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		A Second Lease on Life

		 

		Grace checked her reflection in the rearview mirror of her car. She was parked in the nearly empty parking lot of a nondescript office building. It was a Saturday morning, which explained why the parking lot was nearly empty. The office was closed for the weekend.

		That was not strictly true. There was one office open. It was a special request. Grace was simply too busy with her job to take time away from her already busy schedule to meet with a career counselor. And she certainly was not about to tell her boss why she needed time off. It would be a clear sign that she was looking to jump ship.

		Grace had always been a loyal employee. She had turned down job offers for more money over the years, just so she could remain with her same company, believing her loyalty would be rewarded. But that was not how businesses operated anymore. They demanded loyalty, yes, but they showed no loyalty in return. Rather than promote Grace into a position she was eminently qualified for, the powers that be within the company decided they liked her right where she was, toiling away day in and day out, and instead hired someone from outside the company. For Grace that was the last straw. It was time for a change.

		However, Grace felt overwhelmed by putting herself back in the job market after all these years. Her job searching skills were rusty at best. And then there was the matter of Grace’s age. She was no longer the spring chicken that she had once been. The lines and wrinkles on her face, as well as her graying hair, made it clear that she was now in the back half of her career. And that alone was enough to shunt her resume back to the bottom of the pile.

		Grace had already tried recruiters and headhunters. They all talked a good game, but could not seem to deliver. That was what finally brought Grace to the office of Raymond Paris. She was not sure that she needed counseling, but she was ready to do anything at this point. There was no way that she could just quit. That was not possible. She had a few months worth of savings, but if her unemployment time became drawn out, she would be stuck and would need to take whatever job she could find. Grace had standards for herself and she had no plans to take a job for which she was overqualified for.

		There was one other car in the parking lot. Grace could only assume it belonged to Mr. Paris. He usually did not work on the weekends, but he had made an exception for Grace. She was thankful he did, because she did not know what she would do otherwise. Every other avenue seemed to have been shut off to her. This was all she had left. Mr. Paris was her Hail Mary opportunity. It had to work out for her.

		Steeling herself, Grace exited her car and walked briskly toward the office door. Normally a building like this was open for both workers and clients and customers. This time, however, the doors were locked. She had expected this. Mr. Paris had given her strict instructions, almost seeming condescending the way he spelled out every little detail. It was like he thought she was dumb or something. But she had put all that out of her mind.

		There was a panel built into the wall next to the door. There was a keypad. All she had to do was dial Mr. Paris’ office number and he would come down to get her.

		“1-1-7,” Grace said out loud as she punched each number with her finger.

		“Be right down,” came Mr. Paris’ smooth voice.

		It was about a minute later that Mr. Paris arrived on the other side of the door. He was able to push the door open easily. It was only locked to those trying to get in.

		“Welcome, Grace,” Mr. Paris said with a broad smile.

		“Thank you for meeting with me,” Grace said as she entered the office building. “I hate to make you come into work on the weekend, but I just didn’t have time to see you during normal business hours.”

		“You aren’t the first to need a little extra help,” Mr. Paris said. “And you certainly won’t be the last. Let’s head up to my office and we can get started.”

		“Thank you,” Grace said.

		She followed him upstairs. The building was completely silent. All the offices were closed and empty. They were the only two people in the building. It seemed there were not even security guards or custodians on site.

		Mr. Paris showed Grace into office suite 117. There was a reception area with a desk, but the desk was empty. Mr. Paris was working solo today. He did not even have his receptionist there. Then again, Grace figured she would not require much from him. There was no need for a receptionist to be called in on her account.

		From there, Mr. Paris showed Grace into his office through a door just adjacent to the reception desk. It was much how she assumed it would be. Half the room was taken up with his desk and two chairs sitting in front of it. However, the other half of the room sported a couch and two comfortable looking chairs facing each other.

		“Have a seat,” Mr. Paris said, motioning toward one of the two chairs.

		Grace sat down, placing her hands on her denim clad thighs. She was wearing a simple t-shirt and jeans, with a pair of old canvas shoes. Had she been at work, she would have worn something more formal, but she did not think it necessary to meet with Mr. Paris outside of regular office hours and dressed up for the office. Although he still looked professional, wearing khaki pants and a sweater. She hoped he would not dock her any consideration based on how she was dressed.

