shoved it down and picked up another ball off the floor, tossing it gently between both of my hands.

“Wanna play fetch?” the blonde assistant asked.

“You mean catch?”

He smiled at me.

“Sure. Catch.”

I shrugged.

“If it’s part of the experiment, I guess. I haven’t played catch since I was a kid.”

We threw another ball back and forth a few times. I wasn’t quite sure what they were looking for, so I tried my best to catch and throw as accurately as I could. However, I found myself not wanting to let go of the ball once I had it in my hands.

“There’s a good girl,” the researcher said, after I’d taken a particularly long pause in throwing the ball back to him.

“Don’t call me that,” I said.

“My apologies, Melissa,” the researcher said. “I suppose that’s all we need for today. You may return to your work. If you notice anything unusual, or you have any side effects don’t hesitate to let someone know.”

After that they walked me back to my office. As I took a seat at my desk, I noticed the air was unusually filled with smells. It was an uncomfortable mix of perfume, breakroom popcorn, and ink from the copy machine. It was far from pleasant. I found myself burying my nose in a tissue for most of the day. I would say my work fell to the wayside, but in all honesty, I’d never done that much work to begin with. My cubicle was a messy, disorganized disaster of forgotten memos, files, and assorted pens and paperclips I stole from the supply closet just as an excuse to walk around the building.

In all honesty, I was lucky to get the job I had. I’d never done well at school, my work ethic was nonexistent, and my only real goal for the future was to marry rich and stay at home being pampered. I barely remembered to pay the rent at my apartment with the meager salary I ‘earned’ being a temp for Geneti-Cora.


I didn’t even notice the person standing behind me. A firm hand grasped my shoulder and squeezed.

I jumped, spinning around in my chair.

Mr. Henry stood there, a half-smile on his face.

“Hello there,” he said. His voice was practically a purr, dark and husky.

“Oh, hi,” I said. I straightened my shoulders, feeling heat rush to my face. I hoped he wouldn’t notice the stacks of scattered belongings littering my desk.

“How was the trial?” he asked.

“It was fine,” I said.

He frowned and the look killed me.

“Good,” I amended. “It was good.

His smile brightened.

“That’s what I like to hear. Any side effects I should know about?”

“Everything smells like shit,” I said.

“Don’t use that language. Naughty girl,” Mr. Henry said.

A jolt went through me at his words. My temper flared, but for some reason I whimpered. “Sorry?” I said, only half meaning it.

“That’s alright. I know you’re a good girl.”

“I am,” I said without even processing my words.

Mr. Henry patted my head and walked away.

I sat there for a moment. Confusion bubbled within me. Yet somehow, I also reveled in the lingering feel of Mr. Henry’s touch on my head.

That feeling stayed with me long after my shift ended and I found myself back at home. I was walking distance from the office, and that was a small blessing. I couldn’t shake Mr. Henry’s words from my head. His sudden scolding and then immediate praise. The jolt of feeling that went through me repeated every time I heard his ‘good girl,’
 repeat in my head. He called me naughty, but then he said I was good.

I lay back in my bed, imagining his blue eyes scanning up and down my body. Good girl, naughty girl, good girl, naughty girl.


My hand slid into my pants, fingers dipping past my underwear down to my cunt. I started to slowly rub over my clit with my index finger.


“Naughty Girl,”
 I heard Mr. Henry say in my ear. It sent a shiver up my spine. I shuddered and rubbed harder, switching from one finger to two. “Good girl.
 ”

I wanted to be his good girl. I wanted to be his naughty girl too. I bit my lip and spread my legs wider.


“I know you’re a good girl.”


“Yes, Mr. Henry. Yes. I am your good girl,” I muttered.

I ran my free hand over my chest, worming it under my shirt to squeeze my breasts. I pretended it was him doing it, that he was the one groping me and rubbing my pussy.


“Look at you, you filthy thing. Aren’t you a naughty pup? Good girls don’t finger themselves in their jeans.”


I whimpered at his imagined disapproval. I wanted his praise. I wanted his hands. I wanted his body against mine. I wanted him to scold me. I wanted him to call me naughty. I wanted him to bend me over his desk and spank me.

