Detective Taylor Walk stepped into the large warehouse. It was very neat and clean inside. The ceiling was high and the only part of the room that suggested that it was indeed a warehouse. The walls and floor were a pearly white but the ceiling was bare and you could see pipes big and small running throughout it. 

There was a woman sitting at a desk at the far end of the room. She was typing away on a computer rather fast. The woman looked to be about twenty-three, maybe twenty-four years old. She was quite beautiful with shoulder length, blonde hair and a round face with luscious red lips. Taylor shook her head when she started thinking about this woman like that. She was happily married for six months now and had achieved the rank of detective not a month ago. Finally, she had thought, everything in my life is going perfectly.

She walked up to the woman sitting at the desk. She took out her badge and flipped it open so the woman could see. “ Detective Walk from the St. Louis police department,” she said. “I’m here to see the person who runs this place.”

Without looking up from the computer screen and barely stopping her typing the woman pressed a large button on a nearby speakerphone on her desk. “Mr. Switzer?” she asked. 

“Yes miss Smith,” Came a deep voice from the speakerphone. 

“There’s a dark haired white woman here to see you.” 

“A customer?” the voice came again

“A cop,” Said the woman who was supposedly named miss Smith.

There was a long pause on the phone and the Taylor heard the man called Mr. Switzer say, “I’ll be right out.”

Taylor looked down and noticed how large miss Smith’s breasts were. They seemed as if they would burst out of her tight green halter top any second but somehow it seemed to hold, and seemingly to no discomfort to miss Smith.

“So what exactly is this Mr. Switzer doing here?” asked Taylor

“He’s working on a project.” Said miss Smith, still not looking up from her computer monitor.

“What kind of project?” Taylor inquired.

Miss Smith opened her mouth to say something but then a door behind her opened and a man stepped out.

“Hello,” the man said flatly.

“Mr. Switzer I presume,” said Taylor, holding out her hand. “ Detective Taylor Walk.”

 He didn’t take it. He just stepped aside to allow Taylor entry to the room he had just emerged from.

The second room was much like the first except much smaller and much darker. There were two chairs facing each other in the center and another door to the left of where Taylor was standing. Mr. Switzer walked to the other side of the room and offered Taylor a seat.

“No thank you, I’d rather stand,” she said.

“Me too,” said Mr. Switzer, leaning slightly on the back of one of the chairs.

“So, detective, what brings you here,” he started but Taylor cut him off.

“Let’s cut the bullshit,” she said. “ I have four women missing all around the age of twenty-five and all of them mentioned to someone that they were coming here, so if you don’t mind I’m going to have a look around.” Taylor started for the door to her left but stopped and turned around. She wasn’t sure why she had stopped but she didn’t feel as if she didn’t want to. Her own thoughts had confused her for a second until Mr. Switzer spoke.

“As a matter of fact I do mind,” he said. “ I do not believe that you have a warrant that would allow you permission to search my building. So I would appreciate it if you would leave.” He looked her straight in the eye and Taylor could have sworn that his eyes glowed slightly.

Taylor paused for a second then headed out the door behind her. She was back in the large room when she turned and said, “One last thing, would you mind telling me you’re first name?”

“Yes,” Mr. Switzer said simply and shut the door between them.

Taylor walked back out to her car wishing that all could have gone better. As she got into her car she started to feel a little bit uncomfortable. She checked herself in the mirror. She was always happy with her looks. She had nice curve and b cup breasts. Her long black hair was naturally wavy and she loved it that way. At thirty-four years old she was doing great with her looks. She decided to punch out then go home and take a nice long nap. It wasn’t until she was five miles from home when she started wondering how the woman at the desk know what Taylor looked like when she didn’t even looked up from her computer monitor.

Back at the warehouse Mr. Switzer stood shaking his head. “I hate cops,” he said.

“Why not just do away with her?” asked miss Smith.

“No need. Besides, why not have a little fun with her?”

He looked down at the woman typing away on her computer. “Miss Smith,” he said.

“Yes, Mr. Switzer?” she asked standing up from her desk to face him.

“I know that you almost told that woman what we are doing here,” he said, angrily.

“No Mr. Switzer! I would never-“

“Now you’re lying to me. You know what the punishment for you’re actions is.” He said and then pointed to a far corner of the large room.

She walked slowly to where he had pointed and a small portion of the wall had opened before her. She stepped into a small chamber inside the wall and the door closed. She was in complete darkness and silence. Then it came, a mechanical humming sound that started low and quiet but grew higher and louder. She screamed, anyone would have. There is no telling why she screamed, she just shrieked of pure horror. The humming stopped and all was silent.

The door opened and miss Smith emerged, though changed. Her hair was longer and styled so that it covered one eye very sexily. Her cloths had disappeared, although that might have ripped anyway. Her once DD breasts were FF. her hips and rear flared out to give her the most perfect of figures. Her green eyes had turned to a steely blue, much like Mr. Switzer’s. 

She looked up at him and opened her full, luscious, red lips and whispered, “Please.”

“I’m sorry?” Said Mr. Switzer to her, smiling.

“Please fill me,” she said louder

“OF course,” Mr. Switzer said and stepped toward her, his cloths disappearing as he did. He touched her cheek and she fell to the ground, but instead of falling to the hard floor she fell on a soft bed. Mr. Switzer joined her and instantly mounted on top of her. He thrust in once, just once and indeed fill her. She let out a long moan, which turned to a scream of ecstasy. He grabbed her large memories and she screamed again. He squeezed her big firm breasts and thrust in her again. Throughout this ritual Mr. Switzer did not make one sound, he didn’t need to. 

Miss Smith shrieked a last time and fell unconscious. Mr. Switzer rolled off of her and stared at her beautiful transformed face. She’s a good subject, he thought, it will be a shame when the machine finally gets to her and she won’t be able to work anymore. She is already showing side-affects with the color of her eyes changing. “Too bad,” he said aloud. “But I will always have many other women” Then he too fell asleep. 

