Arylirien 's Diet, Part 1

They had originally set out as three adventurers; Arylirien , Yazu and Letheni, travelling Azeroth and  Northrend, facing daunting and perilous adventures together. As a team they were very formidable; the problem was that they didn't get to work much as a team with their selection of food. Namely each other. Both Letheni and Yazu were currently occupying a large bulge in the middle of Ary, the Draenei warrior who had tricked them into letting their guard down and devouring them.

The stomach had enough room for both the shaman and paladin to push against and kick about in endless struggles, provoking series of gurgles and glorps from their movement. The sleeping Draenei gained a constant blush to her cheeks from all the lovely writhing inside of her, keeping her in a peaceful sleep whilst her belly tended to it's meals. The inside was treacherous at best, a roiling mass of soft, slick flesh that undulated around it's food. The air was hot, causing both the occupants to grow a light sweat as their bodies pushed against each other. Neither of them looked pleased with this development, as they both turned and spoked in hushed whispers.

“I'm getting sick of this. She never gives us a minute's rest, and she expects me to throw her healing spells!” Letheni arched her back, her arms outstretched and making clear hand imprints against the dome of flesh.

“Mmn, it's ridiculous. I know we eat each other often but this is too much.” Letheni was busy running her hands on familiar territory; sometimes Ary would shudder in delight from where she rubbed, other times she'd tense up and squeek from the sudden squeezes. “We'll never reach the Outlands at this rate.”

“What can we... I mean, what can stop her from doing it to us?” Letheni's words provoked them to think, in-between pushing back the stomach walls so eager to cling to them. Digestion had yet to start, and their predator had foolishly gone to sleep so early that they could plot against her. In a few minutes, Letheni suddenly lit up, eyes wide with an idea. “She needs a diet?”

“A... diet? She considers two people a diet, Letheni!”

“No, I mean, we need to go on a diet.” A grin grew, blossomed and showed on her face, juxtaposed to the increasing perplexity on the human's brow.

“I don't see how that will-” Glooooooouuuuuurrrrp! Her words were cut off, intervened by the stomach reminding them of their predicament.

“Think about it. A diet.” Letheni looked, hoping Yazu would understand what she meant but judging by her face, she was still confused. “You know how she considers...” 

The pause was silent other than a low pitched growl, coming from all the walls. “...we're going to eat Ary more than she can eat us. She'll be our diet.” It was at this moment that Yazu finally got it, and nodded several times in approval.

“Oh, I get you now! I'll make sure she's so deep inside of me, she'll wonder what the sun is when she gets out!”

“She does have a certain taste to her. A very good one! We just need to wait and get out.”

And so, their task was not a difficult one, simply to wait for their end at Ary's bloated gut. Letheni had always found the stomach more claustrophobic than anything, whilst her paladin companion could easily relax. Yazu started to go into a deep sleep herself, expecting to be awoken outside of Ary for once. Their night was full of constant turmoil; the mixture of Letheni's instinctive pushes and shoves against the flesh, mixed with the rising heat and the constant, low growling furnace-like noises emanating from her stomach. The constant ring of glorps and gurgles was enough to keep Letheni wide awake, never quite stopping or finding her energy running out until it was too late.

For Arylirien, she simply dreamed sweat dreams of bloated stomachs, listening to the noises and seeing inside to her meals. Not too far from the truth, as she curled and rubbed her bloated gut as she was deep in a wonderland. By morning, she'd found her belly had shrunken a little in size, though the bloated orb was no bigger than the size of a gnome. The meal's contents had managed to escape beforehand, dealing with the resurrection sickness at the Dalaran Inn with a long, well earned nap.

When they met up again, it was at the very inn they'd spend the night at. Letheni and Yazu still felt a slight bit of nausea from the resurrection sickness, with the former holding her head whilst she sat at the table, and the other trying to drink enough Honeymint Tea to get rid of it. Ary sat down, sporting a belly no more, much more jolly than the others. Her smile was compared to their glances, which looked as if they had a hangover.