		Mr. Paris sat down across from her and pulled out a clipboard that had been placed beneath the chair.

		“Grace, you already sent me your resume and you filled out the forms I asked of you,” he said. “I have all your information here. You’ve had a successful career so far. But as you said on the phone, you’re looking for a change due to work circumstances. And I want to start by saying, I understand completely. We all need change from time to time. And I think I can help you with your future.”

		“Thank you,” Grace said. “I’m glad to hear that. I feel stuck. At my age, companies aren’t as willing to hire me. While they know I won’t be taking maternity leave, they are afraid I won’t be able to keep up in a fast-paced business or won’t be able to relate to younger employees, especially if they are my superiors.”

		“It’s classic age discrimination,” Mr. Paris said. “And unfortunately, it is almost impossible to prove when it comes to hiring. But with my help, I think you can kick that discrimination to the curb and get the job you’ve always dreamed of.”

		Mr. Paris reached down to the side of his chair and flipped a switch. Suddenly low-level static filled the room.

		“What’s that?” Grace asked as she suddenly found it more difficult to think. The static seemed to specifically disrupt certain parts of her brain. It was very disconcerting.

		“I find that a little background noise helps the mind to better focus,” Mr. Paris said calmly, as if he had said those same words over and over again throughout his time working as a career counselor.

		“That makes sense,” Grace said, her voice sounding almost emotionless. It was like all of her emotions had been sucked out of her and all that was left was her rational self. But even her rational self seemed impeded somehow, as if the static was causing the logical part of her brain to short circuit. It made everything very confusing. But at least she could focus. That was what really mattered. She needed to focus.

		“Now, let’s get started with you answering a few questions for me,” Mr. Paris said. “First, I’d like you to imagine what your dream job would be if you could do it all over again. If you could start from the beginning, what would you want to be your career?”

		Grace sat there, trying to think. She was finding it difficult to form cohesive thoughts. Her eyes flitted around the room, looking for inspiration. Her gaze fell on a photograph on Mr. Paris’ desk. There was an attractive woman standing there, clearly posing, trying to look sexy in a bikini. The whole thing was staged, but that did not matter.

		Grace shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. She was about to say that she wanted to be a model, but that could not be right. There was nothing about her that could have made her a successful model. Grace had never been particularly beautiful. She had managed to age into her body, which helped elevate her attractiveness, but that had never been enough to keep a man interested. Not that she had much time for men in general. Work took up so much of her time. There was little left over for a social life.

		What would she want to be if she could start over? That was the question, she remembered. Whatever it was, she would want more free time. She would want an improved work-life balance. She would not want to spend all her days working 60 or more hours per week. She wanted something slower, something simpler, something that she could forget about at the end of the day and ignore until she returned to work the next day.

		“I guess I would want something with fewer hours and less stress,” Grace finally answered. “I don’t have a specific job or field in mind, but I need something that doesn’t make me feel like it is sucking my soul with every hour I am at work. I mean, that’s what I would want. I would want something that lets me be me as much as possible and not what my coworkers expect me to be.”

		Mr. Paris nodded his head in understanding. “I can understand completely. And I definitely think I can help you. As you said, you’re looking for something less stressful and less taxing. I’m thinking that pays well but doesn’t require you to use your mind quite as much as you do now. How does that sound?”

		“If what you say is possible, I love it,” Grace answered truthfully, although she still had a hard time demonstrating that love. Her voice came out flat and emotionless. It was a strange juxtaposition, but one that she had trouble caring about while remaining focused on the task at hand.

		“That’s good,” Mr. Paris said. “I can tell we’re already making great progress. By the time you leave here, you will be confident in your career plans and fully capable of making all your dreams come true.” What he failed to say was some of those dreams, or even most of them, would be completely new to her. Not that Grace would mind. He was certain she would end up happy as a clam in the end.

		“I want to do a little call and response where I say something and you say it back to me,” Mr. Paris continued. “Do you think you can do that for me?”

		“Yes,” Grace answered.

		“Good. Now repeat after me. You don’t want to think hard in your job.”

		“I don’t want to think hard in my job.”

		“You want others to handle the thinking while working.”

		“I want others to handle the thinking while working.”

		It was already going so well, Mr. Paris was sure of it. He had complete confidence he would soon have Grace exactly where he wanted her.

