
        
            
                
            
        

    
Tales From G-Tech: Janine The Coffee Bean

A Coffee Bean Transformation Story

Louis Baker


Janine couldn't wait anymore. She just couldn't. Donna hadn't been home in two weeks! That was definitely abnormal. Sure, she said that she was at work, that she was sampling the products, but that was just even more evidence that something was wrong.

Janine had known Donna for years. In all that time, she'd never known Donna to be the sort who enjoyed G-Tech products. In fact, she'd gone as far as to say that she was taking the job despite not liking them! And now she was enjoying them and not coming home? Clearly something was amiss.

All of this was on top of the fact that she'd been acting really strange ever since she took the job. She'd been strangely flustered, not to mention eating larger and larger quantities of food. Donna might have been trying to hide it, but Janine could tell just from how much more trash she was throwing out. Well that, and the fact that she always smelled of food. Clearly, this needed investigating.

The thin black woman got out of her car, looking up at the big G-Tech sign that hung above the entrance. She'd dabbled with their products before, but she'd never been much of a user. Not that she disliked them of course. But she just couldn't get into them alone, and she'd never found anyone who wanted to use them in the bedroom.

Pulling her coat tighter, she walked inside, immediately sensing something was strange about the place. Not evil, but off. It felt like something was poking at her mind, or something inside her was trying to bubble up, like some kind of repressed thought, or maybe some kind of urge. Janine couldn't put her finger on it.

"Can I help you?"

Janine's thoughts were interrupted as she found herself looking at the face of a pink skinned woman. Her jaw worked for a moment, trying to find the right words to say, because it was taking all of her willpower not to point out that the receptionist seemed to be made of bubble gum.

"Ah, first time here then?" The bubble gum woman gave a knowing nod. "Don't worry, everyone has that reaction when they meet me. Bit of an accident involving some experimental gum."

Accident? Did those happen here? Perhaps that was what happened to Donna; she'd had some horrible accident and the company was covering it up! Well, they wouldn't get away with it! She'd figure out what happened to her roommate and she'd blow the lid off this whole operation!

"Seeing as you're not on the guest list... I'm guessing you have a reason to be here?" The pink woman raised an eyebrow suspiciously; clearly she'd seen far too many strange people try to force their way in.

"Yes! I'm here to rescue my roommate!" Janine blurted out. After a second of silence, the realization of what she'd just said caught up to her brain, and she flushed a deep red. "I-I mean, I'm trying to make sure she's okay. She got a job here and she hasn't been home in two weeks, and well-"

"Name?" The pink woman interjected.

"Janine."

"No I mean what's her name?"

"Oh, uh, Donna. She got the job like a month ago and-"

"Oh, her!  The blonde. Yeah, she's fine. She's up with Gina, the one who runs the place. You want to go see her? I'll patch you up."

"Uh... sure. That's be great." She had no idea who Gina was, but was this some kind of strange situation, where the owner was keeping the employees as products to be consumed? Was the owner some kind of strange alien or demon who feasted on the people who worked there? Was she walking into a trap, only to be devoured herself by the jaws of some otherworldly creature?

"And here you are. Here's your card, just put it in the elevator slot and press the button for the top floor. Won't work unless you insert the card. I'll tell Gina you're coming."

"Right. Thanks. Got it." Janine practically grabbed the card out of the woman's hands, power walking over to the elevator. What was wrong with her? It was like her mind wasn't working right. No, that wasn't it, her mind was fine. It was more like something was trying to come out, or maybe nudging her. Some urge she either couldn't explain or couldn't exactly figure out.

Whatever, that was for later. For now, she was going to focus on preparing herself for whatever was behind a door that required a special key to get to. For all she knew, the bottom would drop out of the elevator and she'd end up turned into fudge or something.

However, no such thing happened. Indeed, as soon as she inserted the card and pressed the button, the elevator moved up to the top floor, no problems at all. However, when the doors opened, some sort of scent flooded the elevator, making whatever sensations Janine was trying to fight off much worse. She could feel herself getting hungry, or maybe aroused, or perhaps both. It was hard to tell. All she knew is that whatever was causing it had to be on this floor.

