
        
            
                
            
        

    
Tales From G-Tech: Caroline, Blueberry Boss
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Caroline stared at her drink, her finger tracing the rim idly while she waited for her guest to show up. Somehow, she still wasn't sure that she should be doing this; it felt beneath her, to be reaching out to someone she'd worked with in the past trying to find a job. No, more than that, it was someone so much younger than her, and that just reinforced in her mind how much her life had fallen apart.

Green eyes looked away at nothing in particular, searching for something to look at so she didn't keep sitting in her own head. The blonde had been riding high a few years before; a good job, a husband, a decent place to live... And now that was all gone. Divorce, no job, living in different places every six months... Caroline's life had certainly gone awry.

A sigh left her lips. It was probably just the mid-life crisis feeling that was making this worse. Being in her mid-forties meant that she only had so many opportunities to still reinvent herself, if she needed to. Opportunities came less and less as you aged. It was why she had jumped on this one when it appeared.

If she was pressed, she barely remembered Donna from when they worked together. The woman had been a secretary of sorts, maybe some kind of tech person, Caroline hadn't really paid attention to her at the time. Their roles in that company had been pretty far removed. Donna was young and new, Caroline had been in management and trying to advance her career; there was little overlap.

But connections and modern living being what they were, when she saw that Donna had posted something online about looking for people for some company called G-Tech... Well, it couldn't hurt to try and use the connection, no matter how remote, right? Even if Caroline didn't exactly trust whatever this G-Tech company was. Her own knowledge of it was minimal; being trapped in a marriage with a man who thought missionary was kinky didn't exactly leave much room to experiment.

And well, Caroline had never really been one to put herself into situations where she needed to be cared for. She couldn't give up that control. It was another reason this was all so hard; she was having to come to grips with the fact that she wasn't going to be able to get out of this hole on her own.

She took another drink. Had she become a drinker lately? It felt like it. Sometimes, she needed at least one, maybe two to get through the day. God, she really was falling apart, wasn't she? Not that she would admit it. No, she'd soldier on, push through it, ignore all the problems, just like always. Just like always...

"Caroline!"

Caroline looked up at the sound of her name. She knew that voice at least. And more to the point, she was glad to finally have a distraction to pull her out of her thoughts. However, what she saw was not at all what she had expected to see.

What she remembered of Donna was that she was a thin, cheerful woman, or at least a kind of chipper one. Very sunshine-y. That at least, had not changed, but the thin part was no longer true. The woman Caroline laid eyes on was now rather plump, packed into clothes that seemed altogether too small for her, with large gaps between the buttons and visible stretching of the fabric across her body.

"Donna?" Caroline hadn't meant her voice to sound so uncertain, but as she gazed at the other woman, she couldn't help but stare in confusion. This was a rather big change. Not just her size of course; all the skittishness she remembered from the woman seemed to have vanished.

"That's me!" As Donna sat down, her clothes seemed to visibly stretch to contain her, like they might burst at any moment. Though after a moment, the plump woman seemed to realize that Caroline was staring. "Oh! I guess I look a lot different from how you remember."

"A bit, yeah," Caroline nodded. Okay, that wasn't the best way to handle it.

"Yeah, well, working at G-Tech carries a few risks... Got turned into a cream puff, and I'm still losing the excess cream."

"A... cream puff?" Caroline blinked, confusion obvious on her face.

"Yep! Like a pastry. Big, fluffy, filled with cream. Probably would have needed a semi-truck and a crane to move me," Donna giggled.

That just confused Caroline more. Did that happen often at this place? Was she really that desperate for work that she'd hear that and not just immediately walk away?

Yes, yes she was.

"I see." Okay, she needed to focus. Try not to get carried away by the weirdness. "And does that... happen often?"

"Well, I guess?" Donna paused, tapping her chin in thought. "I mean, it happened to me, the receptionist is a bubble gum girl, and my roommate got turned into a coffee bean. Endless free coffee now though, so that's good."

Okay, maybe this was a terrible idea. This G-Tech place was clearly some kind of disaster area. "I see." How did she even respond to all of this? "Is that... bad?"

"What? No! It's wonderful!" Donna giggled. "I mean, we were both pretty suspicious going in. I don't think either of us expected to be anything when I took the job, but... Well, it was better than anything I could have imagined. Once you feel it, you get hooked, you know?"

"I don't, no." Caroline swallowed. She really should just leave. She should. "And this wasn't enough to make you quit?"

"Quit? It's a perk of the job!" Donna laughed again, leaning in slightly. "I mean, I don't know if it's for everyone. But I won't lie and say it's a bad thing. I mean, I was really skeptical at first... But even if you don't enjoy being that big for any period of time, our boss pays for all the stuff we make. So my roommate gets paid for all the coffee her body produces."

"And that's... lucrative?"

"Very! I mean, imagine getting paid just to be squeezed! And well, it's pretty sensual too." Donna blushed, turning away in embarrassment. "Anyway, enough about me, what about you? How are you doing? It's been forever!"

Caroline let out a sigh. Should she be honest? Perhaps she should, given Donna was being so honest with her. "Things are... less than good." To say the least. "I've been drifting around aimlessly without a point for almost a year and a half, I'm no longer married, and I've got no job prospects."

"Ah, I'm sorry to hear that," Donna nodded, looking concerned. "Was all this sudden?"

That got a sharp laugh out of Caroline. "Sudden? Hardly. The marriage was cold half a decade ago. Once you're no longer twenty the libido of a lot of guys dries up." She wouldn't admit that it had stung, how much someone suddenly making her feel unattractive had hurt. "And well, the company I was at wasn't going to promote me, and the guy they did promote hated me. And between that and the divorce... I just had to get out, you know?" Even if she hadn't known where she was going.

"I see." Donna looked thoughtful for a moment. "So what you're saying is, you need a job?" It was like the gears were turning in her head. "Well, I can certainly help you out there. I swear, my boss gives everyone jobs when she meets them. She even employed my roommate."

"I'm not looking to be... a coffee bean or anything," Caroline interjected.

"Neither was she when she came looking for me," Donna laughed. "Honestly, there are plenty of regular jobs too. But my boss is pretty fluid about what everyone's role is; honestly, she's rather chaotic."

"Sounds... exhausting." This didn't sound all that great to her. It sounded like chaos.

"It can be at times, that's true." Donna shrugged. "But it's also more energizing than any other job I've had. Gina actually cares about her employees, in her own way. If you're tired of having a boss that hates or ignores you, Gina is the exact opposite."

