“Hello is anybody here?” asked Tracey Smith as she walked into the seemingly abandoned where house. There was a bunch of old junk around everywhere, Tracey could see. There was old furniture, trinkets, tools, and other things of that sort.

Tracey was a fast food worker in her mid twenties. She kept her brown hair cut short to her head and liked to dress comfortably, not caring at all about style. She was very outgoing and well spoken, but wished that she could find a better job, which was shy she was here today. 

“Hello?” asked Tracey again, searching the junk for any sign of life.

“Hi,” came a voice from behind Tracey and made her jump. She turned to see a man there washing his hands with an already dirty clothe.

“Oh hi. I think I’m in the wrong place,” said Tracey. “I’m looking for a Mr. Switzer.”

 “You found him,” said the man “And it’s Switzer with a long I.” He was about 6 foot 1 with short light brown, almost dark blonde, hair. He was skinny, like he’d never worked out a day in his life because he never had to. His eyes were a sharp blue that if you stared at them long enough the almost made you’re eyes water.

“Um…are you the one who sent out this flyer?” asked Tracey taking a piece of paper out of her purse. Mr. Switzer took it.

“Yep this is it.” He said. “Better come on into the back.”

The flyer was for aspiring actresses looking for a starting break. It was on few posts in the big city and Tracy was lucky to have passed one on her way to work. (Or was I really so lucky to have found it?) She questioned herself

“Um maybe I should just go,” she said and headed for the door. Then she stopped, or rather, she felt, something stopped her. She turned back toward Mr. Switzer looked at him for a second the headed toward where he had said earlier.

The room was completely different from the rest of the where house. There were two chairs sitting across from each other but besides that it was empty. The lights were a dark blue color that illuminated the room. The walls and floor were completely smooth and the ceiling was covered in shadow. Tracey had even questioned if there was a ceiling or if it just went on forever into black nothingness. She sat down in one of the chairs and Mr. Switzer sat in the other one. He looked over her body thoroughly and made Tracey feel uncomfortable.

“Am I correct in assuming that you have never acted before?” He asked, looking deep into her eyes, as though daring her to lie to him

“Well I was in a few school plays in elementary school but that was it.

Mr. Switzer nodded. He stood up and walked to the back wall and started staring and it. Rubbing his chin. Tracey was about to get up and leave when he turned around. “I don’t think that you would be right for my project,” He said to her.

“Oh… well then I’ll just leave,” she stood and turned to go.

“But you would make a good secretary,” he said and she stopped.

“Excuse me?” she asked turning around.

“The job pays well and you get to work good hours.”

“I don’t…” Then again her mind was changed. She didn’t realize it but something had happened to make her say yes. “Well it can’t be worse than my McDonalds job.

“Good,” said Mr. Switzer. “You can get started right now.”

Tracey looked puzzled. Then she felt it. It was a slight tingling sensation throughout her whole body. She fell to the ground and put her hands over her face. Somehow she had left her body and was floating above the room. She could herself on the ground and Mr. Switzer looking down at her, his face a blank stare.

 She watched herself in horror as her body changed. Her hair lengthened and lightened to a platinum blonde. She stood as this happened and Tracey could see her eyes were completely white she lurched forward slightly as her chest ballooned out. Her nice BB cup turned into an amazing DD. Her hips flared out to give her a perfect hourglass figure. Her hair reached her lower back and stopped growing. Then her cloths changed. Her baggy jeans turned into one of the shortest skirts she had ever seen. Her sleeveless T-shirt had gotten smaller and tighter to reveal loads of cleavage and her belly button.

 The color had returned to her eyes and she looked at Mr. Switzer and licked her lips. She stepped over towards and bent down and unzipped his jeans.


“No!” shrieked Tracy from above but it did no good. She was merely a phantom to everyone. Tracy’s body had begun to give Mr. Switzer a blowjob. She did it with such expertise that any onlooker would swear that she was a professional. As she bobbed up and down Mr. Switzer looked up, straight at Tracy’s astral form, and for the first time, smiled. He looked back down at Tracy’s body and then cummed in her mouth. Tracy stood and licked her lips clean.


“Now,” said Mr. Switzer. “ Get to work.”


“Yes sir Mr. Switzer,” she said with a slight bow and left the room.


Mr. Switzer looked back up at astral Tracy. “ This is only the beginning,” he said, then started laughing.

Please leave comments at nivek098@yahoo.com
p.s. Don’t worry much, much, much  more sex and BE to come. I promise.