Taking a deep breath, Janine stepped out onto the floor, walking down the short hallway and through one of the doors. The place didn't look like an office; it looked like someone's home...

"Oh, there you are!"

As soon as Janine opened the door, someone suddenly gave her a crushing hug, causing her face to get buried in the woman's breasts. Whoever this was, she was strong enough to life Janine off her feet, and clearly very tall.

"...Yes...?" Was all Janine could get out. "Can't... Breathe..."

"Oh, right. Sorry about that." The woman released her, causing Janine to drop back to the ground. "Sorry, got a bit too wrapped up in the moment. You're Janine, right?"

"Yes, that's me. And you must be..." Janine's words cut off as she looked at the other woman. Clearly over six feet tall, she looked like some kind of weird combination of mad scientist and army soldier. Was it normal for owners of companies like this to wear camo pants and boots? Or a tank top? Or have the lab coat arms wrapped around their waist? "Gina."

"I would be, yes! I've heard so much about you from Donna since you told her you were coming."

There was something... dangerous in Gina's eyes, that much Janine knew. No, maybe not dangerous. Chaotic? Wild? Mischievous? She couldn't put her finger on it. But the danger, or maybe the thrill, was enticing to her.

"Wait, she told you I was coming? Why didn't she respond?"

"Oh, no, I read her phone, and I felt like it would be rude to respond to you myself... And when I told her she said she needed to tell me about you before I got into trouble with you."

"Uh huh. And just why would you get in trouble with me, hm?" Janine's eyes narrowed. Was this woman actually dangerous?

"Oh, she said that you were the inquisitive type; and you tended to be more judgmental about things. One thing amiss and she was worried you'd jump to conclusions and think she was abducted by aliens who turn people into food or something."

"I would never." Right on the money. "Anyway. Donna. Where is she? Why didn't she respond herself?"

"Oh, you'll see. Follow me~"

Janine couldn't really do much of anything except follow her deeper into the... whatever this was. An apartment? A condo? Honestly, it seemed odd that it was atop what was otherwise supposedly a science lab, but then again, it matched the weirdness of the owner. The main room seemed to be more studio apartment than anything, with a large open space and a very high ceiling.

And a rather large pale blob in the center of it.

"And here we are! Donna, Janine is here~" Gina practically sang, before giving the large blob a playful slap, causing it to wobble oddly.

But she was foolish to think that the strangeness would stop there. The blob suddenly let out a decidedly erotic sounding cry, and then there was a spray of something thick and white from the top and side. Janine stepped back, suddenly realizing two things.

One, that the white stuff was definitely cream filling of some kind, and two, that the erotic cry sounded a lot like Donna.

"F-Donna? Is that you?" Janine blinked, her mind trying to process the ramifications of her roommate and friend now being a giant pastry.

"I-Janine?" Donna squeaked through bloated cheeks. "Are you there?"

"Her head is off to the side there, opposite the sideways spray of cream. She's very much a squirter, as you can see," Gina giggled.

Janine didn't comment on that, instead moving around to see what was very much her roommate's bloated head partially sunken into the giant blob of a body. "What happened to you? Are you okay? You're not hurt or anything, right?"

"Hurt?" Donna blinked, clearly confused. "Why would I be hurt...?"

"Because you've been gone for two weeks and now I find you turned into some kind of pastry inside the penthouse of a weird scientist woman!" Janine huffed.

"It's been two weeks?" Again Donna blinked. "G-Gina! You said it wasn't... it wasn't that long!"

"And it hasn't been! It's not like you were gone for a month or anything!" Gina replied, smile still on her face.

"Ooof. She's... she's like this. You get used to it," Donna admitted. "Sorry for... worrying you."

"Well I'm still worried! You're a pastry! Is she keeping you against your will?"