"I see." Okay, maybe Caroline should get more info. Clearly, Donna was happy to spill things. "So, is there some reason it's hard to fill this job? I would have figured middle to upper management at a company like this would be easy to find people for."

"Well, that's true. We've had a lot of applicants. It's more that my boss has been... oddly particular about this one, I guess." For the first time, Donna looked sorta weary. "I mean, when she promoted me after a month and hired my roommate on the spot I figured that she was the sort to just hire anyone. I've seen a number of people get hired since working there. But it turns out she's very mercurial... For some reason she's not found anyone she wants to hire, and she won't say why beyond saying that they're not a good fit."

"So what is a good fit?"

"I wish I knew!" Donna lamented. "Honestly, that's why I made that post... I'm not sure what she wants. It's the first time since I've known her that I've been lost like this. She's usually so... forward!"

"Forward?" Caroline blinked.

"Oh yeah. No one who knows Gina thinks of her as being subtle. Regardless of whether you like her or hate her, no one would ever say you don't know what she's thinking."

Caroline swirled her drink in her glass for a moment in thought. "So do you think I have a shot?" From what Donna was saying, probably not.

"Well, I think you have a better shot if I vouch for you. Though before I recommend you, I have a question I kind of need to ask."

"Shoot."

"Are you okay with having a boss who is caring but rather... absurd?"

That made Caroline laugh. "Donna, after years of having bosses who didn't care what my name was and only cared if I was attractive to them, it would be a welcome chance."

"Alright then, I'll tell her about you. Let me just send her a text..."

"Are you that close with her or does she normally work weird hours?" Caroline questioned.

"Both, really. I think she works more than anyone, though I don't know if she thinks of it as work... Oh, that was fast. She says you should come in as soon as possible."

"That was fast, yeah." Okay, things were moving. Now she just had to do it. "Okay, how's tomorrow sound?"

Caroline couldn't remember the last time she wore a suit like this. Ever since she left her last job, she'd sorta fallen into a slump, one she didn't realize she had been in until she actually had to dress for a job again. She'd always been sharp, or at least liked to think she was, but doing it now made it extremely clear how much she'd slipped in managing her own appearance.

Or maybe she was just so desperate to finally have a prospect that she was over-thinking it. Either way, she wasn't turning back now. It was time to turn on the confidence, walk with the air of a killer that was going to get away with it, just like she always had. Strut her stuff, and let no one get in her way.

That confidence lasted right up until she locked eyes with the receptionist, who appeared to be made of bubblegum. Suddenly, Caroline was very much off her game; she felt she managed to actually avoid making a scene or embarrass herself, but it was now very clear that she was in a very odd place indeed.

At least the actual office she was waiting for this Gina woman in was normal seeming enough. Had a nice view and everything. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad. Maybe this would all work out and the vibes of strangeness were just nerves brought on by the appearance of a woman made of bubble gum.

That feeling that everything might be normal lasted right up until Caroline actually saw Gina.

A tall woman, over six feet, with muscles that made her look like she was some kind of athlete, with wild, unkempt white hair and a fashion sense that could best be described as a clash between army grunt and mad scientist walked into the room with a grin that immediately set off alarm bells inside Caroline's mind. Well, that and the look in this woman's eye; mischievous didn't begin to describe it. She reminded Caroline of some kind of imp, or maybe a demon; was this what people who claimed they were tempted by the devil saw?

And why did somewhere, deep inside her, did Caroline actually like it?

She told herself it was just nerves, that she was just glad to be somewhat back in the proverbial saddle, facing down some kind of theoretical adversary; someone she could spar with rhetorically the way she always had in the past with her bosses and employees. That was it. It had to be. She wasn't going to admit to herself that the idea that she might be in some danger was kind of thrilling as an idea, or that the fantasy that was appearing in her mind was rather tempting.

No, all that had to be forced down. She made herself smile politely, that sort of smile she'd done a thousand times before, as she offered a hand. "You must be Gina. I've heard a lot about you from Donna."

Gina, rather than taking the handshake, suddenly hugged Caroline, lifting the woman off her feet and crushing the blonde woman's face into her chest. "Oh I've heard a lot about you too! I knew it was a good idea to listen to Donna on this one!"

Caroline was now acutely aware about what Donna had meant when she'd said that Gina was rather chaotic. Never in her life had she had this sort of interaction with a would be employer. Perhaps it was all a ruse to throw her off? No, this was probably just how Gina was; Donna had been right again, Gina was definitely not subtle.

Once she got released from the hug, Caroline found herself immediately trying to get things back on track. She needed to regain some kind of control over the situation. "I'm glad you think so. Donna always had a good head on her shoulders." Smoothing out her suit, she tried to focus herself. Focus on the battle of wills between herself and this woman. "And I'm glad the connection paid off."

"Yes, you're in a pretty rough place from what I hear." Gina sat on a couch, motioning for Caroline to sit on an opposite one. "Not that I asked for details. I just heard that life has hit you hard lately."

"It has, yes." Caroline sat, meeting Gina's gaze. Why was it that she'd stared down so many over-mighty men with ease, but something about looking into this woman's eyes made her feel strange? "There's been a lot going on. I haven't really felt like myself."

"Until now, you mean." Gina's smile widened slightly. "I probably shouldn't assume, but I think it's fair to say you're feeling in your element right about now."

Caroline's eyes narrowed. Had she been so obvious? She thought she was pretty good at hiding her intentions. Just how perceptive was this woman? She had to know. "Oh? And what else do you think, exactly?"

"Well, let me see." Gina leaned in slightly, eyes practically sparkling. "I think that you naturally thrive on a bit of conflict. I think you enjoy the struggle, or at least, you enjoy the challenge. I think that you've spent your life fighting against other people underestimating you. I think that you enjoy tough jobs. But you're not going to labor and struggle for no reason. If there's no benefit, no upside, then you're not interested."

Caroline tried to keep a stoic face. Had this woman read that far into her already? "I see. Is that all?"  It was like this woman could see into her; was she truly this naturally perceptive? And what was that feeling deep inside her, like something wanting to bubble up to the surface?

"No, I think there's more to it. I don't know if you're married, but I suspect that in a relationship you want to be challenged... but you also want to feel important and loved. I think you need a bit of affirmation, which you get through a back and forth with your mate. I think that the worst thing you could have in a relationship is the feeling that the other person isn't interested, that you're not attractive or worth engaging with."

Bullseye. Caroline couldn't hide the hard swallow. Was this woman psychic? "I see." She just needed to keep it together. Redirect this. Parry this line of thought. "And this relates to work... how?"

