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“Wait, you said a...latte?” Amber scratched her head, confused.

“Yeah,” said the customer, an irritated middle-aged woman. “I wanted a plain latte. This is a double raspberry frappé with whipped cream. I’m running late as it is, so you’d better remake it quick!” The coffee shop was packed; it was nine a.m. on a Tuesday, and the pre-work rush line snaked out the door and onto the sidewalk. Now was not the time to be dealing with problems like this.

“Um, I…” Amber stared at the order slip. Sure enough, it said 1 REG LATTE. How had she gotten it so wrong? They weren’t even serving frappés now; it was December. “I’ll, um, get right on that.”

“You’d better!” said the woman. “Actually, not you. Someone competent. MANAGER!”

Just then, Amber’s manager, a tall man named Jake who was just a few years older than her, appeared. “I’m sorry, ma’am, is there a problem here?”

“There sure is!” The woman jabbed a finger at the brightly-colored drink in front of Amber. “I didn’t order that – I ordered a latte!”

“That’s a...frappé?” asked Jake, looking confused. He shot Amber a questioning look. “Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll have that drink out for you right away, ma’am. I apologize for the confusion; this one’s on the house.”

“But you’ll still stamp my loyalty card, right?” The woman waved it at Amber.

“Sure thing! Amber, can you take care of that?” Jake turned and got the woman’s drink started while Amber grabbed the stamp book and saw to the loyalty card.

“I’m really sorry about this,” said Amber to the woman, who only grunted in response. “I don’t know what happened.”

A minute later, Jake returned with the correctly-made latté, which he handed to the woman, who stormed off without a word. Then he turned to Amber. “We have to deal with the rush here, but you and I are gonna have a conversation about this later.”

“U-um, yeah,” said Amber, before turning to take the next customer’s order. She was in deep trouble, she could tell. It wasn’t that she didn’t try her hardest; it was just that sometimes she messed up. That wasn’t really a good quality for a barista to have, though, and it didn’t really count for much that she meant well. The world could be cruel like that.

It took a few hours for the morning foot traffic to die down a bit, and during that time Amber’s anxiety only grew. At last, by eleven, there was little enough business that the third barista could handle it, and Jake motioned for Amber to follow him into the back. There, among the packages of coffee and boxes of pastries, she braced herself for a tongue-lashing.

“Listen, Amber,” he began, “it’s not that I don’t want you to succeed. It really isn’t. But this coffee shop – it’s a job, not high school or something. I can’t give you infinite leeway. We have five hundred customers a day coming through here, give or take a few. That’s a little over one every two minutes. Not only do they get mad when their drinks are wrong, but if we take longer than around two minutes to get them their order, it creates a backup that we’ll need to make up later. This isn’t an easy job, which I know you know, and not everyone is suited for it.”

“So...so…” Amber felt a lump forming in her throat. This couldn’t be happening. “Am I...are you…”

“No, you’re not fired,” said Jake, smiling sadly. “Not yet. I’m going to send you a file tonight, and I highly recommend that you give it a listen. It’s about success, about creating a version of yourself that can succeed in this kind of environment. Do that, and come in tomorrow with a real drive to succeed, and you’ll be back on track. If not...do I make myself clear?”

“Y-yes,” said Amber, sniffling. It wasn’t over yet. She needed this job to help pay for college, and losing it would be a cutting blow. She would do whatever it took, even listen to a weird tape her boss sent her. She’d thought that being a barista would be a breeze, considering the kind of people who sometimes ended up doing the job, but apparently not.

Oh, well. There was always tomorrow.

* * *

Amber tried her hardest for the rest of that day and didn’t make even a single mistake. When she got back to her dorm, she found an email from Jake with a file attached. The message read simply Enjoy, and see you tomorrow. When she downloaded the tape, she was shocked to see that it was nearly two hours long. Well, she hardly had a choice. Getting out her earbuds, she sat down at her desk and pressed Play.

Before she even realized what was happening, her brain had switched off.

* * *

It seemed like just a few minutes before Amber rose into a bleary half-consciousness of the world around her, but when she checked her phone she saw that it really had been a full two hours. What had happened?