		“You prefer to be told what to do in your work.”

		“I prefer to be told what to do in my work.”

		“You need to be told what to do in your work.”

		“I need to be told what to do in my work.”

		“Thinking is for other people.”

		“Thinking is for other people.”

		“You don’t like to think.”

		“I don’t like to think.”

		These revelations came hard and fast for Grace, but more and more she found them to be true. The truth was she did not want to think as much in her job. That was where her stress came from. All that thinking she had to do when instead people could just tell her what to do. That would have been so much easier. She was not a thinker. She was a doer. It was that simple.

		“You like it when people admire your body.”

		Grace paused for a moment as those words sunk in. But she had to admit, she did like it when people admired her, even her body. Yes, she liked being admired for her achievements, but as someone who was never classically pretty, she liked it when someone admired her body.

		“I like it when people admire my body.”

		“You want people to admire your body.”

		“I want people to admire my body.”

		“You need people to admire your body.”

		Again, Grace paused for a moment. Was that something she needed? It was so hard to think. She did not like to think. Maybe Mr. Paris was right. He seemed like the sort of person that would know the answer. He seemed really smart. He seemed like the kind of guy who did a lot of thinking.

		“I need people to admire my body.”

		Mr. Paris smiled. Grace saw that and knew that she had said the right thing. It was so much better to let Mr. Paris do her thinking for her. He was so smart. He knew everything. And after that, it all got a lot easier, for both Grace and Mr. Paris. All he had to do was give her statements, and she would repeat them, making them true in her mind. Little did Grace realize that she was dumb this whole time. That had to be why she got passed over for the promotion. And it also had to be why she was always so stressed out from work. It was not necessarily the hours, although that was hard, but it was all the thinking she had to do. She had to think so much more than everyone else to make up for the fact she actually was not that smart.

		And before Grace knew it, she had acknowledged that she was a bimbo. She only cared about being as sexy as possible and then the actual sex that would follow. Everything else was for smart people to think about. Her best feature was her body. No one cared about her mind. There was absolutely nothing to distract her anymore from what really mattered. She needed to be viewed as a sex object, both because she viewed herself as one, but also so she could get what she so desperately needed, which was a good fucking.

		“I love to fuck,” Grace said, repeating one of Mr. Paris’ lines. And she did not just love to fuck. She loved anything to do with sex. She would happily bend over and let a guy ream her in the ass or drop to her knees and suck a man’s cock. That was her purpose in life.

		But there was still the problem of what her job would be. The array of available bimbo jobs was small. There were only so many things she could do without using her mind for anything more than sex. Luckily, Mr. Paris had a solution for that as well.

		“You want to be a model.”

		“I want to be a model,” Grace repeated. And just like that, it was true. She wanted to be a model. That was the job for her. It was her greatest desire, at least as far as occupations were concerned. She wanted, no needed, to be a model. She wanted to pose in sexy outfits, in bikinis on tropical islands, in barely there club dresses or revealing lingerie for photographers, all with a mind toward being seen as an object of sexual desire.

		Mr. Paris never actually asked Grace to think of herself that way. It was just her natural conclusion. She used what was left of her logical mind to connect the dots, which just about used up what few brain cells she had remaining that were not focused on sex.

		When the static stopped playing from the hidden speakers, Grace looked across at Mr. Paris and smiled. Her eyes were blank, vapid pools of lust. And there was no doubt that she was horny. Seeing Mr. Paris admire her for her body turned her on.

		But then her smile faltered. She looked down and saw her body, the way her boobs sagged and the lines of age on the backs of her hands. She was not some pretty bimbo who naturally fell into the world of modeling. She was old and ugly. How could Mr. Paris do this to her? How could he make her want to be a model when she did not have the looks for it?

		“I can see you’re worried about your looks,” Mr. Paris said. Grace nodded her head, affirming his assumption. “But don’t worry. I have a way of fixing that. Would you like to do that? Would you like to be beautiful and sexy?”

		“Yes,” Grace said. “I’d do anything to be pretty. Please help me.”

		“Let’s take a trip next door to the Body Shop. I can get you fixed up in there in no time.”