"Because more than anything else, the line between work and love is a thin one for you. The same things that you love in a job, you love in work. Beyond that, my job and this entire company are about finding needs and filling them; that goes for my employees as well as my customers. Satisfied employees make better workers, I find."

A pause. "And I think that all of this comes together rather nicely with you. I think that you're at a crossroads; your life is falling apart, which is the only reason you'd look for a job at a place like this to begin with. You're struggling, personally and professionally. You're not certain where you want to go. You're looking for a challenge that is going to pay off. You don't strike me as someone that would ever think to walk into here if you were satisfied and happy with yourself or your situation."

God, every word seemed to be dragged out of Caroline's soul. This woman was dangerous, she knew that. Whatever else she might be, this woman seemed to have a way to just know things, and Caroline wasn't sure she liked that. She didn't like feeling exposed, she didn't like not having controls in situations like this.

And yet, it was sort of thrilling. How long had it been since she felt on the back foot like this? Not dismissed, not ignored, not uninteresting; Gina was clearly regarding her as she was, and practically throwing down the gauntlet for her, seemingly fully aware that having someone do that was exactly what Caroline wanted deep down.

Well, challenge accepted then. "Well, let's say I wasn't happy in my situation. Let's say you're right. Theoretically, of course. Seeing as you think you're so wise and thoughtful... why don't you go a little further, hm? Why don't you say what I want from you? What I'm expecting for you to do for me?" Was she goading Gina a bit? Absolutely. But she couldn't resist challenging her. It was the best way she could fight back at the moment, even if deep down, she knew Gina would probably rise to it, and wanted her to do it. It just wouldn't be fun if she didn't.

"Well, since you want me too..." Gina purred. "I think that you want a challenge, and a direction. You want someone who is going to push you, to test you. You want someone who isn't going to give you something impossible hoping you'll fail, but someone who will give you things hoping you'll succeed. I also think since walking in here, you've found yourself wanting something else from me as well."

"Something else, hm?" Caroline smirked. "And what might that be?"

"I have no doubt that you've already thought a bit about what might happen to you here, having seen Donna yesterday. And probably our receptionist today. I'm also sure you've looked up my company and what we do. And I think that while you've never imagined yourself ever being turned into something, the idea appeals to that side of you that would absolutely love to have someone care for her."

"Oh really?" Caroline forced herself not to blush. She was going to keep it together, even if Gina's words were hitting closer to a truth that Caroline hadn't entirely admitted yet.

"In fact, I could imagine someone like you having all manner of fantasies, especially if your last love wasn't adventurous or challenging enough for you. You, Caroline, the very embodiment of the modern and powerful woman, striding forth with total confidence, ending up as a mere fruit or pastry, helplessly and embarrassingly left nude and bloated and massive. Poor, helpless Caroline, rolled off somewhere to be juice, expensive suit left in tatters on the floor."

Gina leaned closer, and Caroline swallowed hard again, realizing that she'd leaned closer herself. "I think that, deep down, you see such things as a challenge. You tell yourself you'd never do it, that it wouldn't happen to you, that you wouldn't want it, but you know that's a lie. You deny yourself the pleasure, because the thrill for you comes from denial. It's no fun if you just get it. You need to tease it out, build it up, prepare the ground for the experience... and of course, the other person has to take care of your needs too."

"If... if you say so." Again Caroline swallowed thickly. Now she really couldn't hide the blush. Why was she getting hot under the collar like this? It frustrated her how easily Gina seemed to dig deep into her, see through her carefully crafted facade of calm and cool stoicism. And what was worse, she could feel some urge inside her, some urge bubbling up, and she knew this woman was to blame. "And let me guess, you think you're the only one who understands the one you're dealing with." Yes, turn it around. Accuse, get back into control of this conversation.

"Oh no, not at all. I think that you have a better idea about what kind of person I am than most. In fact, if I understand you as I think I do, I imagine you think Donna got sucked into my personality and swept up into a lifestyle she wasn't prepared for."

"You're not wrong." Okay, not going well so far on the whole regaining control of the conversation. "I know your type. I've met people like you before. Not... so good at it, but similar. You're charismatic, you're perceptive, and you know what to say and how to say it to make people agree with you. You tempt people, you suck them into your orbit, and then you never let them go. Donna was always the sort to find someone like you attractive; a girl like her looking for someone with stability and focus."

"You think I'm a source of stability?" Gina giggled. "That's a first."

"You might be chaotic, you might be unpredictable, but you're stable in at least one way," Caroline asserted. "You're passionate about your work. You have a set of beliefs and desires and you never deviate from them. You'd never break away from your ideas for something like money or personal advancement. If someone doesn't like you or your ideas, you couldn't care less. That's remarkably stable."

"Very true," Gina agreed. "So how does that relate to you, hm?"

"You're like some kind of demon from morality stories, with how good you are at tempting people," Caroline sighed. "And... I like it. I won't deny that. I enjoy the challenge. I know damn well that if I stay here, if I take this job, if I agree to work for you... You're going to turn me into something. Maybe it'll be an accident. Maybe you'll make it look like one. Maybe I'll agree to it beforehand... but it's going to happen. And when it does, there's just... one thing I don't know."

"And what's that?"

Caroline turned away slightly. "Whether you're actually going to care about me personally. I don't know you well enough to know if this is just a game to you, where you sucker in people and use them for your own amusement. Where you find people you can manipulate and use their needs to turn them into things and wrap them around your fingers. I don't know if you'd actually care about me."

Suddenly, Gina was very close, gently taking Caroline's chin between her thumb and forefinger to ensure that their eyes were meeting when she replied. "I can say with absolute certainty that I would never manipulate someone so coldly, never intentionally try to turn someone into less than they started with just for my own satisfaction. Would you like to know why I do what I do, Caroline?"

Caroline shivered slightly under Gina's touch as she said her name. She knew she was being swept up by this woman; she knew she was falling and much of her wanted it to happen. "Y-yes."

"Because I adore indulging people. I find needs, and I fill them. Some people like Donna crave stability, that's true. And I'm happy to provide that. Every person I dote on, every relationship I enter is different, because their needs are different. And with you, I know what you truly crave is a challenge... but you also want your partner to prove themselves to you, don't you?"

"I-I do, yes."

"That's why you're not shying away from the idea of being turned into something. You'd love for me to be the cold seductress, the one who seduces you, because you enjoy being seduced. And then, when you're needy and helpless and immobile, you want me to answer the challenge that comes with it: will I be there to care for you when you can't care for yourself?"