"No! I mean, I didn't expect it to happen but well... I mean... we just..."

"We've got a bit of a friends with benefits thing going on," Gina interjected. "She's my special little cream puff, you see~"

"G-Gina...!" Donna's face went red. "D-Don't make it sound so...  so lewd!"

"What's wrong with lewd?" Gina asked. "I think lewd is fun. Besides, you're pretty insatiable yourself..." Cue another slap to the cream puff's side, followed by another spray of cream, as Donna's eyes crossed from pleasure.

"Stop that!" Janine protested. "You can't just... you can't just turn people into food and do... whatever it is you're doing with them!" Why was she getting flustered? Why did she sound so defensive? Donna was clearly happy being with this woman, and she was a grown woman, so Janine didn't really have any reason to step in and protest her decisions. After all, if she wanted to be a pastry then she could be a pastry.

Really, was there anything wrong with being a pastry? It might be a little odd, and messy, but based on the sounds she was making, it was clearly a good experience for her. Pleasurable at that. And that could only mean it felt good. Maybe she could try it out herself. Become a big, fat blob of a woman, turned into some kind of fruit or pastry or...

Janine cut her thoughts off when she realized she was just about to let out a moan. Whatever was poking into her mind before was really doing so now; it was making her needy and hungry and it felt like something deep inside her mind was trying to bubble up to the surface.

And the worst part? She kind of wanted it to happen. She was resisting, she knew she was, but being here, seeing Donna, imagining herself in her place... She wanted it. She just couldn't let herself have it. No way. She couldn't. She wouldn't-

"Well now, seems like someone needs to have a talk with me~" Gina cooed playfully, as she wrapped her arm around Janine's shoulders. "Be back in a bit Donna, your friend and I need to get acquainted~"

"Wait, what? I don't know if we need to-" But she was already being dragged along somewhere.

"Take care of her!" Donna said, before robotic limbs moved down to begin stimulating the immobile cream puff. Gina wasn't the sort to let her be bored after all.

Janine would have asked what was happening to her friend, but she was very quickly moved into another room and found herself on a couch opposite Gina, who was clearly at ease with everything, leaning back with her arms on the back of the couch like she was. Between them was coffee, with a scent so enticing that Janine couldn't stop herself from taking a cup without thinking about it. This whole place was dangerous and tempting, clearly.

"So, curious about taking the plunge yourself, hm?"

"What? No! I mean, maybe. Possibly. It just looked like it felt good and-" Janine shut her mouth. Why was she rambling like this? That wasn't like her. How was this woman able to just take her off guard so easily? What was it about this place that made it so hard to keep herself composed?

"And you couldn't resist the thoughts, right? Don't worry, that's just this place. It's got a way of tempting people. Whatever you want, deep down, you're going to crave. And like any craving, trying to ignore it just makes it worse." Gina nodded sagely. "Donna lasted almost a month before she ended up like that, but honestly, she's a wonderful partner. You'd never guess looking at her, but she's the type that likes to be loved on."

"R-right. Sure." Janine didn't know how to answer that. She'd never really thought of her friend that way.

"And you," Gina continued, "are the sort that wants to be treated like you're special. I'm guessing you're used to being the dominant, and it gets boring when other people wilt, because you'd rather be the submissive. I'm guessing the only reason you haven't immediately asked me to turn you into something is because you don't know what you'd like, and you've never found anyone who wanted to let you be the fruit in the scenario."

Janine turned a shade of red she didn't know it was possible to turn. Her face burned with embarrassment. Was this woman a mind reader? "I-I mean, maybe."

"Well, you're clearly different from your friend. I think you'd get insulted if you were spoiled like her. Same sort of need to feel special, but you're not looking to feel safe. I have a feeling that if I turned you into a coffee bean, you'd want to be put in the giant french press."

"The what?" Janine's eyes widened, her mind suddenly pictured her being squeezed, feeling the same sort of things that Donna was feeling, enjoying the same kinds of sensations that she was experiencing. "You have one of those?"