		The time it would take to improve Grace’s body was actually quite involved. His work with college-aged clients rarely took very long because their bodies required fewer upgrades. They usually already had supple skin that could handle the many enhancements he gave them. For Grace, her skin alone could take an hour getting into ship shape. But he was certain it could all be done. By the time Grace left his office, she would be ready to sign a multi-year modeling contract that would plaster her face and body all around the world, becoming masturbation material for millions of men, and even a great number of women. But for all that, it would take time. The only difference was Grace had lost all sense of time herself. The length of the process did not matter. Only the results did.

		Grace found herself being guided into a strange room with what looked like a bathtub in the center. There were wires and cables running from the tub to a bank of computers along the wall. It all looked far too complicated for a bimbo like her, but she trusted Mr. Paris. If he wanted her here, this was where she was going to be.

		“It’s all very simple,” Mr. Paris explained. “You’re going to take a bath in this special green substance. Think of it like a spa. You take a nice relaxing bath, closing your eyes and letting your mind go blank, and when it’s all done, you’ll have a bimbo body to match that bimbo brain of yours.”

		“Oh goodie,” Grace said, her hands already moving to remove her clothes. She had no inhibitions about her body now that she was a bimbo. She would have been perfectly comfortable walking down a busy street in the nude, even with her weathered body. Not that she would have. Grace understood that there were certain rules she had to follow, but that did not mean she had to agree with those rules.

		Once she was naked, Mr. Paris helped Grace climb into the tub. As she got settled, he turned on the taps and let the green goo flow out and around her. And just as Mr. Paris had recommended, Grace closed her eyes and cleared her mind. It was so easy to do now that she was a bimbo. There were so few thoughts that made it through the molasses in her head that it was easy to just shut the whole thing down, letting her brain just handle the necessary involuntary actions like breathing.

		Once the tub was filled to the brim with the green goo, Mr. Paris began planning his changes for his latest client in the computer. He was excited about what Grace could become. First on the list, however, was to decrease her age. He considered leaving her as an older woman, heavily modified of course, but still showing signs of maturity and age. However, the more he thought about it, he decided Grace would be better off with a full restart to her adult life. He could make her body any age he wanted and figured starting her off at the beginning of adulthood again would be the most beneficial for her future career. That way she could be both young and dumb, and surely she would end up full of cum.

		As Mr. Paris loaded his ideas for Grace into the computer, her future as a model was becoming more and more clear to him. Yes, she would spend time with proper photo shoots that would end up in magazines and in promotional materials, but he also planned for her to take part in promotional events, dressing up in skimpy clothes with a brand printed across her chest. All she would have to do was look her bimbo best and smile. She would become the perfect billboard at those sorts of events. She would not need to think, only do what she was told. He knew she would love it.

		Those plans required an obvious level of fitness. With her younger body, she would need some muscle tone and natural strength. Her skin would need to be smooth and hairless where it mattered. She would need a tight and taut midriff for those outfits that required showing skin like that. Her legs too would need to be nicely sculpted to match both an athletic physique as well as look good in more classic modeling shots.

		Mr. Paris had tired of the common blonde-haired bimbos. He loved blonde hair, but he also liked variety. He had given bimbos hair colors that spanned the rainbow, but for Grace, he decided she would look best with a lustrous brown or even black hair, something that would still catch attention, especially with it being long and wavy. Laying down, it would pool around her head and when standing it would fall all the way to her ass.

		Once all of those qualities were loaded into the computer, Mr. Paris moved onto the more normal additions. He remodeled her feet so that they would be best suited for high heels. She would be able to walk without shoes, but her natural disposition would be to walk on her toes in such cases. Her heels would only carry her weight when she wore high-heeled shoes.

		Next came Grace’s hips and ass. A bubble butt was a given. It would need to match her athletic form, but maintaining a nice crease at the transition from her ass to the back of her legs. That crease would be natural, requiring no additional help in making it pop. That was always the benefit of custom built bimbos. Something that usually required difficult work in the gym and sometimes even help from a plastic surgeon could be had in a manner of minutes with the Bimbo Ward treatments.

		Grace’s breasts were of course going to be large. That was a given for a bimbo. But Mr. Paris decided shape was more important than actual size. He always liked the upper pole roundness of some implant styles. The ultra-high profile look was the one he preferred and he made sure Grace would always support that look. That is not to say that he did not give Grace a significant upgrade in size. She would be able to do everything else a bimbo could do, like use her new tits to fuck a man. But her chest would not define her the way it did for other bimbos.