Caroline could feel her walls breaking down inside her. She could feel her needs spilling out. This woman was far more perceptive than she'd given her credit for, she saw that now. She'd never stood a chance, had she? She wanted to reply, but all that came out was a quiet moan, her breath growing heavier as Gina talked. God, she'd never acted like this around anyone, not even her ex-husband...

"I also think that you enjoy holding up the fiction that you wouldn't want it, that you're above it, that you would absolutely hate to end up as a fruit, even as you seek it out. I'm your excuse, your rationalization. And I'm okay with that. I'm okay with allowing you to justify your needs however you like, just as I'm okay with satisfying them."

"You are?" Caroline's voice shook slightly; she knew this woman wasn't lying, but it was hard to believe all the same, even if she wanted to more than anything. "You'd do that for me?"

"Oh absolutely. Our relationship can be our little secret~" Gina's thumb brushed against Caroline's lips. "So what do you say I give you a little tour of my lab, hm? See what trouble we can find~"

"I-I'd like that, yes," Caroline agreed. God, she was really going through with this. She'd been utterly outplayed by this woman, and she couldn't be happier. How had all her suspicions been so easily parried by Gina? How had all her doubts been cast aside so simply? It was like she was being enthralled, only willingly so. Every step she took, she did so willingly, which only made it worse... or maybe better. It was hard to tell.

Gina drew back, and Caroline found herself missing the woman's touch immediately. That had never happened before; perhaps there was something about Gina, something about this place, that made everything that much harder to resist, made the cravings and needs so much more potent. Caroline found it hard to care.

"Now then," Gina said with an air of authority. "Let's go and show you the sorts of things you'll be managing, hm?"

"Right. We should definitely do that." It was amazing how fast Gina could just switch gears; or maybe she wasn't switching them at all, given she knew Caroline's fantasy was work disasters gone wrong. Straightening her suit as best she could, she followed Gina along, trying as hard as she could to avoid making it look like she was some kind of trained dog. No, she would walk with authority, with confidence, just like she always did, even if it was really hard right now when she felt such a desire to just throw herself before the woman and let her do what she wanted.

It was a short trip into what Gina called her lab. It wasn't really much of a lab in the traditional sense, more like some kind of sprawling underground labyrinth mixed with honeycomb like rooms, each one containing... something. Caroline would have asked, but as soon as she opened her mouth, Gina had already opened one and revealed its contents.

The pair were greeted with a loud, orgasmic cry, and the scent of coffee. Before Caroline's eyes was what looked like a giant coffee bean, nearly twelve feet tall and at least seven feet wide, being squeezed by some kind of giant french press. The only thing that marked it as being something other than a bean were the rather stretched out nipples leaking coffee, and the woman's hair, bloated face, and sex.

Caroline swallowed thickly. "I-I assume that's Donna's roommate?"

"Oh, so you heard? And here I thought it would be a surprise," Gina giggled, as the press came down again, the coffee scent only growing stronger as the bean woman sprayed coffee everywhere in the chamber. "Janine has rather taken to the experience; originally she came in worried about Donna, but with a little bit of convincing, I hired her as our press secretary of sorts. Ideally, she's supposed to be making content to show off what happens, but as it stands, she's spent her time producing different kinds of coffee for me. I might just have to have her transferred to production at this rate..."

"P-production?" Caroline cursed herself for squeaking, but the idea of just being a product was tempting and arousing in her mind. Her, all proud and confident, reduced to a product to be squeezed for a production line...

No! She couldn't just let that happen so quickly. She needed to focus. "I-I'm sure you were very convincing."

"I always am~" Gina giggled. "Once you know what someone wants, it's usually just a matter of giving them a little nudge, and they'll dive right in without a second thought. What people desire most of all is permission; once you give them cover for their vices, they'll just gorge themselves without a care in the world."

"I can't imagine," Caroline lied.

"No matter, you'll be able to soon~" Gina turned around, a wide smile on her face as the press came down again behind her. "Honestly, this is partially why I need you here. I'm a creator not a manager; I need someone to keep thing straight, you know?"

"Yeah, that makes sense." Caroline tried not to stare too much at the giant coffee bean woman. Why did she suspect that was going to be her one day soon? "How many, uh, employees do you have?"

"Oh, hundreds. I usually just use an AI I programmed to manage it all, but it lacks the human touch. Someone to keep them from all ending up in the production line, you know?"

"I don't, but I guess I'll see soon..."

"Exactly! No need to rush. Oh, that reminds me, would you like to see Donna?"

"You mean at work?"

"Oh no, she turned herself into an eclair after meeting with you by eating something she shouldn't have." Why did Gina always sound like such insane things were entirely normal? Perhaps they were around here.

"Uh, sure, I guess." In truth, Caroline was extremely curious, but she wasn't going to show that. She'd just seen Donna yesterday, and while she had been a bit on the plump side, there was no way she could have turned into something so quickly, right?"

Her doubts were quickly proven wrong. In another nearby room sat Donna, who was very much the giant eclair that Gina had described. And yet, it was still amazing to see it for herself; to see the person she'd seen the day before now as a giant pastry.

For Donna didn't look much like a human at all. She was nearly fifteen feet long, oozing chocolate cream at both ends, a pleased, almost drunken expression on her bloated, fat face. Atop her body was more chocolate cream, as though she really was a dessert, prepared and ready to be eaten by someone if only she was much smaller.

Caroline swallowed hard, a blush coming to her face. That could be her. It probably would be her in the near future. Huge, helpless, entirely clueless as to the world around her. "She's very... big." God, she sounded so stupid right now. That was all she could say about someone she knew being revealed as a giant pastry?

"Quite so! And honestly, she probably could have been bigger, but I didn't want to risk her exploding."

"Exploding?" Caroline's eyes widened. She hadn't even considered that this might be dangerous; somehow just seeing it made it seem like everything would be fine. But if they could explode... would she explode? Would she die? She might not want to go through with this, she might need to-

Gina poking Caroline's nose snapped her out of her racing thoughts. "Hey now, don't worry. I'm a professional, and no one gets hurt in my lab. Especially not people I care for. If you explode, it's because that was supposed to happen, okay?"

"Okay." It still wasn't that okay, but Caroline decided that for now, she should trust Gina's words; after all, she clearly knew more about becoming a giant pastry than she did. "So she... wasn't supposed to end up like this?"

"Well, anyone who ate what I left out would have ended up like this. Poor woman can't keep her appetite in check, which admittedly, is partially why she's so cute." Gina poked Donna's side, causing the eclair to let out a loud moan, followed by the release of a large gushing of chocolate cream.