Well, for one thing, her brain had been turned into guacamole, or...or something. It took a strangely long amount of time for her to collect her thoughts and return to reality; she was just sitting on her bed like a vegetable for a good five minutes before she finally got herself together enough to get up. Her mind just moved sluggishly for some reason.

For another, she was hungry and tired. She felt like a wild animal, totally controlled by her needs, but from the moment she was able to take stock of her situation, she was seized by an uncontrollable urge to root around through her belongings for a snack. That was exactly what she did, and after a few fruitless minutes – she knew she had snacks, she just couldn’t remember where they were for some reason – she located a granola bar and a bag of almonds and inhaled them both almost instantly. Then, after running to the bathroom to brush her teeth, she barely even had the energy to turn off the light before falling into bed. She vaguely recalled that it was still only eight p.m. and that she had homework to be doing, but she just couldn’t bring herself to care. Ahhh, oblivion.

* * *

The next morning, Amber jumped out of bed at half past five and was already pulling on her clothes, humming to herself, before her brain caught up and she wondered why she was feeling so good. It wasn’t that she had terrible trouble with getting up early, like she knew some people did; it was just that five thirty was a little too much for her, at least most days. But today, she felt wonderful.

She looked good, too! Checking herself in the mirror, she saw that her hair had lightened a few shades to a dirty blonde and that...was she seeing that right? Yes, her boobs and ass had both grown. Nice! She’d been a little bit flat and unremarkable before, but now no guy could ignore what she could show off. She had a vague feeling that the changes she had undergone might normally have made her a little nervous or worried, but that was dumb, right? Having bigger curves was good, no matter what the mysterious process had been that had given them to her.

After a quick shower, she did her makeup – her brain kind of switched off while she was doing it, and she’d ended up with a heavy nightclub-style look, but that was okay – and then headed out the door. She’d ended up leaving a little bit late because of an extended search for her keys, which had turned out to be in her pocket where she’d put them. Oh, well. She’d just have to run, right? Morning exercise never hurt anyone!

On the way, she realized that her uniform didn’t fit her so well anymore. She’d had to unbutton the polo shirt to give her tits enough breathing room, but that created a massive amount of cleavage. And, on the bottom, her jeans didn’t rise all the way over her newly expanded ass and hips, leaving a gap as if she was wearing a crop top. It wasn’t a bad look, really, but the boring coffee place cared about things like “professionalism,” so maybe it would land her in hot water.

Finally, she arrived at her work, breathless but exactly on time. When Jake and the other barista saw her, they did a full-on double take, and she couldn’t help but giggle. Guys were so silly! A few little changes, and they were acting like she was from another planet!

Finally, as Amber approached the counter, Jake recovered enough to greet her. “Hey, Amber! Um...mind if...mind if we chat in the back real quick?”

“Like, of course!” She flashed him a smile, and he reddened slightly. It made her feel nice, that men paid attention to her now. They never had before. Together, they stepped into the back room, and Jake scratched the back of his head, seemingly a bit anxious, before turning towards her.

“Listen, Amber, I...I’m sorry for what I did. I sent you that file knowing that it would do...this to you, but now that I see the pain I caused, I regret everything. I’ve never felt worse.” He sighed.

But what did he have to be sad about? Amber was confused. “Like, you don’t have to worry about it! I don’t know what the, um, file thingy did to me, exactly, but I’m super happy that you sent it to me, because I feel, like, so much better now!”

Jake shook his head. “This is exactly what I was tossing and turning over last night. You’re not better, and, and...I don’t know if there’s a way to turn you back.”

“But, like…” Amber paused, trying to form a coherent sentence. “It’s, like, not a problem. Really! I don’t need to be turned back. I’m happier this way!”

Her boss didn’t seem convinced. “To be honest, you’re just making me feel worse right now. I don’t know what to do.”

“Well, I mean, like…” She was getting an idea, and a wicked smile spread across her face. Hunger and sleep weren’t the only animalistic desires that had taken control of her the night before. No, there was something else, too, something only a man could provide. And Jake, well, he was the perfect choice to provide it. “I know what to do.” She placed a hand softly on his chest. “If you’re, like, on board with it.”