		Finally, Grace needed a facial makeover. Big eyes were always a favorite of Mr. Paris. He also could never ignore a bimbo’s lips. Plump pillows, practically custom made for sucking cock, was a necessity. Grace’s nose would also need sculpting, reducing its profile and making it less dominant on her face. For Grace, it would all be about her eyes and her lips. Those were what mattered.

		However, Mr. Paris also reshaped Grace’s jaw and raised her cheekbones ever so slightly. It was important to make her look the beacon of beauty that she would feel on the inside. But Mr. Paris even went so far as to realign the hinges of her jaw, making sure there would never be a cock she could not take into her mouth. She would be able to fit her fist in her mouth without too much issue.

		And from that point, it was paramount that her gag reflex be removed. Every hole, her pussy, her ass, her mouth, had been altered to pleasure cocks. And Mr. Paris had few doubts Grace would be spending a great deal of time in the future on her knees. It was inevitable for a bimbo like her.

		But while he was on the subject of Grace’s throat and her ability to receive any sized cock that was out there, he also took a moment to tighten her vocal cords. That way, no matter how much she tried, she would always have a soft and high-pitched voice. She would always sound like a bimbo, even if the words she used did not already convey that fact.

		By the time Mr. Paris was done, he felt satisfied with his latest creation. Each bimbo he created he viewed as a piece of art. And Grace fit that description perfectly. She was a piece of art. She was an object of desire. He knew it and she knew it. And if all went well, Grace would live another lifetime as the sexy bimbo she had become. He was giving her a second lease on life.

		When Grace opened her eyes after her long relaxing bath, she had no idea what to expect. However, the moment her eyes lazily slid open, she found herself looking up at the dazzling smile of a blonde bimbo. It was unexpected, although certainly not unwelcome. The bimbofication process often left the converted women omnisexual, being open to a wide variety of sexual attractions and encounters. Men, women, and anyone else could become Grace’s latest sexual interest.

		But seeing the blonde bimbo looking down on her stirred something primal deep inside Grace’s body. She looked up and smiled, her mind moving to all the fun this beautiful and sexy woman could have with her. The fact Mr. Paris was nowhere to be seen was of no concern. When it came to sex, Grace could take care of herself.

		“Hi, I’m Candi,” the blonde bimbo said excitedly. “I heard Mr. Paris had a special project today and I decided to come in and check it out. And here you are.”

		Grace let her eyes travel from the bright smile of Candi and down her body. It was hard not to get lost in the bimbo’s cleavage. Her tits were huge, barely constrained by her tight top. The short skirt showed off all of her legs, but from Grace’s position in the tub, she could look right up Candi’s skirt and see that she wasn’t wearing any panties. That realization was more than enough to further stoke the heat of arousal building up inside of her.

		“Hi, Candi,” Grace said, using her newly bimbofied voice for the first time. She only paused a moment as she adjusted tot he new sound of her voice, deciding it was not worth thinking about, since it made her sound dumb and sexy. “I’m Grace.”

		“Let me help you get up and dry off,” Candi offered. “I like to help the new bimbos after they’re done in the Body Shop.”

		Grace giggled, not knowing what to say, but she let Candi help her to her feet. Most of the green goo that had been the catalyst for her transformation into the new her had already drained away. What little bits that clung to her body started to slow down, across her supple and sensitive skin. She shuddered at the sensation.

		However, that feeling was soon replaced by a soft and warm towel brushing across her skin. Candi was helping to clean her off. Grace could only moan as Candi both did her job in cleaning Grace’s body, but she could not help herself from feeling up the newly minted bimbo. She slapped Grace’s ass and grabbed her boobs. But rather than tell Candi to stop, Grace simply moaned, loving how good her body now felt.

		In between, after her mind had been bimbofied, but before her body had been transformed, it had been as if she was incomplete. She had mismatching parts. She knew what she was supposed to be, but looking in the mirror would have broken her. She had no true bimbo material. Now, however, with a body remade through the technological marvels that the Bimbo Ward had brought into the world, Grace was finally complete. She was a bimbo through and through, inside and outside. She had been built for the sole purpose of looking sexy and fucking as much as she could. Nothing else mattered.