Caroline averted her eyes. Not out of embarrassment, but because if she looked at that, she was going to start fantasizing, and she needed to keep this together as long as possible. "Right, so, she's being punished?"

"A bit. I may have left it out to see if she'd eat it. It's fun to mess with her occasionally, you know?"

"I wouldn't, no." One thing Caroline had already noticed was that Gina at least seemed to be more... intimate with her creations. She was affectionate in a way that Caroline wasn't used to; even when she had been married, the relationship hadn't been so... soft? Comforting? She didn't know the word. But it wasn't this. Sure, Gina was almost like a baker lovingly crafting their pastries but... Well it was better than the image of some kind of tyrant or sadist.

"So if that's her... What do you have planned for me?" Caroline finally got out after a few moments of silence.

"What makes you think I have anything planned, hm?" Gina giggled, turning back to the other woman.

"Oh come on, I know you must have thought of something. You probably knew what you wanted to make me as soon as I walked into your line of sight..." Was that hot or not to her? She couldn't tell yet.

"Hm, I suppose you're right. But I figured that since you're looking for something a bit sensual and yet experimental... we'll do an experiment."

"An... An experiment?" Oh dear, what might that mean? Caroline could only guess.

"Yep! It might do nothing, or you might end up as something fun!" Again Gina giggled, as she motioned for Caroline to follow her. "Honestly, you would be surprised how many people want the classics, but they also want experiments. So I've been preparing something just for them..."

"And what's that, exactly?"

"Well, some people really like the idea of chewing gum that turns you into a fruit, right? But what if every stick didn't do that? What if only some of the sticks did that? Then it's a game; you never know which one might cause you to swell right up!" Gina seemed positively giddy, almost manic. "And just think, someone stealing pieces from you might never know if they'll swell up either! A wonderful prank on top of it all!"

This side of Gina was new; the clearly manic, almost mad scientist side of her. Caroline had a moment of hesitation; was this really who she wanted to trust herself with? And yet, part of it was extremely thrilling, the idea that there was just a hint of danger to it all.

"Well, I guess I can see that..." Caroline began, before she was led into another large room. This one had what appeared to be some kind of massive press on one side, similar to the one she'd seen the bean woman in, only it had some kind of suction cup apparatus to one side. She could only imagine what that was going to be used for.

"Alright then, let's do this!" Suddenly, Gina was thrusting a stick of gum into Caroline's hands; an expectant look on her face.

"Right. It's time, I guess." Carefully, she unwrapped it, before popping the gum into her mouth; she supposed this counted as a bit of an accident. "I guess you weren't going to like, toss me into a pit of marshmallow fluff or something..."

"Oh, I certainly could! But I realized from how you reacted to Janine and Donna that you really weren't going to be comfortable with that. So, I'm improvising."

"That's... understandable." The more time Caroline spent with Gina, the more she realized how thought out everything the woman did was. Well, the things that she seemed to do with people were. She wasn't sure about everything else...

However, there wasn't much time to think about that, because the gum was finally beginning to show it's flavor, and it was rather intense. All of a sudden, it was like whole slices of rich, blueberry pie were being stuffed into her mouth. Caroline's cheeks puffed out, her mouth now filled with as much blueberry pie as it could hold every time she swallowed.

Never before had she tasted anything so good, and never before had she ever tasted it in such large quantities. It was almost overwhelming, the way every swallow was immediately followed up with more pie, like some kind of pipe had been shoved into her mouth and set to full blast. Blue juice dribbled from her lips, her eyes bulging with surprise as she found herself chewing and swallowing, chewing and swallowing.

And suddenly, Caroline realized that she couldn't stop herself. She was like a robot, chewing and swallowing slice after slice of pie, her mouth moving almost mechanically to consume each slice as it was produced by the gum. Her gaze moved to Gina, hoping to at least convey that she wasn't sure about this anymore, only to find the larger woman grinning wildly with amusement.

Oh, this had been intended, hadn't it? It had all been planned, this, just like Gina had said. She'd seduced and tempted Caroline, and now here Caroline was, chomping away on the gum that was soon going to render her into a fruit. A fruit to be rolled and squeezed and left helpless before the mad scientist woman who had so easily coaxed this desire out of her...

And it turned her on so very much.

Caroline moaned, her thighs rubbing together gently, as realization fully hit her. That, and the sudden feeling of fullness in her gut. Looking down, Caroline watched as her belly bloated, pressing against the buttons of her blouse, pressing down against the waistband of her pants, pushing against the buttons on her suit jacket.

In barely a moment, fullness was no longer enough to describe how Caroline felt; though she'd never been pregnant, she imagined this was how it felt. Her stomach was clearly stretching, attempting to contain the whole pies she had undoubtedly consumed. Caroline's hands pressed against her increasingly round middle, noting how firm and hard it was... and how the sound of sloshing liquid sounded with every movement of her body.

Another realization hit her; the pie in her mouth was turning to juice in her gut. She was swelling, like some kind of water balloon, and yet all she felt was a mix of panic and arousal. It was strange, how those two feelings mixed, how the fear of what she had decided to do only stimulated her more.

And through it all, Gina grinned. "You know, blue is absolutely your color~"

Had she been able to speak through her bloated cheeks, Caroline would have asked what Gina meant. Not that she needed to wait long to figure it out, for Gina was now holding a mirror before her, revealing a startling new development: Caroline's entire face was blue.

No, not just her face. Her hair too, was turning blue. Caroline could only watch in horror and surprise as her blonde locks turned a deep blue from root to tip. Then, she watched as it disappeared beneath her collar, causing her to look down at herself to see just how far it was going. She knew the answer of course, but seeing was believing, and she could see very well just how blue she was becoming.

Caroline held up her hands, watching the blue hue spread from beneath her shirt and jacket cuffs until each of her fingers was the same deep blue that her face and hair were. Lower down, her gut gurgled, a feeling of pressure beginning to grow from deep within her. Caroline's hands went to her middle, as she realized how taut and firm her belly had become beneath her clothing. Somewhere in her mind, she realized she'd never wear these clothes again, but her mind forced itself to focus on the increasingly uncomfortable pressure deep within her belly.

Surely, she'd run out of room. Surely, Caroline thought, she'd get no bigger. She couldn't possibly consume any more pie! And yet she did; her mouth refused to stop chewing, and the gum refused to stop producing slices. Caroline's stance widened slightly, her breathing growing labored in between swallows. The tightness and pressure were only increasing, and a feeling of danger crept into her mind; surely, Gina hadn't been joking about this being safe, right? She wouldn't let her explode, hadn't led her down her to burst like some kind of extra in an alien movie, right?