"Oh sure I do. Made one forever ago. Makes it easier to squeeze the coffee beans."

"I'm sorry, you do what...?" Janine felt her face heating up again.

"Well, once the people turn into the giant beans, you gotta get the coffee out of them. Sometimes people want to be paid for what they make, other times people just want some of their own special coffee. Every bean has it's own special flavor, after all."

"I see. And what do you think mine would be?" Janine couldn't believe she just asked that. It just slipped out of her, effortlessly, before she could stop herself.

"Well, I don't think that you're the sort that would care so much about the flavor, though I suspect you might enjoy a roasting. No, you're the sort who'd want to be the biggest coffee bean possible, the sort that made the most coffee. You'd never just want to be a coffee bean, you'd want to be the coffee bean."

"I've been known to be the competitive sort, yeah." Janine drank her coffee to try and hide how flustered she was getting. This woman was clearly dangerous. And definitely going to try and turn her into something.

"Would you like me to make you into a coffee bean?"

"Well I mean-" Janine sputtered. She had intended to say no, but her brain immediately screamed yes. "Would you, I mean, take care of me, at least? You wouldn't just turn me into a bean and then just ship me off somewhere, right?"

"Oh, I would never do that to a personal lover." Gina smiled, leaning in slightly. "I'm very good at taking care of those I play with personally."

Janine swallowed thickly. How had she gotten sucked in so easily? She really shouldn't go through with this, not matter what her body and brain wanted. "Well... I don't know if I can do it. I mean, I have work and everything..."

"Oh? What exactly do you do for work?"

"Well, at the moment I'm between jobs." That was a bit of a white lie. "But I used to be a bit of a private investigator, I guess. People paid me to look into things for them. Sometimes they'd pay me to write reviews or the like." More little white lies.

"Oh? So you're the sort who likes to dig down and figure things out, hm? I suppose that means you've probably looked into my products at least a few times." Gina's eyes glinted mischievously.

"Well, maybe. Once or twice." More than that. Plenty of people had wanted her to figure out if they worked as advertised. A few had offered to pay her to try them, but she'd never taken those.

"I think I've just figured out what's missing from our little situation."

"Have you?" Janine took a sip of her coffee. The idea of this woman figuring out more about her seemed almost like it might be a bad idea.

"Yes, more than anything else, you're too serious. Which means that the thing that's really holding you back... Is that you can't rationalize the coming experience as being work."

"What?" Janine sputtered. "Are you saying I'm a workaholic?"

"Your words, not mine. But I think that, since you're in need of work... you could easily work for me and write up your experiences as press releases and the like. I've been meaning to start a magazine or internet blog of some kind as well... The marketing department says people love those."

Janine wasn't sure she liked that smile on Gina's lips. That smile that said that she'd figured out Janine's hangups, and parried them all with ease. "Well, I'm not sure that people would really enjoy hearing my opinions, but I suppose it's not a terrible idea..."

"Then it's settled. You, Ms. Janine, will be our newest employee." Gina clapped her hands together once, as though this somehow decided everything.

Janine meanwhile, was entirely caught off guard. She had not expected to walk into this place and suddenly find herself being talked into job. Then again, she hadn't expected to find her roommate as a giant cream puff, and she hadn't expected to find herself being talked up by the owner.

"W-wait, I didn't exactly agree to anything, and-" Janine's words were cut off as she felt a sudden fullness in her stomach. Looking down, her eyes widened as she realized that her normally toned middle was now puffing out against her sweater. Pressing her hands against it, as thought to prove that yes, she was rather bloated, Janine's mind tried to come to terms with the fact that this whole thing had moved a lot faster than she had expected it to. "Wait, when did you-"

"Oh, the coffee has that effect if you drink too much. I didn't think you'd just keep sipping away every few moment to avoid saying anything foolish, so you consumed a bit too much. Don't worry, this doesn't really change much. Just means you're turning into a bean a bit earlier than expected~" Why did she seem so happy about this?

