It was 3:00 P.M. on a Tuesday afternoon in October. Mark Schader was waiting in the lobby of the clinic he had been coming to on a regular basis after his back injury. Mark was an electrician who fell from a ladder while working on a new downtown office building. The job was an opportunity he couldn’t pass up. He had been out of work for several months and his unemployment benefits wouldn’t have lasted much longer. He decided to tough it out after his injury but he was living with horrible pain. He couldn’t sit without his hips and the back of his left leg hurting. Painkillers never worked very well either. His doctor recommended that her try physical therapy. Mark was told that the Oak leaf clinic was the best choice. His doctor told him that the techniques used at this clinic were like nothing anyone else could offer. 

Mark was feeling a lot better but total comfort eluded him. He could perform a little better at work and he could enjoy a little more of his home life but he still suffered awful pain. It would come on when he never expected it. A small twist or even lifting one of his two small children could bring on agony in an instant. The therapists were all so pleasant that they could bring some relief just by the warmth of their voices. He had to admit that he loved the experience of just being around these warm and empathetic people. The entire staff was female but that wasn’t his motive. He wasn’t about to forget his wonderful wife. She was his support during the worst of times. Circumstances made it tough for her to find a job that paid well but she did everything she could to make sure the bills were paid when Mark was between jobs. 

This time, Mark was told he would be working with a new occupational therapist. He was given instruction to wear loose fitting clothing. He was told that he shouldn’t be surprised if he was instructed to remove some or all of it during therapy. The clinic had to make sure that Mark gave his consent. Mark was used to therapists using their hands on him. He never questioned the instructions they gave to him because everything was done in a professional manner. These were highly trained people who were used to treating pain wherever it might occur. Pain often originated in a place where it wasn’t being felt.                                                      An attractive young woman came out to the lobby to take him back to one of the rooms. She was a pleasant woman about the same height as Mark. Mark was about 5’10” so she was relatively tall for a woman. She was somewhat plump and had ample curves. Mark tried not to notice but it wasn’t easy. Her name was Margaret Childress. Like all of the women Mark had worked with, she was able to make him comfortable without much effort. She spoke in a soft pleasant voice. 

“I have your chart Mr. Shader. I know you’ve never worked with me before but I do things differently. You have made some progress but the clinic’s director is concerned that it might not be effective in the long term. I see you’ve prepared yourself as you’ve been instructed. I only wish that everyone were as cooperative as you. Today, We are going to do some things not done anywhere else. This is where I come in. I have a special skill that isn’t something you’ve ever heard of. This is a technique practiced only by a few. This demands that I do some physical manipulation of my own body in ways that not many students are able to. I’ve been prepared in a special way. I had to undergo extreme body modification to do this. This is so new that it hasn’t received any notice. The technique uses the therapist’s body heat while it warms and relaxes your entire body. Every part of you will be treated at the same time. 

Mark was very interested because this sounded like it would feel wonderful but he knew he needed a more detailed explanation. “I don’t understand how it would be possible to use the heat of your own body to help me relax. I can’t see any possible way. Could you explain it please? I was told that I might have to take off all of my clothes for this. I don’t have a problem with that but this is very confusing.” Margaret smiled and took a deep breath. “Do you remember that I told you I had to be surgically altered? Well, (sigh) I volunteered for this because I was so intrigued. This was something I thought was really worthwhile. Certain personality types can be well suited for it. I believed this was something I was perfect for. There is a radical new theory that if someone were placed inside of the therapist’s stomach, the effects on the body would be profound. Did anyone ask you if you were claustrophobic?” 

Mark stared at her in total disbelief. “You are being funny, right? First of all, I would imagine that would be impossible and, even if it could be done, I would simply be eaten and digested. That’s crazy!” Margaret smiled, “I get that a lot. As I said, it isn’t anything that has been made public but, yes: I can do it and, you’re right, I have to eat you. There is no other way to explain that. The trick is to keep you inside for a period of time and bring you back out completely undigested, I should add. I can do it. My jaws open wider than a snakes and I have more than fifty times the stomach capacity of a normal person. My stomach will hold you snugly but comfortably. It would take a really long time to digest you so the stomach acids will act more as a liniment for your tight muscles. The stomach naturally churns when food is introduced to it. This won’t break down your body. It will gently massage you. Trust me, you will love it.” 