Suddenly, it felt like something inside Caroline gave way. Juice from her gut seemed to flow everywhere at once, even as it seemed to pool in her breasts and butt. Rather that worry, all she could feel was relief that the pressure was gone, and that she had much more room for the juice to go...

A popping sound suddenly drew Caroline's attention back to her figure. Eyes wide, she gazed down at her belly, which had just burst through the button of her pants. Never in her life had Caroline ever been anything resembling fat, so this sudden development was certainly a new one for her. Caroline watched, as every bite made her belly bigger, as every bite caused her clothes to draw tighter around her midsection; the first button on her suit jacket burst, followed by another, until finally the last one shot off somewhere in the room.

Where they landed wasn't as important to her as the new changes to her body. It felt strange, the feeling of juice filling her, like she was turning into something new, like she really was the balloon she had imagined when this had started a few minutes before. Now the juice filled more than her belly, causing her chest to go up a cup size, then two, then three, as the buttons on her shirt began to pucker and the gaps between them grew wider. Behind her, Caroline's ass swelled outward, each butt cheek becoming larger and wider, easily filling out the seat of her pants and causing loud creaking sounds to echo from the stitching.

"Well look at you~" Gina cooed, poking and prodding Caroline's swelling body with a finger. "Ms. Caroline is getting rather plump. Maybe she'll even get as big as her pride is~"

Caroline's cheeks burned, a purplish hue coloring her blue face. She'd never considered that she might have a bit of an embarrassment kink; she'd never allowed anyone to do it, and she'd never trusted anyone to not make it too personal. But somehow here, with Gina, she was enjoying it, the feeling that she was a fool, that she was being punished for it, that she had walked right into the lion's den and was paying the price for it.

"Yes, my dear Ms. Caroline, so proud and headstrong, letting me have my fun with her. How confident you were when you walked in, how determined you were not to let the strangeness get the better of you... now look at you. The strangeness seems to be all you're interested in~"

Gina gave Caroline's ass a squeeze, causing the juice to displace itself into Caroline's gut, and forcing one of the buttons to shoot off from the strain. Arousal shot through Caroline's body, causing her to let out a moan. She could feel herself growing wet, feel juice leaking out of her sex, feel it dripping down her legs and making it more and more obvious that whatever she had thought herself as before, she was now very much becoming a berry.

"That's my blueberry girl~" Gina cooed. "Even if you're a bit of a leaker~" Again, Caroline flushed, trying to avoid Gina's gaze. "Of course, it was always a matter of time before this happened. Once you walk through my door, you never leave the same way. How haughty of you, to think you'd be different, to think you'd be leaving in some way other than being rolled out, or carried by a crane."

Again Caroline moaned. Gina seemed to know just how to tease her, how to hit the perfect tone of voice to make Caroline needy. It was like a cat playing with a mouse; a bloated, blue, swelling mouse.

And Caroline was swelling. Her shirt buttons quickly began to give way, her breasts bursting through her bra and resting comfortably atop her dome of a belly. More than that, it was quickly becoming possible for Caroline to rest atop her belly simply by leaning forward, something that was far easier now compared to trying to lift all this new weight. Her breasts were quickly obscuring her sight though, even as they gave her a perfect view of her engorged, swollen, purple nipples.

"Now, let's see how you taste, hm?"

Before Caroline could even make a sound to indicate her confusion, Gina had walked forward, placed her lips to Caroline's purple nipple, and given it a hard squeeze. Instantly, pleasure shot through the woman, arousal flooding her brain as she came, juice running down her legs like a stream.

"Delicious~ You're a wonderful berry. Now you just have fully ripen~"

Caroline barely registered the choice of words; she was still trying to recover from the haze of pleasure that she had felt a moment before. It was only when she found her feet lifting off the ground that she realized just how big she was growing; one shoe fell to the floor, followed by another; it was probably for the best, for a new change was now coming over the blueberry woman.

Juice now flowed into her limbs, causing them to plump up accordingly. Caroline found it increasingly hard to bend her arms and legs, as juice caused them to thicken more and more. Soon, her hands and feet followed, each finger and toe turning into a swollen little sausage atop what looked like a blown up rubber glove...

The sudden sound of ripping fabric drew Caroline's attention back to her increasingly unfitting attire. Her ass had split her pants a while ago, but now her legs were tearing her pants apart at the seams, both from growing too thick, and from pushing them further apart. The same was happening with the remains of her shirt and jacket, as her arms burst through the sleeves and the distance between her limbs tore the fabric down her back.

Soon, the bloated blue starfish that had been a woman was left naked, scraps of her formerly professional clothes settling around her body. Gina kicked them to one side, before resting herself between Caroline's huge breasts. Breast that were, at present, starting to seem like they were shrinking, as she grew rounder, and the mounds grew taught. Indeed, all of Caroline's body seemed to be rounding out, as her back and sides, arms and legs, began to become absorbed into her swelling form.

"My my, aren't you ripening nicely. Maybe I'll change my mind and leave you as produce instead of hiring you as a manager~" There was a mischievous glint in Gina's eyes that made it unclear if Gina was joking or not, and that only added to Caroline's arousal. Her, a hard working professional woman, reduced to mere produce, a fruit to be juiced and squeezed and used...

The arousal was getting harder to think through. The bigger Caroline swelled, the more aroused she became. Her entire body felt like it was becoming an erogenous zone; perhaps it was because of how stretched out she was becoming, perhaps it was because of how sensitive her skin was, perhaps it was that her body had been altered by the gum she was still chewing enough to make this new reaction normal. Whatever it was, she was enjoying it; losing herself to bliss was proving rather pleasurable, after all.

But before she could really lose herself to the bliss, there was Gina, right in front of her, drawing Caroline's attention back to her. "Now then, that's probably enough~" Suddenly, Gina gave Caroline's cheeks a squeeze, causing the gum to pop out of the blueberry woman's mouth. Caroline let out a whine, immediately missing the taste of the pie.

"Now now, don't be too sad; you're not nearly ripe yet," Gina teased. Caroline would have asked what that meant, but before she could speak, juice flowed to her head, causing her lips and cheeks to puff up as they filled with juice. Immediately, a realization dawned on her: she didn't need the gum anymore. She was swelling on her own! Her body was now such a berry that it was causing her to fill up without the need of the gum!