"Right, well..." Janine tried to stand, to sound of liquid sloshing around in her gut making her feel a bit too aroused for her liking. Why was this turning her on already? "Should I be... in here? I mean, you said something about a press..."

"Oh, that's much later. But I suppose we can go there now." Gina stood up, moving closer to Janine, her hands suddenly moving under her sweater to gently caress Janine's bloating middle. "Oh, you're so warm~ You'll make some great coffee~"

Janine flushed. Why did this woman's hands feel so good on her skin. "I-I'm glad you think so... But we should really get me to... wherever I'm going to be..." Luckily, a sudden gurgling from deep inside her drew attention to the urgency of that. Well, that and the sudden swelling that followed. Janine really was starting to look pregnant; she was glad that she hadn't worn anything she cared about losing today.

"True! You're going to be much too big for the elevator if we wait much longer." Gina suddenly grabbed Janine's hands, pulling her off towards said elevator.

"W-wait, slow down!" It was much harder to walk with her increasingly large gut than she had expected. And the arousal from hearing and feeling the liquid sloshing about inside of her wasn't helping. And on top of that, she could smell and taste the coffee constantly; the reality of becoming a coffee bean was settling in, and that fact was only helping to turn her on more.

At least the distance to the elevator was short. Though as they stood next to each other, urges continued to poke at Janine's mind. She wanted something else. No, she needed something else. But she'd never voice it. She'd never admit that she wanted it. She wouldn't! She...

"Hey, Gina?" Janine's voiced squeaked. God, what was wrong with her? She was never so... so timid! This wasn't like her. She should just say it! Get it out! Be assertive! "When we get there, can you... keep touching me like that?" Okay, it was good she was shorter than Gina, because she was certain she was far too red for her own liking.

Unfortunately, Gina's hand swiftly moved Janine's chin so that she was looking at the bigger woman. "Awww, I would be happy to! After all, if you want me to love on you... Well, I'm not going to disappoint you~"

Suddenly, before Janine could reply, she found herself being kissed by Gina. As soon as their lips touched, her mind felt like it was blown away, and in its place was nothing but desire. Desire and need and cravings Janine would never have ever mentioned to anyone before. As their lips parted, Janine's mouth worked, trying to form words, but her brain couldn't figure out a way to do so.

Luckily, the door opened, and Gina pulled the stunned woman forward through the hallways. It was like she was drunk, or maybe high, the way her brain wasn't firing on all cylinders anymore. Something about touching Gina, being close to Gina, just made it hard to think of anything or focus on anything except the cravings she had.

Well, the cravings and the pleasure she was feeling. She'd not noticed as much when they were in the elevator, but now that she was being forced to walk again, Janine was becoming aware of how much larger she had become. It wasn't just in her belly either; her entire body had plumped up slightly, filling out her clothes seemingly with ease.

It only made it harder to keep what focus she had left intact, the way her thighs now rubbed together, or the way her skin rubbed up against her increasingly tight clothes. Her skin was so sensitive now; everything that brushed against it turned her on more and more. She could feel herself growing wet through her underwear, the scent of coffee becoming stronger and stronger with every step she took.

Finally, they were at their destination. Or at least, Janine hoped they were. The room smelled like coffee, and what looked like a giant french press sat against the far wall. Janine swallowed thickly, her mind reeling at the thought of being put into that and squeezed like a bean. What would it feel like? How big would she be? What was going to happen to when that giant metal plate came down onto her?

Her train of thought was derailed when she heard the sound of fabric tearing. Looking behind her to get a better look, Janine realized that her ass had most certainly outgrown her pants. She'd never had much in the way of curves before, but now she had all the ass a person could ever want and then so. And yet, she was still growing.

"Oh you're getting very bottom heavy, aren't you?" Gina cooed, giving Janine's ass a squeeze. As soon as Gina squeezed, Janine let out an orgasmic cry, her mind going blank for a moment as pleasure shot through her. Gina of course, didn't stop there. Her hands moved all over Janine's growing form, poking and prodding her, stimulating the growing woman with every gentle caress.