“You're back! You didn't take as long as usual.” When she sat, her plate gave off clinks and grinds, her weapon pulled off the straps holding it to her back and rested against the edge of the circular table.

“We... took a spirit healer.” Letheni almost groaned it out, turning her head and taking her hands closer to the middle and away from her horns.

“Oh, resurrection sickness? How long left does it have?”

“It's g-”

“9 minutes or so.” Yazu found herself interrupted, and exchanged a glance with Letheni. It was so abrupt that she paused, and looked utterly confused, if not annoyed. Letheni's face tried to explain that she had an idea, and tried to shush her with a wave.

“You know paladins. If they lost both their arms they'd say they'd be ready to fight.” The minor confusion on Arylien's face cleared up, and she nodded eyes closed with a smile.

“Oh! Alright, it gives me time to get a head start. We're going to the Tundra today, so bring some thick clothes!” Just like that, her weapon was lugged over her back, and she'd already mounted up on her Saber in order to head off first and rack up a headcount.

“...can you tell me what that was about?” Yazu straightened up, leaning in with a scrutinising glance to the Shaman. She'd leaned back, and took her mace from her left side. A breeze of air began to form around her hand, glowing with a white light until it circled around, whipping to her weapon and remaining in orbit around the hammer head.

“It gives us time to plan. Look, here's what we'll do. When we're out and we've almost finished up with whatever those people give us for quests, I'll go and pretend I'm mining, and you can do the same.”

“Uh... huh?” A tilted head and wide eyes; this paladin obviously didn't have much in her intellect stat.

“...and then when she goes for either of us, the other sneaks up behind her and wolfs her down!”

“Oh! That's a great plan. Are you sure we can do it?”

“Of course we can. I'll put a sentry totem up just to be sure. Make sure you've got food and water.”

“But... we won't need food if this works.” Yazu pointed out. Letheni raised her eyebrows.

“...oh yeah, good point! Okay, bring some water then.”

The two of them made the arrangements for some Pungent Seal Whey, took to their mounts and visited Krasus' landing. A modest fair to travel from the middle of northrend to the tip, but the gold would surely be worth it to get Ary from chowing down on them constantly.

The warrior of the trio had already started to tally up a sizeable amount of Scourge from the Temple City of En'kilah, dragging out a few bodies of ghouls and necromancers to pile them against the outer city's walls. By the time the others had arrived, she'd taken at least 30 down. She greeted them with a wave, jacking her sword out of a Ghoul's chest that was sent to the floor from the blow.

“Heeeeeeeey~! Over here!” She waved her hand to call them over, and after a nod to each other they made their way towards them. Yazu was on her horse, and her newly acquired armour matched her dark skin and short, black ponytail. Letheni pulled back her ponytails a bit, and they both dismounted to approach on foot. When they got to her side, they exchanged quest information and got to work.

It took them no length of time to rip apart every undead they came across, including a few Horde that had strayed into the trio whilst they quested, for cheap and easy honour. When they all ganged up, with swords and clawed fists smashing into the enemy, they'd hit the floor in less than a few seconds. If it wasn't for Letheni staying back to throw thunderbolts to their enemies and manage their totems, they may have gotten bored from it being so easy! At the end though, the Scourge had a large dent in their forces, and the outer wall had a new paint job of black blood and bodies.

Yazu carted the last body over her should rand slumped it down; the bones creaked from the impact to the frozen show, and one last wheeze of breath escaped the Ghoul's ravenous jaw before it finally stopped twitching. “I hope this is enough proof. We've killed three times as much as we need to!” The others agreed, with their hands on their hips to inspect the mountain of corpses.

“Good job then!” Letheni called out. “Now that we've gotten this out of the way, mind if me and Yazu do a bit of mining?” The nod to the paladin was the signal, and she took a second to widen her eyes and nod back.

“O-oh! Hey, there's two nodes over to the left and right, isn't there?” Her acting was convincing enough, and Letheni nodded along with her.