“Fuck,” said Jake, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “I’ve made a mess that I’ll never be able to clean up. I feel like dog shit, and I’m going to hell. But…” he looked down at her, “I mean, if you really mean this, if it’s really something you want, at least the new version of you, well...sure, I guess. Go right ahead.”

“Perfect,” said Amber, smiling. Then, before she was fully aware of what was happening, she was getting up on her tiptoes, and their lips were meeting in a passionate kiss.

Amber only remembered kissing one guy, and that had been a drunken makeout session in the In-N-Out parking lot; hardly a night to remember. This, though...even though it was fueled mostly by her wild lust, and even though she was pretty sure she would never have gone for it if it hadn’t been for her sudden transformation, and even though the changes of the past twelve hours were far beyond her understanding, she found herself loving every second of it. The wild way their lips pressed together, the way his tongue dove into her mouth...it was beyond compare.

She knew, though, that she needed more; every bone in her body cried out for her to go further, to crank the heat even higher, and she was powerless to control her urges, even if she had wanted to. They broke apart, and she tore at his uniform apron, tossed it to the ground. He gazed at her for a moment, looking like he’d just been introduced to someone completely new, then smiled weakly and returned her favor, yanking off her ill-fitting polo shirt and leaving her breasts bared. She realized she’d forgotten to wear a bra. Oops!

It was hardly the worst mistake Amber could have made, though. When Jake saw her big-but-still-perky breasts and her stiff pink nipples, his arousal seemed to shift to a higher gear. Gone was whatever gentleness he’d shown before; now he practically ripped the rest of her clothes off, and then his own. Then she had an opportunity to admire his body, which was surprisingly toned for a coffee shop manager. She took in the view of his handsome face, his muscles, and especially his ample cock, feeling herself growing wetter by the second. She hadn’t had a sex life before today, and now she was with this hunk? How was that even possible?

Without a word, Jake placed a hand on Amber’s shoulder and pushed her, gently but firmly, down onto her knees. He didn’t need to say anything; she knew exactly what he wanted, and, if she had still been in doubt, the steely glance he cast down at her once she was on the ground told her everything she needed to know and more.

Up close, his cock seemed almost like a living thing, a thick, veiny thing that twitched slightly as it rose to a full erection. Cautiously, almost reverently, she reached out and stroked it. She’d never wanted to give a blowjob before, but now she saw how wrong she had been; a cock was a work of art, deserving of gentle care, even of worship, regardless of the person it was attached to. She was so glad that the file had gotten rid of all those silly old ideas. Now she could be the real her.

Gently, Amber wrapped a hand around Jake’s cock and began to pump, slowly at first but then a bit faster. He exhaled, a gentle sigh of pure lust. The sound got her even more aroused, and she found herself fighting a growing urge to throw all caution to the wind and just give in to even her wildest urges. But no, that wouldn’t do; it would feel better for them both if she didn’t rush things. And pleasure was what it was all about, wasn’t it?

With that in mind, she leaned forwards, looking her partner in the eyes, and planted a kiss on the tip of his cock. A drop of precum had already formed there, and she got a taste; it was salty, musky, and slightly sweet, the flavor of virility. That was enough to get her to go further, and soon her lips were sliding over the head of his cock. Once she had it all inside, she began to take his shaft as well, creeping down as far as she could go. As she did so, she felt the pattern of veins under his skin, the soft, spongy flesh underneath, and even his heartbeat, which was significantly faster than normal. So she was getting him excited – not that she hadn’t known that already.

Once Amber had gone as far as she could, she began to bob her head up and down on Jake’s rod, to give him the feeling of fucking her mouth. She was acting on instinct now, but he seemed to like it all the same, grunting and placing his hand on the back of her head. Hopefully he hadn’t been expecting to get off easy; she was planning to bring him to within an inch of orgasm, to make sure that he remembered her forever.

And, after a few minutes of her careful ministrations, he seemed like he was getting there. His cock was even harder now, and every one of his exhales was a soft gasp. She could tell he was barely keeping it together, so she decided to try something new. While bobbing up and down on his cock, she began to twist her head slightly, rotating her mouth around his cock to give him yet another layer of pleasure.