“Please, Mr. Henry,” I whined.


“Cum for me. Cum on yourself, naughty girl.”


I tried to resist, I wanted the moment to last for as long as it could but the pressure built and I came with a shuddering gasp.


“Good girl.”


I fell asleep amongst the scent of my own sweat, my cum-coated fingers resting on my belly.





Chapter Two









T
 he next day I awoke still in my cum-stained underwear and jeans. I quickly stripped and slogged my way to the bathroom. My throat was slightly sore and my fingers still smelled like my pussy.

When I looked in the mirror I tilted my head. I’d always had large brown eyes, but for some reason they looked bigger than usual. I stood there, naked, tilting my head from side to side trying to figure out what it was.

After a bit I gave up and tried to get dressed, but every outfit I tried itched and scratched. I chalked it up to bad laundry detergent and put on a loose-fitting pink skirt and a shirt that hugged my chest a little too tight. Skirts weren’t really allowed in the office, especially not one as short as the one I’d chosen, but I couldn’t help it. Pants just didn’t feel right.

When I showed up at Geneti-Cora’s
 research facility the scent of chemicals assaulted my nose. The place hadn’t smelled great the day before, but now it was even worse. The barking, meowing, and laughing from the somehow intensified as well.

The receptionist, Violet, looked up from her screen for just a moment.

“Come here, girl,” she said when I lingered in the doorway.

My face flushed. It was like she knew what I’d dreamt about the night before. My legs moved as if they were on puppet strings. I eagerly approached her counter.

Violet smiled. It was close to friendly, but not quite.

“Biscuit?” she asked, indicating the tray.

“Yes please,” I said. My stomach growled.

She chuckled and handed me one of the treats.

I stuffed it into my mouth without thinking. It was bland except for a subtle hint of cheese flavoring.

“Go sit down now,” she said, turning back to her screen.

I did as she told me. For some reason I found myself longing for her praise. I sat in the chair, hoping she’d notice and praise me for it. The logical part of my brain knew there was no right way to ‘go sit down’ but I still wanted to find it.

The wait wasn’t long before the blonde research assistant appeared and beckoned me to join him behind the locked doors.

“How are you feeling?” he asked as we headed down the hallway.

“Everything is too loud and too bright,” I admitted. “Is that a bad sign?”

“That’s good. That’s what we were hoping for.”

“When do the superpowers come in?”

The blonde chuckled.

“We’re a long way away from creating superpowers, but I’m sure you’ll find the changes to your body enjoyable, nonetheless.”

This time we went straight into the examination room. The bright colors caught me off guard once again. The mat was soft under my feet. There was an unusual dog smell lingering in the air.

Instead of a tennis ball the man picked up a red rubber ball from the ground. He squeezed it a few times. It made a pleasant squeak that drew my attention. I couldn’t help but to fixate on it as he tossed it up and down.

We threw the ball back and forth a few times in silence. On the fourth or fifth throw the ball went to the right, past my shoulder.

I whirled around and pounced at it. Before I knew what I was doing my knees hit the mat and my hands scrambled for the ball. I shoved it into my mouth, biting down on the soft, rubbery material. The ball squeaked as I did. I liked the squeak. I chewed it more. My skirt had flown up, revealing my white panties but I didn’t care. I didn’t even notice the man kneel beside me.

“Give it here,” the man said, holding his hand out to me.

I growled.

“Naughty little bitch.”

A sharp smack landed on my ass. I yelped and dropped the ball. Heat rose to my face. I sat back on my heels. It was like he too was privy to my fantasy. The sting lingered on my ass cheek, I pressed my legs tight together, already regretting wearing the skirt.

“Good girl,” he praised, picking up the ball. “I think we should try a second dose with you, don’t you?”

His praise went all through my body, filling me with warmth.

“Yes!” I said, without knowing what I was agreeing to. I only wanted more of his praise.

The researcher chuckled and stood up, dropping the ball as he did.

“You have fun and play. I’ll be right back.”