“Sure is! Mind if we get these?” Ary herself was wondering where they were; she couldn't have seen them, and she was always the first to get to the ore! She shook her head though, wiping the blood off her long, flat blade.

“Sure, why not. I'll just sharpen my weapon.” The hybrids trotted over to two spots close by, and they'd pretend to whack at a pile of rocks with their picks to give off the impression of searching. They'd even positioned themselves so that they were all in a line, with Ary in the middle. If she turned for one, the other would be out of sight.

They'd taken quite a while, and Ary's mind turned to hunger. Now was an excellent time to get some food, as the questing had left her a bit famished. She turned to Yazu, a devious spark in her eyes and a wicked grin on her lips. Plate wasn't stealthy, but the noise she made plinking at the rock would cover her. Letheni had her totem next to her, watching through and around it. When Ary started to move it was dismissed, with the shaman creeping quickly behind her.

Ary approached upwards from her bent over position, arms spread wide and her mouth spread quite wide itself. She could already taste her! It was almost comedic how she rose with her arms wide, fingers ready to grab. Yazu didn't seem the wiser, even though she could see the shadow. “Hurry up, she's almost on me!” she thought. It was about when she was going to grab her, that she found her arms were pinned to her side. A look of dumbstruck was on her face, as two blue arms were locked underneath her chest and holding her body straight.

“Wha-?” Letheni had her in her grasps, and she kept her tight to her chest. She didn't waste any time in opening impossibly wide, and pulling the warrior down so she was at mouth level. With an open mouth, she hovered over and began to thrust her upwards. Ary's head slotted into her mouth quite easily, and the taste of her hair flushed over her tongue. Ary herself opened her mouth and started to squirm, the shock and realisation suddenly making her body active. Her predator was aware, and her own cheeks darkened with a light blush. 

“Mmng!” Lips sealed half-way over the Draenei's face, and the sucking swallow suddenly plopped her head fully into her mouth. Her mouth was a dark navy colour, very hot and sticky with saliva eager to lather over her. There was a certain exquisiteness to how she could feel Ary trying to move in her mouth; it was always new, and it was always so magnified. The next part was the hardest; shoulders would have to be forced in.

A tail whipped against the mailed leggings of her captor, but it did nothing but add more struggling. Shoulders rolled in their sockets, her body twisted in physical bondage, hooves trying to remain stable on the tundra. Letheni linked her fingers together, and counting to three in her mind, thrusting her up with a large amount of force, all whilst swallowing and opening her throat a bit. Ary was suddenly shunted upwards with her shoulders deep in her cheeks, and now she could feel the movements of her upper body, tasting her skin so supple and fresh. That blush only grew deeper, and a soft hum would chill and vibrate over her meal's skin. Remaining strong, she'd keep hoisting her up, refusing to let her get any advantage, even as her fingers flexed, trying to grip or claw at anything to give her some respite.

Yazu had never really watched it happen as a third party, and it was only the muffled cries of Ary trying to tell her to get off that made her turn around. It was quite a sight to see! She'd managed to force up to the warrior's chest into her mouth, hunching over in order to get her deeper inside. “I'm wearing armour! You can't just do this to m-hrk!” That was when she received quite a strong squeeze to her midriff, now that her hands had moved downwards in order to keep her body pinned. Yazu took this time to step forward, hands on her knees to bend down, and just watch for now.

 “You're lucky she doesn't have her sword equipped. Must have forgotten it when she thought with her belly.” When Yazu talked, things started to click in her mind. She didn't move much during this time, allowing quicker eating. The insides of the Draenei were of a darker colour than her skin, and they constantly oiled themselves with mucus and saliva. Each movement could be seen on the outside, but not so tightly; they could certainly see her move her mouth to speak, but it was an exceptionally curved bulge in her throat. Her head rocked from side to side, trying to find some elasticity, even turning about; it only made Letheni purr with a twisted contentment. The smell seemed to be quite... sweet inside of her. Possibly the Honeymint Tea she'd had before. It was much better than the usual smell, Ary would agree, and she couldn't complain that Letheni hadn't tried to make it accommodative!

