Gianna- Taking a Breather 
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With a final strained grunt Gianna lifted her last rep, pushing the 200 pound weighted bar back into the secured position on the bench press rack. After 15 sets of 20 reps, she took a moment to just lay there on her back on the bench, eyes closed, catching her breath. Slowly Gianna opened her eyes, looking down past the deep clevage of her large copper brown breasts to the vast dome of her ponderous stomach. Her belly towered tightly engorged over the rest of her horizontally prostrate body, and she paused observing it carefully watching it’s rising and falling with each belabored breath...until she felt the familiar movement of her earlier meal shifted, a bulge pushing up from the top of the massive gut, followed by a sharp kick near her belly button. 

“Fuckin’ hell…” Gianna cursed under her breath, dropping her head back down exasperated at the annoyingly tenacious survivability of the young woman she inadvertently devoured earlier that morning. 

The diet she had adhered to strictly all week was demolished in a single instance of weakness, as she ravenously scarfed down some sweet smelling teenager who was assumably walking to school, unlucky enough to cut through the same empty park Gianna was jogging through. Regretting it immediately once the teen was packed inside of her tightly stretched bulging gut, Gianna could’ve kicked herself for not at least grabbing a bagel before she headed out for her saturday morning jog. Now here she was desperately trying to work off her massive breakfast-guest, doing anything to quickly digest this ill fated, yet persistently squirming meal before the hot date with a cute and tasty looking guy she had met on a dating website. Now her plans for a much needed dick-dinner combo were very possibly wrecked, all thanks to her own delinquent voracity.

Finally, with another series of heaving grunts Gianna, rolled and rocked her way to an upright sitting position on the bench and eventually up to her feet, her massively swollen belly jutting out heavily beneath her red and gray sports bra. She waddled to the nearby, thankfully empty, locker room. She brooded as she made her way, her hands rubbing and massaging the sides of her bulging gurgling gut as she walked past the lockers, stopping in front of the bathroom mirrors to see if her efforts had made any progress. She stood, posing before her equally large-bellied reflection, turning this way and that way, attempting to find a more slimming angle. At one point she even sucked her stomach in, although all it did was make her meal’s outline beneath her belly taut skin that much more pronounced. 
Finally fed up she simply lifted her bulging gut up and plopped it heavily atop the counter with a defeated sigh, utterly disgusted at the insufficient amount of digestion that had taken place so far within the cauldron of her stomach. As she stared at the engorged brown bulge, feeling the weak struggles of her meal within she heard the locker room door open. 

“Oh hey Gianna. I didn't know you were in he-...WHOA!!” Said Tamara, a short woman and regular gym goer whom Gianna had chatted with on a few occasions. She was just about to pass on by towards the bathroom stalls when she froze, spotting the bulbous gut sitting on the counter “...Oh geez girl. You alright. What’s going on here?”

“Oh uh..This? It’s...uh...nothing much.” Gianna lied, snapping out of her brooding daydream and into the suddenly awkward situation she found herself in. She thought fast. “It’s uh...this new protein...I had a bit too much, and I think I had an allergic reaction... I think…uh...I’m...um-I’m fine. Nothing to worry about!” 

“Are you sure? Because that belly looks huge. Like super huge” Tamara said approaching and looking closer, just as a movement rippled beneath the stretch brown skin. “I think it just moved.”

“Oh yea i’m sure. It’ll go away.” Gianna said futilely trying to cover her outsized belly with her hands. She quickly change the subject  “I-In fact, i’m in here trying to work off this...uh...bloating….before my date tonight.”

“Oh?” Tamara said taking the conversational bait. “You got a date tonight huh? With who? Anybody I know?”

“Oh no…Just a guy a met online. Cute though.” Gianna replied. She could feel the movement of the girl in her stomach begin to get more active, and hoped Tamara wouldn't look down to see a hand or face protrusion. “He seemed nice enough so I asked him if he wanted to meet up for dinner tonight.”

“Okay, I feel ya. Do you girl. Just watch these internet dudes. They start out nice but can get pretty creepy pretty fast.”

“Oh yea, don't i know it. But done wor-rroOOOOUUUUURRRRRRAAARRRuRP!!*” The raucous belch ripped from Gianna throat so quickly and powerfully she didn't even feel it coming. To her mortification a red and white sneaker covered in green and yellow slime flew up her throat and out of her mouth, followed by an equally slimy soaked purple sock, both of which landed on the counter with a wet plop. The two women stood in the echoing silence for a few long moments, both sets of eyes darting from the partially digested mess and back to the other.

“Uh...Excuse me.” Gianna said, at a loss for words.  “I...I...uh….”

“Yea. N-No problem” Tamara said clearly freaked out by the display. “I’m gonna go ahead to the bathroom. I’ll...uh...catch ya later…BYE BYE!!” With that the short woman spun on her heels and slipped into the bathroom stall locking it immediately. 

“Okay...Um...bye-Bworp!...ugh. Bye Tamara...” Gianna replied, knowing what she had to do.

She looked at the steaming pile on the counter and slapped her forehead. How could things get any worse, she thought as she grabbed a paper towel and picked up the partially digested shoe and sock, sliding her belly off of the counter before she dropped the expelled articles in the nearby trash. Shaking her head she pulled out her cell phone to text her date, walking toward the locker room exit as she typed.

 In a apologetic message she cancelling the evenings plans with an excuse saying that she has a severe stomach ache, regretfully sending the message a moment before dramatically opening the locker room door and closing it loudly to make it seem like she left.. Then, as quietly as she could, she turned the lock on the door securing anyone from coming in...or easily getting out of the locker room. Stepping softly, she finally admitted to herself that it wasn't likely she’d be sufficiently done digesting the girl from earlier before the upcoming date. And if that wasn't likely, there was no way she’d be done digesting that girl plus her the soon-to-be stomach-mate, Tamara anytime soon.

As she hid behind as best she could out of immediate view of the bathroom stalls to wait for Tamara to come out she decided to look on the bright side of things. Sure she may not be getting the dick she wanted tonight, but it wasn't every day you got an admittedly delicious breakfast and what will be a tasty lunch served up so easily. 

The End
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