As soon as the ball hit the floor, I threw myself forward, I snatched it up again and shoved it back in my mouth. I could feel my saliva dripping out of my mouth as I chewed.

When the man came back he held another oral syringe in his hand.

“Open up,” he said.

I reluctantly dropped the ball and stuck out my tongue.

He placed the plastic against my tongue and inject the liquid into my mouth. It was just as bitter as the first dose. I wanted to spit it out but the researcher petted my head and that felt so nice
 , so instead I swallowed every last drop.

When he pulled the syringe out I noticed a familiar face watching me through the glass of the examination room.

Mr. Henry had an unreadable expression on his face as he watched me. Some of the liquid from the syringe dribbled out of my mouth. I was quick to lap it back up. It still tasted foul, but I didn’t want either man to be disappointed in me. I was a good girl.


As with the day before the research assistant walked me back to my office. The smells were still far too strong. I found myself burying my nose back in the tissues, and even that wasn’t enough. I’d barely turned my computer on before I felt someone walk up behind me.

“Melissa, will you join me in my office?” Mr. Henry asked.

“Yes,” I said, perhaps a little too quickly.

“Good girl.
 Come with me then.”

The words sent a shudder down my spine. I stood up and trailed after him like a puppy after its master, and that’s exactly what I was.

As soon as we walked in he closed the door behind us. I stood awkwardly in front of the desk as he walked around it and sat in the large leather armchair. He folded his hands across his lap and examined me.

“Come here,” he said, patting his lap.

The puppet strings pulled me forward again. I rounded the desk and without a single thought I sat directly on Mr. Henry’s lap.

He grinned wide, putting his hands on my hips as I sat on top of him.

“They told me you were progressing fast. I thought it would be at least a week before I had you so obedient.”

I tilted my head to one side and he chuckled.

“Your work here has been absolutely abysmal. You’ve barely completed a single task in the three weeks you’ve been with us.”

I whimpered. I couldn’t help it. His disappointment hurt.

“There, there, don’t be upset. I knew you had to be good for something. That’s why I had you put into the puppy program. Some people just make much better pets than they do people,” he said, tucking a finger under my chin to lift my head. “You are going to make a fantastic
 pet.”

“Yes,” I said with a grin.

“Now tell me, naughty pup. Why are you wearing such a short skirt? You know that’s not allowed in this office,” he tutted.

I frowned.

“Clothes aren’t comfy,” I said.

“I see,” he mused. “Why don’t you take them off?”

I tilted my head.

“But … people?”

“It’s okay,” he reassured. “It’s just you and me in here. No one else can see.”

“Okay,” I said.

I peeled the itchy shirt away from my body, letting my breasts go free. Mr. Henry stared at my naked chest, drinking in the sight of my exposed tits.

“There’s a good girl,” Mr. Henry said. “Doesn’t that feel better?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Puppies aren’t supposed to wear people clothes, are they?”

I shook my head. It didn’t even occur to me to be bothered by my half-naked state, or sitting on his lap, or the way he began to run his hands up and down my sides. He grabbed my ass to pull me closer. I leaned into his touch. It made me feel so good and warm in the same way that his words did.

“Did you play with yourself last night, puppy?” he whispered in my ear.

Heat rose to my face. I whimpered.

“Tell me the truth, naughty girl.”

I nodded.

“Not good enough. I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I played with myself,” I said, turning my head away. My cheeks burned with humiliation. I didn’t know how everyone seemed to know exactly what I’d done.

Mr. Henry only chuckled.

“That’s a common side effect,” he said. “Most puppies get horny after their first dose. Are you already feeling the effects of the second?”

“Yes,” I said. My blush deepened. My pussy was tingling. I wanted him to play with me. I needed him to play with me.

“Does my sweet puppy want a bone?” he asked with a chuckle. He jerked his hips up, bouncing me on his lap.

“Yes. Yes please,” I whined. I ground down on his lap, rubbing my crotch against him.

“Good girl,” Mr. Henry praised. “Get on your back on my desk.”

I slid reluctantly off his lap and sat up on the desk. I leaned back as far as I could. I had to raise my legs up onto it so I wouldn’t fall off. I clenched the sides of the desk and spread my thighs wide so he could see how wet I already was for him.

