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Matt went about doing his daily tasks. His arms were already aching for the long day ahead of him. He worked at his father's heavy duty cleaning company. Their jobs were mostly sweeping up after performances had ended. They offered services for massively attended events. Concerts, rallies, sporting events, etc. Specifically, he made sure to get on the circus account. They didn't get many of them. The constant moving made it too expensive to keep up with. Nonetheless, he had convinced his parent to pursue the avenue. After much persistence, he allowed it on the condition that Matt personally supervised the operation.

For a nineteen-year-old, he took the job seriously. He was always the first one to show up, and the last to leave. He impressed the other workers by always getting in the dirt. He was involved with every part of the process. He showed great dedication and was offered a promotion. He turned it down, stating he felt "at home" doing this, much to the surprise of all who worked there. Those who are employed in the business considered it to be lowest on the totem pole. Who wanted to clean up animal crap all day? The hours are long, and it was hard, grueling work.

He didn't give a damn. There was one reason why he did it, and her name was Jamie. She was a performer for the circus. Her act was called "The Girl Who Can Eat Anything". About a year ago, he saw the performance and became enamored with her. Obsessed would be a better word. The night he first watched her was forever imprinted onto his brain. The act usually consisted of her of swallowing ordinary objects. It differed every time she did it. One time, it was her consuming electronic equipment. Cables, cell phones, batteries, and even electrified cables. Another time, it was various articles of clothing. It was a different theme in every act.

The subject matter that attracted him the most was the one where she would eat actual people. It was the very first show he saw. It involved her consuming a small group of short men. There were differing methods in how she would eat the people in question. His second favorite method was when they would drop the object off a high-standing diving board. She never missed either. No matter how it was done, it always landed inside of her. The first night he saw her, a cannon was used to shoot the little people into her.

It called to the mind like a first girlfriend—too hard to forget. It particularly struck a sexual chord. He always played it slow motion in his head. The boom of the artillery weapon launching the quirkily dressed person. The moment they hit her mouth and the instant way they traveled from there to stomach. His favorite part was the way it expanded. He called it lightspeed digestion. Somewhere between entering the mouth and reaching her middle, it seemed to condense the object. His mind replayed the part where she was finished—happily patting a belly full of six tiny people. She looked as though she consumed a huge beach ball. It should be much bigger, but that was the part that captivated him.

He wanted to be inside her. So much so that he would edit himself into the fantasy. He loved sliding down her throat and landing inside the tight confines of her stomach, the sticky juices covering every part of his body. He would curl up into the fetal position and bask in the warmth of being there forever. It's why he hated seeing her presentation end. He loathed the segment where she would inevitably regurgitate whatever she had ate.

He took this crappy job just to get a shot at seeing her again. He had been doing it for ten months and saw her just three times. The cleaning company only went to events if it was in their region of operations. He knew the show she was a part of ran all year. They would come to their area during summer time. And every one of those three encounters were all in the same week. The hot season had just begun, and he had worked more hours in case it was coming up again. Today, he was disappointed in himself. He had uncharacteristically arrived late. His father didn't give him any lead way and made him do the worst job first.

He had to wipe down the monkey cage. The bandanna around his mouth and nose did little to suppress the god-awful smell. He kept beating himself up, his whole day ruined. He would usually arrive early for the sole reason of checking which company they would be servicing that day. Often, they would do several companies at once, so it was a bit confusing as to which ones were there. The circus Jamie worked for was actually generic in appearance. He felt like a moron for never getting the name of their company. He was too wrapped up in her performance to notice such a simple thing.

He did know something, and that was the main colors they used. All the vehicles and gadgetry they owned were painted with a swirling mix of green and magenta. Unfortunately, the cage didn't share this color scheme. He wrung the rag into a bucket and hurriedly went to empty it. He went behind the main building, wanting to get far away from the stench. He emptied it, and tore off his bandana, gagging.

The back door then opened, his father coming out. "Matt! Go change your clothes and meet the client in Hangar Two. I need my best people on this one. They paid top dollar last year, and they expect exceptional work."

Matt nodded, delighted just get out the current detail. He went to the bathroom and tore off the dirty pants and shirt. He had to wear one of the company t-shirts. It had a simple red star on the front with a dark blue background. It was the logo of "Star Cleaners". He hated wearing it. The pullover reminded him of how much he loathed the place. He exited the bathroom and went his personal golf cart, the only way his father gave him special treatment. He started it up and zipped to the aforementioned hangar.

As he drove, he thought about quitting. This was ridiculous—pursuing some weird fantasy to this extent. No amount of crap was worth this. 

-That's it. After today is over, I'm going to quit.- he thought, feeling solidified about the sudden decision. The hangar was coming into view, and he spotted...animal cages. His heartbeat begun to flutter once when he saw magenta and green. -...or maybe not.-
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Matt scoured the vehicles—a fire lit under his ass. He had to hurry. There was no telling when they could leave. Usually, the clients went into the city to eat and shop. They couldn't do much when they were cleaning. He had to find her. This was the closest he was ever going to get. He had to take advantage of it. The young man then felt a tap on his shoulder.

He shut off the power washer and turned around. He was much closer than he thought—taking in the one and only...Jamie. She was cuter in person! She has brown, wavy hair and was wearing a two-piece bikini, showing off her skinny body. He didn't care about that. It was her special ability that made him massively in love with her.

"Hey there. Sorry to bother you, but I was wondering if you could help me with something?" she asked, brushing the hair out of her eyes.

He was slack-jawed. She was wearing the exact same garb when she performed. She had to be practicing. "What can I do for you?" he coolly responded.

"I'm looking for a bite to eat. The thing is, I can't leave here. My manager told me to stay behind. He wants someone here while they frolic in the town. As you can guess, I drew the short straw. Could you get me some fast food? I'll pay you for your time." she requested, giving a small smile. She nervously adjusted the strap of her top.

He'd hit the jackpot. Here she was, talking to him of all people. Of course, he was happy to oblige. He revered the ground she walked on. "I couldn't take your money. I'm sorry to say that we are both in the same boat. I'm not allowed to leave the property while I'm working." he said. He saw her sulk, looking down with puppy eyes. He had to do something. It couldn't end here. "We do have some doughnuts in the break room. I can get you a few."

Her eyes lit up. "That'll be okay! I love doughnuts. I'm so hungry I could eat a rhino!" she expressed, clapping her hands together.
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