That was too much for Jake; he grimaced and pushed Amber’s head off his shaft, grunting as he just barely fended off an orgasm. “That was...good,” he said, the hard edge still present in his voice, “but I’m far from done with you. Better brace yourself on one of the shelves or something.”

“Fuck yes,” she said. This was what she had been waiting for. Sure, the blowjob had been a lot of fun, but she knew that that wasn’t all his cock could offer her, and she wanted more. Getting up, she grabbed onto a sturdy-looking set of metal shelves and waited for him to slip on a condom that he’d produced from somewhere. Once he was done, he grabbed on to her shoulders – his grip was surprisingly strong – and began to guide himself towards her pussy.

Amber didn’t know exactly what she’d been expecting, but the sensation as Jake’s cock parted her pussy lips was shockingly intense. It wasn’t simply raw pleasure that flowed from her nerve endings there – that would probably come later – but rather a heady mix of pleasure and arousal, a cocktail that she found hard to resist. Soon, as more and more of his length buried itself inside of her, she was breathing in shallow, desperate gasps, shoving herself back against him to get more of him inside of her, to make this wonderful feeling even better.

At last, Jake’s pelvis slapped against Amber’s ass, and, without giving her even a moment’s rest, he began to thrust. She found herself squealing with each of his motions, gripping the cold steel shelf for dear life, fearing that if she didn’t she’d fall to the ground, overcome with pleasure. Her lover’s cock was the perfect thickness; not so thick that it was painful, although there were little twinges of pain whenever he pulled out that made the sensations she was experiencing so much more intense, or so thin that it didn’t stretch her enough. She felt that, if this were to keep going on forever, she wouldn’t be unhappy about it.

Within a few minutes, though, she knew that that wasn’t going to happen. Her body was climbing towards orgasm, slowly but surely. Each one of his powerful thrusts filled a reservoir within her with a little more pleasure, and soon it was sure to burst its banks, to send a flood washing over her. She found herself crying out, begging for him to do it harder, to give her more, to treat her like the dirty slut she’d suddenly become. She was almost there, teetering on the precipice…

And then, finally, Amber was there. Orgasmic ecstasy exploded through her body. Her limbs trembled, her expression went slack, everything in her being deactivated that wasn’t directly serving her pleasure organs. That included her brain, so she only dimly noted that Jake seemed to have reached his climax too, blasting his hot seed into the condom. But she couldn’t pay attention to him, only to the mind-bending sensations overcoming her completely. It was so heart-poundingly amazing, and she knew, in that moment, that whatever had happened had been worth it. The transformation, all the trouble it had caused...who cared, if it let her feel this good?

Eventually, the two lovers returned to Earth. Jake pulled his cock out of Amber, tossing the condom into a convenient trash can, and they both pulled on their clothes. Once they had done that, it was as if their tryst had never happened; certainly, they looked dishevelled, but the casual observer wouldn’t be able to tell from that alone that they had been having the best sex of both of their lives.

“Well, like, I…” Amber looked at Jake. “Like, we should do that again. It’s weird to start work after this, though.”

“Oh, definitely,” said Jake. “To both things. But hey, sex like that is worth a little awkwardness, right? We should get back out there, but, uh...give me a call this weekend, maybe?”

“Sure thing,” she said, smiling. Her life had definitely just taken a turn for the better.

* * *

It was strange; an hour later, Amber was having a completely normal workday. Sure, making drinks was harder than it had been before – she got even more orders wrong, and the line was starting to snake out the door as she desperately tried to do damage control – but nobody minded as much. Once she smiled at them and leaned forwards, flashing a nearly-illegal amount of cleavage, they tended to shut their mouths.

School would probably also be harder now, but...hey, her professors probably weren’t immune to boobs, either. She would probably be able to make them see things her way. Even as she made a mess of the coffee shop, she hummed happily to herself; nothing could get her down, not anymore.

Once the rush was over, maybe she’d dive into the shop’s spice drawer, she thought. For some reason, she was in the mood for a pumpkin spice latte.
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