Mr. Henry pushed up my skirt up and slid off my underwear.

“Such a naughty, horny puppy, aren’t you?” he teased. His thumb rubbed over my clit. I let out a whimper. I wanted to close my thighs on his hand, to keep it there and let him finger me, but as I heard him unzip his pants I knew something better than his hand was to come.

I felt the head of his cock position itself against my entrance. He wasn’t wearing a condom, but that didn’t bother me. I found myself hoping I’d get pregnant, hoping I’d be the one to carry his babies.

“Tell me how much you want it.”

“Please, Mr. Henry. Please. I am – I need
 your cock,” I whined.

“Oh?”

“I – If I don’t have it I’ll – I’ll-“

“What will you do?”

“I- I’ll touch myself at my desk. Everyone will see. I’ll be humiliated. Please. I need your cock.” Heat rose to my face. I clenched my eyes shut as the tingling need spread throughout my body. I was practically quivering for his touch.

Mr. Henry chuckled.

“Needy little slut, aren’t you? I suppose that deserves a treat.”

“Yes, yes. Please.”

“Very well,” Mr. Henry said.

His cock pushed inside of my wet, needy pussy. It was long and thick. It filled me completely as he started to thrust in a painfully slow manner.

I whined.

“Faster, please.”

“No,” he said. “I want to enjoy you first.”

I whimpered.

He chuckled again.

“Such a good girl.”

I moaned as he quickened his pace. It still wasn’t enough but it was better than before. My fingers dug into the sides of the desk as I started to slide on the glossy surface.

Mr. Henry’s hands appeared on my hips. His nails dug into my soft flesh.

“Bark for me,” he demanded.

I barked.

“Louder!”

I barked as loud as I could as he rammed into me again, and again. I didn’t care if anyone would hear. His sweaty balls slapped against my pussy as he thrust in and out.

“Good,” he grunted. “Good. Keep barking, pet. Keep whining. I want everyone in this office to hear my new pet.”

My whimper was cut off by a moan as he thrust hard inside of me, hitting the exact spot that drove me wild.

He smirked, realizing what he’d done and started to aim for it, thrusting harder and faster. Each time he hit it I tried to bark. I wanted to please him. I wanted him to praise me. I wanted him to praise me as he fucked me.

My big breasts bounced painfully as he thrust, sliding me up and down the desk, using my hips as leverage to slam his big, meaty cock into me over and over again.

I moaned, my thighs trembling.

“Are you going to cum, naughty girl? Cum on your daddy’s desk?”

“Please, please let me cum. I want to, I need to,” I begged.

“Oh, I bet you do, you dumb horny animal.”

His words drove me crazy. I wanted to be his puppy, his dumb little sex doggy. As long as I was his
 I would be anything he wanted me to be.

Mr. Henry’s hands left my hips to fondle my breasts. He squeezed them tight in his hands a few times, feeling them bounce. Then – still thrusting – his fingers found my nipples. He pinched them between his thumb and forefinger, pinching hard and tugging as if they were udders and I was his cow, due for a milking. His fingers shot wave after wave of pleasure down my body. I’d never experienced anything like it.

As he continued to slam my pussy and pinch my nipples my body couldn’t take it anymore. My thighs trembled, my pussy ached, and there was an unmistakable pressure building up in me. I let out a last, whimpering, strangled moan, as I finally came on his cock.

I breathed heavily.

Mr. Henry kept thrusting, kept pinching, even as I whined and came all over him. After a few more seconds his cock spurted his load inside of me.

I whined. I expected him to pull out as soon as he came but he didn’t. Instead, he laid on top of me, resting his head on my shoulder.

“That’s my good girl,” he breathed into my ear. “My good, horny girl.”

“Now, time to get you cleaned up. Daddy has to go back to work now, and I can’t have you distracting me, sweet girl.”

“But-“

“No ‘buts’,” he said.

He pulled out of me, his cock still dripping with come. He took my discarded pair of panties from the floor and wiped his cock with them.