For her part, Janine really was starting to look bottom heavy, much like the bean she was becoming. Her hips and thighs had swollen as much as her butt had, giving her a very obvious pear shape. That wasn't to say that she wasn't growing elsewhere of course; her breasts had surged up at least two or three cup sizes, and were now resting comfortably atop her massive belly. Her sweater now served as a kind of bra, snugly squeezing her chest as it swelled.

Of course, squeezing her chest only made it leak. Dark brown stains began to appear over her nipples, as warm coffee began dripping down over her belly. Down below, a similar dark brown stain appeared over her crotch, her underwear and pants no longer able to soak up all the coffee she was leaking.

"We've got a leaker~" Gina teased, giving Janine's breasts a squeeze, which certainly didn't help the new wetness. It did however, cause Janine to squeal in pleasure, as she stumbled slightly; her body was growing so large and heavy, that it was growing harder and harder for her to stay standing. Her legs simply weren't strong enough to lift the weight of her body anymore.

It was something that Gina immediately took notice of. Without missing a beat, she gave the swelling coffee bean woman a shove, causing her to let out a cry as she fell backwards onto her increasingly wide and round back. She almost looked like a turtle, her arms and legs being far too short to right her.

Gina meanwhile, only giggled and began pulling off the swelling woman's clothing. "Now now, no need for any of this~"

Normally, Janine would have protested. She would have been aghast about what was happening to her. But at the moment, she was simply too enthralled by the bliss and erotic pleasure she was feeling. Even if she wanted to, she couldn't have stopped the woman; but it was the fact that she didn't want her to stop that was new to her. No, she wanted this. She wanted to get bigger and wider and fuller, and she wanted to be squeezed and make all the coffee she could. All of these new thoughts and urges only compounded the arousal Janine felt; had Gina not been there, she likely would have been entirely lost in the sensations.

Of course, Gina seemed to know exactly what to do to bring her out of her stupor. "Now, we can't have you leaking all the coffee out so early. So..." Before Janine could even think about what Gina meant, she felt something plug up her sex. Immediately, pleasure shot through her, followed by another bolt as something else was shoved into her rear. Janine's bloated legs kicked, as her eyes rolled into the back of her head; she couldn't take this! She was going to go insane!

Gina of course, didn't stop there. She quickly clamped Janine's nipples, ensuring that no more coffee would leak from them. Janine, for her part, had never imagined her nipples could be so sensitive, even if they were each becoming larger than her head.

"Now, all that's left is for my adorable coffee bean to get nice and big~" Gina cooed.

It wasn't going to be hard for Janine to do that now. With the paths for exit blocked, her body began to swell with a newfound gusto. Her limbs swelled and then began to vanish, while her body began to resemble a sort of bloated oval; even her face swelled up, leaving her bloated head and hair the only real indication that she'd ever been anything but a coffee bean before this point.

Bigger and bigger Janine swelled, growing full and wide as the minutes passed. Soon, a new sensation began to push its way into her mind: fullness. She'd never felt so full. No, she'd never imagined it was humanly possible to feel so full! She felt like she was going to burst, like she was ready to pop in a coffee scented explosion. And yet, it didn't happen. She simply continued to swell, her skin stretching further and further to contain the gallons upon gallons of coffee her body was producing inside of her.

Soon, she was almost twice as wide as she had been tall. More than that, she was nearly three times as long as she had been tall, and somehow still swelling somewhat. Whatever ability to think or speak she had before was lost in the endless pleasure Gina was giving her. Gina, who laid atop the swelling bean woman, playfully stroking Janine's nipples, letting her climax over and over without the possibility of releasing any of the built up coffee inside her.