“You... you both planned this, didn't you!” A large shuffle of movement, as Letheni grabbed and pinned Ary's wrists to her side. She pushed, trying to go upwards with her, a few moments to lift the plated Draenei, before she managed to hoist her at a horizontal angle. Yazu decided to help out now, and put her hands on Ary's hips. She'd have much more strength than the Shaman, who used this bit of respite to lurch forward. A large, gorging noise of air escaping her wind pipe and the slicking of her prey going deeper. Her tongue had a field day of the taste, running up and over every inch of bare flesh that could stroke in it's greedy reach. Even the smell, despite the metal, seemed to add something new. Dry skin, a little layer of sweat, and even the smell of victory seemed to draw near.

The two of them were going to make quick work of her, and they started to feed her in continuously. This wasn't to Ary's willingness, as her hooves began to flail and kick about, tail lashing from side to side. It took Yazu to grab them and keep her still, like she was holding a stretcher. Her chest had long vanished, and formed two bulged deep in her throat. It was about this time that the chainmail bikini she'd worn for this occasion finally got some use; if it wasn't for armour or sex appeal, it made excellent make-shift Draenei eating armour! As she went deeper, she found herself getting even more packed inside. Her insides pulsed, fleshy undulations of her throat that wrapped over her upper body and head. When she was finally pushing into the stomach, her head had some room so it wasn't pressed in on itself. She'd find herself being pushed and curled downwards, with the back of her skull pushed just below the belly button, and the belly ballooning outwards. Given that she could feel, and slightly see, her shoulders and arms feeding down, it didn't comfort her much.

Each time Letheni swallowed, she had to not only push some more of Ary into her mouth, but she had to push forward as well as swallow widely. The entire movement looked as if she was fitting herself over her meal, cramming it down whilst her throat grew wider and wider. Her belly had begun to show, curving out and creaking as the skin was pulled tight. It was nothing more than a small dome that gradually grew, but in time it would flourish. The paladin kept a good eye on it, and as it grew bigger she couldn't help but to look more enraptured by it. When it was about the size where it no longer looked realistic, she seemed to have no other care in the world. The draenei eating on the other hand, had her eyes closed, constantly murring and mumbling with delight. The entire meal seemed to enthral her just as much, greedily cramming down the draenei into her gullet.

  The body was formed as a wide, sausage-like bulge with some definition in her throat, with two growths off the side to form arms, these eventually diminished as no more of the arms were left to eat. Up to the hip, and she wanted to end this with a little more time. She motioned with a hand for Yazu to stop, and after snapping her fingers to get her attention away from her writhing, slightly bouncing belly, she nodded with wide eyes and stopped. In a display of arrogance, she'd put her hands on her side and simply take small trots forward. Each one was with a swallow, and the thighs were done inch by inch. More vanished down into her depths, with the thick thighs being reduced to knees, all whilst the stretched mouth shrunk to fit less and less in, with a smile on her lips as proof of her own pleasure of doing it.

Of course, her meal knew what she was doing. Taking her time! Enjoying this more than she should! Now her hands were free, she was in a position to do something. She'd currently be resting with her hands bent, supporting her against the stomach walls with her hips yet to be more than a wide bulge deep in the throat. “You don't need to do that! Get me out of here, you totem swinging...” Elbows dug down into the side. Whilst this was intended to annoy or even cause damage, it simply made two bulges appear on the lower hemisphere of her protruding belly. It gave a giggle off Letheni, who took one hand to give a loud, strong pat to the upper part of her belly. Loud for her occupant, of course, who heard the thunderous boom of a slap around her. She stopped digging down to keep herself supported, hands spread out to grip against the inner walls.