Again, the mix of horror and arousal shot through her body and mind; she was now entirely out of control. She'd been before, she knew that, but at least before the possibility had existed that she might have, in some way, stopped chewing and stopped the swelling. But now, that possibility was gone; once again Gina had sealed off a possibility of escape after dangling it in front of her.

Caroline could have cursed her, if she wasn't so turned on by how deftly Gina was manipulating her needs and feelings, how effortless she seemed to make twisting her desires until Caroline found herself becoming and craving things she'd never admitted to or wanted before.

Gina, for her part, seemed to be reveling in the situation as much as Caroline was. The wild grin on her face still, she pressed a finger to Caroline's bloated blue lips. "Nope, not ripe yet at all. My berry has so much more room inside her; I won't accept anything less than perfection from such a proud, haughty woman who thought she could resist my charms~"

Caroline didn't know if Gina was being honest, or if she was just using Caroline's kinks against her, but it didn't really matter in the end. The berry woman let out a moan, feeling her hands and feet finally disappearing, feeling her nipples stretching taut, feeling her body becoming truly spherical, save for her rather swollen head. She was now well and truly immobile, helpless before this woman, entirely unable to save herself or turn herself back.

She was a blueberry, now and forever, until this woman decided to turn her back. If she decided to turn her back. Somehow, that idea, of never turning back, aroused her a great deal.

But there was no time to think about that. Gina suddenly rolled Caroline forward, again causing her to moan with bliss, enough so that Caroline could meet her gaze. It suddenly dawned on Caroline that she was looking down, not up anymore; that would mean that she radius was at least six and a half, maybe seven feet.

Which meant she was somewhere around fourteen feet wide, and she could still feel herself growing.

Wider. Fuller. Larger. Rounder.

Caroline's body groaned audibly, her skin stretching to hold in all the juice filling up her body. The pressure was starting to grow as well, and once again the thought of popping filled her mind. Would she burst? Had Gina really told the truth about not letting her explode? Maybe it had been a lie, maybe she had been trapped, maybe she was doomed...

"Aw, it someone worried that I lied to her?" Gina cooed playfully. "That's what I like about you, you know. You're such a woman of extremes. On one hand, you're so proud and confident; certain you can handle anything, certain that there's always a way out, certain that you're capable enough to survive whatever is thrown at you. And then on the other, you're almost paranoid, you mind worrying about everything, wanting so badly to believe someone's words but struggling with endless, crippling doubt. You'd never have trusted anyone else for this, that much I'm certain of."

Caroline let out a whine through bloated cheeks, the pressure only growing more extreme as Gina talked. How badly she wanted to get off, how desperate she was for a climax, and Gina denied her any such relief. Curse this woman, for knowing exactly what she liked. Curse her, for reading her so well!

Gina cupped Caroline's bloated, round face, a wide grin on her face and a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Perhaps I'll leave you this way. Perhaps I'll keep you as my personal blueberry juice dispenser..." For a moment Gina seemed thoughtful, before breaking out into giggles. "Sorry, sorry, I couldn't do that. You're far too interesting for me to break a promise so easily. You'll get squeezed, that much I can assure you. But I am going to have fun first."

Before Caroline could even guess what fun Gina planned on having, the woman disappeared from her sight. Her now blue eyes searched the room as best she could, but it wasn't until she felt Gina's fingers slip into her sex that she realized that Gina intended. Immediately, Caroline came, juice spraying from her sex as the pleasure shot through her massive orb of a body. Whatever juice she lost, however, didn't make much difference, because her body very quickly replaced it.

There was no time to think about what that meant though, because Gina went right back to fingering the blueberry woman. Amazingly, she seemed to have a firm idea of just how to touch Caroline, like she had intimate knowledge of where she enjoyed being touched the most. That was impossible though, or it should have been, for Gina to know as much about what Caroline liked as an intimate lover. Part of her wanted to focus on that, but the side that chose ignoring the questions won out; there would be time to ask how Gina knew her so intimately when she wasn't currently riding wave after wave of erotic pleasure.

Caroline lost track of how many times she came; time seemed to move strangely around Gina already, and it was harder to keep track of things when she was being fingered so expertly by the woman. Eventually though, it stopped, and Gina appeared right in front of Caroline's face, grinning madly and covered in blueberry juice. Her blueberry juice.

"My, you're delicious, you know that? Perfectly ripe. But then, perhaps I should have expected someone like you to be perfect no matter what form you're in, hm?" Gina booped Caroline's nose, giving a playful wink. "That said, I think it's time to juice you. I thought about leaving you like this for a bit, let you stew in your thoughts... But I think that's a bit cruel for your first time. I'll leave the denial of squeezing for next time~"

That was a nice thing to hear, at least. Though part of Caroline's mind hung on the squeezing part. She knew she had to be juiced, but squeezing certainly denoted something very... particular. There wasn't much time to consider it though, because Gina was already rolling her forward, end over end, towards the tubes Caroline had seen earlier.

Tubes that were now being attached to her sex and rear, and of course, where her nipples probably had been. It was like being outfitted with suction cups, the way they adhered themselves to her. "Okay, time to really get going~" Gina said with a wink. "Make lots of juice for me, Caroline~" And then with a brief peck to Caroline's swollen blue lips, Gina took a step back, the glass door sliding closed between them.

For a moment, there was silence, followed by a dull humming sound as the various tubes adhered more tightly to her skin. Above her came a quiet rumbling sound, and then...

A massive metal plate pressed down upon her, squeezing the massive blueberry woman against the ground, causing juice to immediately flow through the various tubes before disappearing into the factory.

Caroline didn't exactly have much time or energy to think about where the juice was going though, because she was a bit too busy drowning in the feelings of ecstasy that being juiced was giving her. She'd never felt so good, never cum so hard, nor so many times, as the press came down over and over, forcing the juice out of her massive body. How comical she must have looked, the put together modern woman, turned into a massive blueberry, craving nothing but more of this experience. Everything she had been was gone, unimportant to her now; if she had been asked if she wanted to remain this way forever, she might have decided to go for it.

She had no idea how long she was actually in the juicer, being squeezed like the fruit she was. It could have been hours, it could have been days. Time was hard to measure when you were continually riding wave after wave of pleasure and ecstasy. Perhaps Gina was intentionally trying to break her; perhaps she was just trying to show Caroline that she had no reason to deny herself this. Whatever the reason, Caroline was happy in a way that she hadn't been in a long time.

For once, she could just sit back and enjoy herself, let the world move around her and not think about anything. Not that she could think at the moment, even if she wanted to. Still, it was going to be very hard not to fall in love with this; doing her job was certainly going to be hard if this was always tempting her...