Soon however, the swelling began to slow, leaving her giant, full, and immobile. "Alright then, seems like you're fully a bean now~" Gina patted Janine's side, listening for how much of an echo there was. Her insides were fully transforming, which was good, because it meant she was ready for the next step. "Now, time to get you nice and roasted~"

Normally, Janine would have objected to the idea that she would be roasted, but as it stood, she was entirely unable to complain. Besides, everything Gina did with her made her feel amazing, so why wouldn't she trust her? It was a bit too late to go back at this point.

Slowly, Gina began to roll the giant bean towards one side of the room, towards what looked like a platform. Once Janine was on it, a large metal box formed around her, sealing her inside. "Okay, time to turn the heat up~"

Inside the box, Janine was trapped in darkness. But that confusion soon gave way to new feelings of erotic pleasure, ones she hadn't thought were possible. How, after all, could she be enjoying the feeling of being roasted as a giant coffee bean? The warmth felt more like it was massaging her than anything, and inside of her she felt a new bubbling sensation which only intensified the feeling. Once again she was submerged in the bliss, entirely content and pleased with her new bean form. How, after all, could she want to go back to being a person after this?

She was roasting, and entirely happy about it. Never would she have imagined it possible for her to think that before this began. And yet here she was, happily being roasted, the coffee inside her bubbling incessantly as it reached the proper temperature.

Janine wasn't sure how long she was in the oven for; her sense of time was clearly distorted as she slipped in and out of her pleasurable haze. She barely noticed when it ended, until she found herself being rolled, end over end, towards the giant press. Anticipation built up in her mind, as she wondered what it would feel like. What would it be like, to be in there? She didn't need to wait long of course; Gina wasn't one for hesitation.

As the door closed in front of her, Janine watched Gina give a little wave and a wink. Janine would have made a sound, but a moment later, the press came down upon her.

Instantly, Janine's mind went blank. Pleasure shot through her, even greater than before, something she now knew she should always expect. No matter how many times she felt it couldn't get better, somehow it always did.

Coffee sprayed from her nipples and sex, draining away below before the press came down again. Again and again it slammed down upon her, squeezing all the coffee out of her, making her feel things she didn't think she could feel. Somehow, deep in her mind, she didn't want this to stop. She could just live like this forever, live as the giant coffee bean she was, producing coffee day in and day out.

After all, who really needed to be a person when you could feel this good all the time?

"Coffee?" Gina asked, holding up a cup to Donna's mouth.

"Oh? Yes!" The cream puff replied eagerly. She always loved coffee. Before her... transformation, she had been addicted to the stuff. Somehow as a cream puff, she'd never felt like she needed it though. Maybe that was because her mind was too occupied with the rest of her existence.

"Wonderful! Do give me your thoughts. It's a new kind of bean."

Donna happily tasted the coffee provided; and perhaps unsurprisingly, it was good! Granted she never thought that Gina would give her something that wasn't good. But that didn't stop her from having a particular thought. "It's not going to turn me into a bean, is it?"

"What? No. This came from a human bean though. Newest one. Wanted to make sure she made good coffee."

"Oh? Maybe I'll have to try it one day..." Not that she could ever imagine being a bean herself.

"Well, I'm sure you'll get a full rundown of the experience."

"Why's that?"

"Because the coffee came from Janine, obviously."

"What?" Donna sputtered. "You... You turned her into a bean? Gina! How could you... I mean..."

"Well, she was the one that liked the idea. I just sort of helped it along. Besides, she's plenty happy in the press. Trust me, the sounds she makes..."

"Gina!" Donna squeaked, face flushing.

"Oh don't worry. I won't give you all the details... But try not to worry too much."

"Right. Just as long as you didn't force it on her."

"No more than you."

Donna let out a playful huff. "Well, I guess that just means she was taken in by her urges too."

"Yep!" Gina giggled, before giving Donna a kiss. "Now, let's talk about fixing you... and what comes after~"


Afterword
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Four mini-stories of ladies becoming fruit and dessert, all thanks to a rather playful goddess of transformation. This book contains a cinnamon bun, grape, pumpkin, and lime transformation.

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!
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