The Belch that rocked the town

By: The Watcher

Authors Note:  This story was written as a special gift to my friend :iconXerovore: I sure hope you enjoy it buddy! 


Artema needed to belch. She could feel it deep in her belly. She opened her mouth and prepared to let loose just outside her apartment… And nothing happened. She rubbed her belly perplexed. “I have never had trouble burping before.” She thought to herself as she walked back into her apartment. 

“Maybe all I need is a little snack.” She told her pet python Clyde as she dropped a freeze dried possum in his cage for dinner. Finishing that chore she turned towards the kitchen, pausing as she felt her belly gurgle and growl loud enough to shake her large spherical belly. “Foods coming” she told her hungry belly, moving to the kitchen to prepare a large meal of pasta for herself. 

She ate the meal greedily. Not sparing the smallest particle of food from her hungry and gassy belly. She followed up every bite of pasta with a swig from a 2 liter of soda, insuring that her belly would be full and ready to belch. As she drank the last of the cola, her belly gave a groan and sloshed audibly, she opened her mouth, preparing for the sweet release of a belch, and still nothing came. 


Artema patted her belly as it groaned, needing release. She looked around her kitchen at all the open cupboards. She had literally eaten all the food in the house! She had been trying for hours to get her belch to come and still nothing happened and with the lack of food, trying to force the belch by eating more was out of the question.

The doorbell rang and groaning softly, Artema went to answer it and smiled as she saw her good friend Sarah upon opening the door. “And just what is that grin for?” Artema asked, patting her belly as it rumbled again.

“The boys on campus are having a belching contest.” Sarah replied, her grin growing wider. “and they claim no girl can beat them, so I signed you up.” 


Artema gave a startled gasp “But I can’t seem to get a belch out today.” Her belly gave a loud rumble in agreement. 


“Then the contest is just what you need!” Sarah exclaimed, grabbing Artema’s hand to lead the way.


“Buuu,,,,” Artema managed before hurrying to keep up.


Sarah led the way to the only section of VORE U that had boys. The Keggers they were called for they drank beer most of the day. 


Before they duo walked into the backyard of the chapter house they could hear the belches and the cheers of the party and contest. 

After a particularly loud belch, the crowd erupted in cheers. “Can no one beat the burpinator?”  the 20-something emcee  asked, pointing towards the 6’ 6” muscular blond standing off to the side. 

Sarah started jumping up and down waving her hands wildly in the air. “Artema can!” She declared, pushing Artema, groaning belly and all, up onto the makeshift stage. 


“O really?” The emcee asked grinning, “She doesn’t look like much.” He commented before the sound of eating stopped him. Turning around he saw Artema gobbling down the food from the buffet table, her already full belly groaning as she forced more food into it. 


“Artema you get to go first.” The emcee said a few hours later after she polished off the entire table and a few people from the crowd. 


Artema shook her large, hard belly, longing for the squishy feeling to come back, but the belch trapped inside would not allow it; as she walked to center stage, causing something to bubble up from deep within her. 

She opened her mouth to speak, but her belly rumbled too loudly for her voice to be heard, this of course brought snickers from the crowd. Patting her belly in an effort to calm it down a little, Artema opened her mouth to speak again… And then the belch came. 

It started with a sound, a deep rumble that caused Artema’s body to tremble with its force. The crowd grew silent as they too started to shake as though there were an earthquake. The throaty rumble increased in intensity and volume, Artema ending up on her ample rear from the force. She closed her eyes as she felt the sweet relief that came as all the gases in her stomach came out in a rush, knocking those nearest the stage to the ground with its force. 

The massive outtake of air pushed Artema backwards on the stage. The emcee was thrown off the stage as he tried to cross in front of her. Lucky for him, others, further out in the audience had been bowled over in Artema’s blast, so he sustained little injury. 


Artema’s lips flapped outwards as the gases continued to escape, then, the smell came. 


The sickly-sweet smell of food that was partially digested combined with the scent of her upset tummy and carbonation. Instantly many passed out, while those with weaker olfactory senses were prolonged in the green cloud that exited Artema’s lips. 

The cloud hung in the air, obscuring those directly beneath it. The burpinator gagged and fell to his knees, eyes brimming with tears. “I GIVE!” he yelled trying to move away from Artema. 

Suddenly it was over, the silence that filled the area broken only by Artema’s belly as it gurgled once more. 


Sarah saw a ripple pass over through Artema’s exposed belly and started running for the exit. “GET OUT OF HERE! SHE’S GONNA BLOW!” Sarah yelled, even as she felt the ground shake, more forcefully than before. 


Sarah continued to run, glancing over her shoulder once, only to see a green cloud plume erupt over the yard where the party had been held. She snickered as she paused to catch her breath “Told you, you could win.” She giggled and pulled a gas mask out from her back pack. “Now to take you to dinner.” She said, heading back to where Artema sat after her belch that rocked the town. 
The End