I sat up, my pink skirt falling back over my ruined thighs. It was barely long enough to keep my ass covered.

“Mr. Henry?” I asked.

“Don’t worry,” Mr. Henry said. “I can’t have you going out in soiled underwear, so I’ll keep these here for you until tonight.”

“Okay,” I said, shifting a bit on the desk.

Mr. Henry picked up my shirt and tossed it to me. As I slid it on he came over with a box of tissue. He started to wipe down my ruined pussy. I was so sore that I whined as he rubbed my clit with the tissues. It felt like he was taking an extra long time to wipe down my clit then the rest of my body. At last he gave a cursory wipe over my thighs and pushed the soiled tissues into my hand.

“Throw those away for me, will you?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now, back to your desk.”

I whimpered, but reluctantly went back to my cubicle. The only thing I could smell was the soiled tissues in the waste bin beside me. My bare ass was itchy against the fabric of the chair but I didn’t dare move, for fear of accidentally exposing myself to anyone but Mr. Henry.

No one seemed to have heard the barking coming from Mr. Henry’s office, or if they did they didn’t acknowledge it. I stared absentmindedly at the computer screen, I wondered how many of them knew. I wondered if any of them had walked past the door and peered inside to see me, half-naked, getting rammed by our boss.

The day felt like it was taking forever but at last five o’clock came and I was called back into Mr. Henry’s office. I held my skirt down with my hands as I walked to his room, my face red with embarrassment. I felt a few coworkers look over at me with confused looks on their faces as I did.

Mr. Henry sat behind his desk, a smile on his face. There were a few papers scattered in front of him but the computer was off.

“Come here,” he said, patting his lap.

I did so eagerly. When I sat on his lap he smirked and put his hands on my hips again.

“There’s my good, sweet girl. We have something to discuss, you and I.”

I tilted my head and gave a slight frown.

“Do you like being my puppy?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Good girl. The canine DNA you were given has made you much more obedient and eager, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You’ve progressed much faster than any of our other subjects. Normally after a day or two they’re just beginning to show signs of puppy-like behavior, but you’ve fallen head first into it. It makes me think you always wanted to be my puppy.”

“I want to be good for you,” I said.

“That’s why I have something for you,” Mr. Henry said. He opened the top drawer of his desk. I could see my bunched up panties in the corner, but instead he pulled out a pretty black ribbon with white stitching on the sides.

“Think of this as your collar,” he said as he tied it around my throat in a pretty bow. “This way everyone knows you belong to me. You want to belong to me, don’t you?”

“Yes, yes I do,” I said. The silk ribbon felt good against my skin, it felt even better knowing it was a gift from Mr. Henry.

“Who’s my sweet girl?” Mr. Henry asked with a smile.

“I am,” I said, unable to help myself. If I had a tail I would have wagged it. I practically glowed in his praise.

“That’s right; and who’s your daddy?”

I paused. I was certain I knew the answer, but it just wouldn’t come.

“I am,” Mr. Henry – Daddy, said.

“You are,” I said. “You’re my daddy.”

“That’s right, good girl. Daddy’s going to take very good care of his new puppy.”

“Yes!” I said, my face burning bright red. It sounded like a bark. I was sitting on my bosses – daddy’s – lap, barking like a puppy.

“Starting tomorrow you’re no longer an agency temp. I want you to come to my office, you’ll be my personal pet and at night I’ll take you home with me. Does that sound good, sweet girl?”

“Yes, yes!” I barked.

Mr. Henry chuckled.

“Such a sweet girl, aren’t you Mel? No, that won’t do. That’s too human. We’ll have to come up with a new name for you.”

I nodded. I didn’t care what he called me. Melissa or puppy, it didn’t matter. He could have called me bitch or slut and I wouldn’t have minded that either. So long as I was his it was all okay with me.

Mr. Henry grabbed my ass and pulled my close. I squeaked as my naked thighs slid up until my groin pressed against his belly. I could feel the hard tip of his cock straining in his pants. That made me happy. I wanted to please him.

“I can’t wait to explore my new relationship with you,” he said. I couldn’t wait for my new life to begin.
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