		“When I showed up, Mr. Paris gave me an outfit to put you in when you’re ready,” Candi explained. “He’s already got a job lined up for you. You’re gonna be a promo girl this weekend. Isn’t that cool?”

		“Like, totally,” Grace said. Mr. Paris had done nothing to give her a Valley Girl speech style, but her mind just went there naturally without even thinking about it. It was just easier that way anyway. No one would assume she was smart or capable if she filled her sentences with pointless words. It would keep people from asking too much of her and make it clear she did not have an original thought in her head. Whatever thoughts managed to permeate her bimbofied mind would need to be placed there by someone else. That was just the truth of it.

		It took little effort to get Grace dressed and ready for her first gig. It might not be a lingerie shoot, but Grace was certain she would enjoy all those men looking at and fantasizing about her sexy body. It made her wet just thinking about it. The top was little more than a sports bra with the brand name written across the chest. It struggled to contain her tits, being a size too small, but Grace loved it. And it was low cut enough to really show off her new cleavage. There was no way she could stand not to show off her tits on her first assignment. The skirt she wore was also a size too small, forcing it to struggle to contain her bubble butt. It barely fell past the swell of her ass, making it impossible for her to bend over without showing off the little pink thong she wore, just in case. Grace did not need to wear panties to be happy, but they came with the uniform, so she wore them.

		The whole outfit also included a set of high heels that would keep Grace perched as high as possible. Walking in them was difficult, but she found if she slowed down her stride and let her hips really sway from side to side with each step, she could walk without tripping. She could not walk very fast, but that just gave people more time to look at her and appreciate her sexy body.

		A car was summoned to pick up Grace and take her to the event. She was given a special number to call anytime she needed to travel by car. Her days of driving were over. And that was perfectly fine by Grace. As she watched the driver handle the driving, it all looked far too complicated for someone like her. Apparently Mr. Paris was going to take care of the details of her car. She would never have to think about it again. Grace was thankful for that. After all, she hated thinking.

		Once at the event, Grace was asked to pose by the booth relating to the brand on her top. She did not even understand what was being sold, but that did not actually matter. All she had to do was smile and let people take selfies with her. That was definitely something a model like her could do. And she had no problems when some of the visitors got a little handsy with her. She would just giggle and smile as her butt and boobs were fondled. It all just served to turn her on more and more.

		It proved to be a long day for Grace, what with her time spent with Mr. Paris and then more time spent working as a promo girl, but the real fun happened when the event was over. There were two men working the booth she was advertising at. They quickly shut everything down and then made Grace an offer she could not refuse.

		“How about you come home with the two of us so we can give you your bonus?” one of the men asked.

		“Oh goodie,” Grace answered. “I, like, love bonuses.”

		It was unclear if she understood what exactly they had in mind for her, but she was game no matter what. And, as it turned out, what they had in mind was right up her alley. As soon as they got Grace back to the house they shared, she was bent over the couch, one man fucking her from behind and the other pushing his cock deep into her throat.

		Grace was in heaven. Her first orgasm came within seconds of feeling the cock in her pussy. She rocked back and forth between the two men, loving every moment of getting spit roasted from both ends. The man fucking her throat came first. He had managed to pull out just enough to keep the head of his cock between her lips. He shot his load directly into her mouth and she sucked it down greedily. Grace had never had cum that tasted so good before. That one taste was enough to leave her addicted to cum.

		It took a few minutes longer for the man fucking her from behind to unload inside of her. She came again as he did, her vision turning white as orgasmic pleasure cascaded through her body. It was the best sex she had ever had and it was proof that this was her true calling. This was what she was made for.

		But best of all, after a short break in which the two men asked her to dance sexily for them while they recovered, the pair switched sides and fucked her all over again. Grace could not believe how much of a bonus they were giving her. She was sure the Bimbo Ward would handle the money side of things for her. She was too dumb to deal with that. But the fucking: she could deal with that anytime.

		By the end of the night, Grace had no recollection of her old life. She only understood the present. She only understood that she was a dumb and sexy bimbo who modeled her hot body and got fucked afterwards. It was a simple life, but it was one that was perfect for her. Her whole life, her whole body and mind, had been recreated for this purpose and each and every moment felt like a complete success as she fulfilled her purpose. The old Grace might not have seen this life as a good one, but the new Grace loved every moment of it. She could be the bimbo she never knew she was meant to be.
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