Mark was still skeptical. “Has this been done before? I’d be very upset if you were wrong.” Margaret said, “I won’t lie to you, this is something really new. There were some accidents early on with volunteers. No one was ever held legally responsible but the therapists couldn’t return a few people and they were digested. The bugs have been worked out, for the most part, and it should be entirely safe. I’ve had people who just love it when I swallow them. I haven’t had any problems, yet. This could be exciting and a lot of fun for you. Don’t worry.” 

Mark still couldn’t imagine it but what the heck! “How do I do this, Margaret? Is there anything I have to do? How do I stand or sit or whatever you want?” Margaret smiled, “this is why I need for you to take off all of your clothes, I need to have you go into my stomach smoothly. There is a restroom with a shower. It will be best, and I know this will make sense, if you take care of all of your body’s needs and follow with a warm shower. I can’t have you too stiff. I need for you to just relax and trust me. If you notice, I have a special table that I want you to lie down on. At the end of it is where I will swallow you and lie back on the mat behind me. 

How you wish to do it is up to you. I find that most people like me to do it head first. But either way is fine. I’m very good at this and I’ve had a lot of training. You won’t have a problem with my teeth hurting you. I have a very strong tongue and powerful muscles in the esophagus. Don’t be frightened if you feel a strong pull. I have to swallow you and it takes quite a bit of strength to do that. One more important thing you need to know. I have to swallow air for you from time to time. The stomach doesn’t hold much air. I’m afraid you might have to put up with me burping a lot. That can’t be helped. Which way do you want me to do this?” 

Mark thought about that for a moment. “Take your time, Mark. I know this can seem a bit scary. I’m sure you will be fine.” Mark said, “I think I’ll try it starting with the feet. That way I can have you stop if it feels too scary for me.” She had him lie down on the table.  “This is what I need for you to do. I have to have you just relax and let me do the work. Before we start, I’m going to put some oil on you. I have to put it all over you. This way I can swallow you more easily. It might smell like strawberries. That’s for my benefit. It helps me if I like the way you taste.” 

Margaret rubbed Mark all over with the strawberry scented oil. He decided it must be flax seed oil or fish oil. He turned over on his back. The head of the table was raised to about a thirty-degree angle. Margaret asked, “Are you comfortable, Mark? My stomach will expand and put you in a natural position. It helps if you don’t try to fight it. My stomach would just do it anyway. Just hold on to your hose and keep your arms to the side. Are you ready? I’m starting now.” 

Margaret took Marks feet into her mouth as she leaned forward in her chair. She took a big swallow and he slid down a bout eight inches on the table. It was very strong, as she had told him it would be but it was still something he didn’t expect. She stopped to let him relax but she didn’t have a lot of time. She began swallowing again and he felt the wet sensation of her mouth and throat as she worked him deeper inside. His feet were soon in a soft expanding place that molded itself around him as he began to fill it. He had a moment of involuntary resistance but the stomach met it with a pressure that told him that he had to let the stomach do its work. He was being rolled into a ball as his hips entered her throat. This was beginning to excite him and he felt himself having an erection. This embarrassed him but she didn’t slow down. He was sure she could feel it but it didn’t seem to surprise her. 

He had his best view of her eyes becoming larger as he was pulled closer. He couldn’t believe how her neck widened and the bones in her chest made room for him. Her mouth was absolutely huge. Finally he was feeling his shoulders slide in and everything close around them. This quickly pulled him in and he was feeling her mouth as it closed on his head. It was almost obscene. He could feel himself as he had a powerful and intensely pleasurable orgasm inside her as he completely entered her stomach. “It’s all right Mark. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. It was a perfectly natural reaction. Are you feeling comfortable?” It was warm and serenely soft inside of her. Her heart was beating and he could hear it loudly’ He could hear her burping as the stomach tightened around him. “I could never have imagined this,” said Mark. 