"Look, all I'm saying is that you need to get this done before the end of the week, okay?" Caroline pinched the bridge of her blue nose, trying to fight off the headache that she could feel coming on. "I know you feel like you need to test everything, Janine, but we can't post reviews you haven't written, okay?"

The former coffee bean sighed and nodded. "Right, right. I'll get on that."

"Good. Please don't make me have to micromanage you." Caroline waved a hand to dismiss the woman; honestly, she got the feeling that Gina gave her this position so that she didn't have to be the bad guy. No, that probably wasn't accurate; Gina didn't have the focus to manage much of anything. She was a tornado, a hurricane of energy and ideas, and actually remembering to focus on things was beyond her.

With Janine gone, Caroline leaned back in her wide chair, looking out the window. It was a nice view. Gina at least, treated her like she was important; in every other job she'd had, Caroline had almost felt undervalued, but Gina gave her everything she might want without a moment's hesitation. Corner office? Done. View? Done. Benefits? Done.

She'd even helped Caroline get a wider wardrobe; something the blueberry woman had sorely needed once she'd gotten out of the juicer. Much to her surprise, her figure was decidedly heavier than she'd expected it to be, and she was still blue. That took some getting used to, waking up every morning and seeing a blue woman in the mirror.

Well, that and needing to juice herself regularly. Apparently, that would persist, at least for a bit, while her body turned back. Caroline complained of course, but they weren't real complaints; waking up and getting off every morning to the feeling of juice being squeezed from her breasts was rather pleasant, all things considered.

The clothing problem persisted though. Caroline went through clothes like they were tissues; finding herself swelling during the day was embarrassing to say the least, and it ruined more than a few outfits. She'd never admit to liking it either, especially when Gina gave her that smirk and teased her. Stupid sexy mad scientist.

Honestly, their relationship might have been weirder than the fact that she had become a blueberry; Caroline wasn't entirely sure what she was to the woman. Was she a lover? A girlfriend? A member of Gina's seemingly increasingly large harem of employees? Whatever she was, Caroline found it hard to care, and that part irked her. How was it that she could on one hand just be another plaything to Gina, and yet feel entirely comfortable and happy with her?

Maybe she just didn't want to be happy, or maybe she was fighting the idea that happiness was something she should be allowed to have. That idea she forced down. A number of times she'd had a meal with Gina, and every time she thought of it she'd find herself with a forkful of something in her mouth, placed there by an opportunistic Gina with that wide grin on her face.

Those meals always ended with Caroline having to waddle back to her office too...

But they were more than worth it. Sure, she'd probably not be a blueberry much longer; the color of her hair was already returning, and she wasn't swelling as much. Then she could go back to her old clothes and life. She could even leave G-Tech if she wanted, she supposed...

Leaning back in her chair, Caroline thought for a moment about what she was going to do. She couldn't imagine leaving now, nor could she imagine leaving Gina. How could she do that, when things were going so good? Was she really so unused to things going well that she wanted to ruin them just to prove that they shouldn't be?

No, that wasn't it entirely. Caroline knew there was something else, something that lurked deep in her mind when she was alone at night and her fingers moved to touch her blue sex. The thoughts of what she could be, of what could happen to her here, the thoughts of what might be done to her by Gina, the thoughts of what they might share together.

A blueberry was just the first thing she'd become, and Caroline could only imagine what else she might end up before this was all over. Gina's mind was always very creative, and more than once had the woman teased her about possible ends.

A marshmallow. An eclair. A pumpkin. Once, Gina had teased her about ending up as some kind of giant apple, and placed on display for everyone to see. The idea aroused her, not that she'd ever admit to being aroused by such a humiliating idea.

Caroline looked down at her blue body, giving one of her breasts a gentle squeeze, watching the juice stain her shirt. Her life was so strange now, and yet she was happy, wasn't she? Maybe it was okay to just let things happen. She had the best of both worlds here, didn't she? She was important and valued at work, and she was with a lover who could make her feel all kinds of things, and somehow she never felt undesirable.

That part confused her though. She'd asked some of the other employees about it, especially Donna and Janine, trying to figure out how anyone could both be entirely uncertain of what they were to Gina and yet feel entirely comfortable with her. The answer Caroline got was that it didn't really matter; when you were with her, you felt loved and desired and important, and she made you the center of her attention. Normal people seemed to have limits, be tired, or get bored; Gina never seemed to run out of steam no matter who she was dealing with. It was like she could contain the love and attention of hundreds of people...

It made Caroline's head hurt, trying to fathom it. When they were together, she was happy, and yet she somehow felt like the only one and yet knew that she was not. Part of her wanted to come up with some kind of conspiracy theory, that there must be multiple Gina's, or something like that.

It was pointless though, she knew that. She was just looking for ways to convince herself that she wasn't happy again. For now though, she was going to make herself relax. Enjoy the nonsense that had infected her life, maybe let herself swell up a bit more this time before she juiced herself.

And maybe she'd give Donna a call, ask her about what kinds of things Gina might like as gifts. Caroline did want to find a way to repay the woman...

Oh who was she kidding? She just wanted some excuses for being around her. Maybe she'd accept that one day. For now though, denial was going to be her best friend. Just like how she definitely didn't enjoy being a blueberry. Nope.


Afterword

Thank you for reading! If you're interested in similar stories, please feel free to check out the rest of my work and leave a review about what you thought! If you would like to give me feedback personally or send ideas for things you'd like to see, feel free to email me at: 




louisbakerwriting@gmail.com


Books By This Author

Tales From G-Tech: Janine The Coffee Bean

Janine is worried about her friend and roommate, Donna, who recently got a job at G-Tech's state of the art laboratory. After all, Donna hasn't been home in days! Feeling the need to investigate, she rushes over to the lab, expecting to discover some dark secret... only to find herself swept up in a new experience she never thought possible.

Tales From G-Tech: Creaming Donna

Donna needs a new job, and she'll go anywhere to get it, even a place known for turning their employees into all manner of things. Will Donna manage to survive with her figure intact?

Fruit Flavored Follies 3: A Watermelon Transformation Story

Mona and Mika have been friends for as long as either can remember, and have spent more than enough time getting into trouble. This time however, Mona is dragging her friend into trouble that will change the two forever, not that either of them know that going in!




cover1.jpeg
TALES FROM G-TECH:
CAROLINE, BLUEBERRRY BOSS

A Blueberry Transformation Story

'
o
(il

T »
:

>
=







page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   