Mark could feel her body as she slowly lay on her back where she could easily hold him in her stomach. “Now, Mark, you should be feeling my stomach squeezing you a bit. That’s natural for it to do. I don’t want to scare you but it’s all part of the process of digestion. You won’t be digested, I promise.” Mark was beginning to wish she would just keep him there and digest him. It was a strangely natural feeling for him. He decided that he was her prey. He was supposed to be digested. “You know, Margaret? I wouldn’t be angry if you did digest me. I’m food aren’t I? It just seems like the right thing to do to food. You seemed to be hungry when you ate me.”  Margaret laughed, “I confess, if it wasn’t for the fact that digesting you would get me into a lot of trouble, I’d be tempted. I sound like a broken record but that’s a natural feeling too. It’s necessary for me to have an empty stomach when I swallow someone. I must say that you were delicious. You were basted in my own favorite sauce. If you want to know how this looks from the outside, I have a picture being taken for you so you can see afterward. My stomach is like a giant bubble.” 

Mark felt her stomach pulse as it churned softly. It was a wonderful experience He was starting to feel a mild tingle on his skin. Margaret was actually starting to digest him. It was so warm. His muscles relaxed and his spine felt so good being stretched as her stomach squeezed him and relaxed. “Mark, I’ve had you in there for a half hour and it’s time for you to come out now. You have to help me a little by pushing with your legs as I regurgitate.” Mark felt her stomach contract and the entrance to her stomach open as he was pushed back into her esophagus. He didn’t have to work hard to help her. She had moved to her side and he was sliding out onto the mat. “There is a robe for you to put on. You can wear it to the shower. I know you took one but you just came out of my stomach and you will need to shower again. I can tell that I didn’t need to tell you that. You’ve been a wonderful client, Mark. You will only be charged the normal fee since this is the first time you’ve experienced this kind of therapy. You did great! I hope it helped. It’s kind of experimental.” 

Mark walked to the front desk to pay his bill. He needed a receipt to send to his insurance company. He never felt so good. He was even better than her was before his fall. The receptionist smiled at him. “Mark, I bet you didn’t expect anything quite like that, did you?” Mark shook his head and smiled. “That was almost sinfully good.” He said. Margaret walked up and said to the receptionist, “I wish all my patients were so good.” She leaned forward and put her hand to her mouth pretending to whisper. “He was absolutely delicious.” Mark blushed. He had never been in a situation where he had to give another person so much power over him. She could have done anything she wanted and gotten away with it. She could have just fallen asleep and it would have been too late. He could have been digested. He rather enjoyed the thought. Later, Margaret went to lunch with the staff. 

Margaret was starved. “You know, that only works on an empty stomach,” she told the others. “Since I have fifty times the capacity of anyone else’s stomach, I’m hungry all of the time. I’ won’t ever be slim but that just can’t be helped. I try to control my intake. I can only think about my last client while I eat a salad with no dressing to keep my weight under control. I’m glad someone keeps track of the time for me. You don’t know how hard it is to let someone out.” 

The director of the clinic thought, “we only have to forget once. This could be revolutionary or it could become a legal nightmare. It’s a good thing that we have access to a law office experienced in cases where there are unconventional procedures. We really don’t need any accidents. We like many of our clients. It wouldn’t be good even if the least pleasant were to be digested.”  She then said to Margaret, “I know you’ve told me there were accidents early on when experimenting with this therapy. Can you give me some background on that?” 

Margaret frowned. There was a look of sadness. “It takes a certain kind of person to do this. You really have to have a strong desire to swallow another human being alive. If that wasn’t true, it couldn’t be done by anyone. The accidents were a matter of wanting to eat another person so badly that it’s just what they did. They loved the feeling of someone inside of them. They just couldn’t give that person up. People who were swallowed didn’t want to leave either.” Margaret said all of this while she knew she was most likely going to face this problem. She hoped she could control it but she was afraid she couldn’t. Mark was at the end of his prescribed therapy. She had made a private appointment with him at her own home.        