Letheni found it too easy now and decided to wrap it up. She had limited speech, and did her best to rock a nod with her mouth full. The two of them worked together, and the paladin started to push and cram the hoofed feet on the end of the legs. The pushes weren't graceful; quick, filling her throat full of calves and eventually, leaving just the hooves wiggling about on the outside. Inside, Ary had her hips now, and the belly stretched outwards to a mind boggling size. It was there that she could truly appreciate how stretchy Letheni was; she could move about enough to squirm, but anything more than just bumps and bulges would be far too much for even a strong warrior like Arylirien. She'd not appreciate the small pool of cold tea her hair was currently bathing in, and frowned deadpan to show the belly her disapproval. “This isn't funny!”

Yazu was too much in a trance to realise that her hands were in the shaman's mouth by now, and a forceful swallow would pluck them from her grasp. Whilst she had her hands in her mouth to shake politely with her tongue. Letheni gave a very wide grin, baring her fangs to her. She didn't hold her in place, so she yanked them out before she got the idea of eating her. Judging by how she reacted, she probably thought about it and let her go.

Legs snaked downwards, bulging out the throat and jamming them further down. Even as Ary tried to spread them or push up, the throat muscles had her beaten and she only made bulges in her throat to compensate. The throat returned to normal with a squelch as her stomach sealed, funnelled away from being bloated and eventually filling her belly. Her first proper breath was a sigh; of relief and of victory! To follow up, she condescendingly took her hand and patted it over her belly where Ary's head was. It was then that they could both truly admire it.

It was much larger than anything you'd expect from a bulge; a full pregnancy wouldn't have matched such a gargantuan belly. Her soft blue skin seemed to reflect the Northrend light off it well; her navel didn't pop, remaining a slight poke inwards. The main bulge contained Ary's back and head, and it sloped much like a person's back would if they were in the foetal position. A very good analogy as Arylirien was bunched up, grasping her knees with her hands whilst the belly kept her churned inside. Two slight protrusions domed from the sides to show her arms, but they seemed to not be nearly as big as the belly. Features were hard to make out unless they were forced against the walls, being more of a moving bump more than a skin-tight body suit. It hung out a little low, supported well, and it seemed to always be moving. Her muscles were writhing over her prey as much as Ary was shoving and struggling against them, causing the belly in its entirety to simply look like it was pulsing hypnotically.

Letheni was more than pleased. The sensation of filling herself up, the thrill of the swallow and the feel of somebody trapped in her was a narcotic like no other. She even took a minute to simply trace a finger over the belly; the soft light of the sun would give perfect shading to every little bump and curve, which her fingertip would teasingly, almost sensually trace over. Yazu was too busy drooling at the stomach too, until Letheni snapped her fingers infront of her face. The shock almost made the girl Divine Shield out of instinct.

“Hey, c'mon. We need to get me indoors now. Grab her sword and let's head off to Valiance Keep.” Yazu gave a nod, and helped to ease the bellied Draenei up onto her steed. The bumpy ride was not fun for her occupant. The warrior at this time was very grumpy, and tried to push, pound and kick against the walls. What infuriated her more was how they were being enjoyed! If nothing more than a squeal of enjoyment, Letheni found the struggles harmoniously blissful. Her stomach had always had a sensitive side; the side all around her meal!

And so they rode back, and enjoyed their time at the inn. None of the guards seemed to have called them out on this, not even the barkeep. They'd come back with eaten victims all the time, and it kept them from eating all the food supplies. They left them to a table in the corner, with a sturdy low table so the belly could rest upon it. Letheni hadn't stopped stroking it since they arrived, and now she was feeling in a better mood. All the worries of being eaten previously, gone!

“Enjoy yourself in there~?” Letheni cooed, gently prodding against Ary's side in there. Yazu was happy to watch, as she knew she may be in the same position too.

“No! What's this about anyway? You don't usually eat people like that!”

“And neither do you, fatty! If I hadn't have eaten you, Yazu would have been a gurgle in you by now.”

“She gurgles so well though! You struggle much better thou...” Cogs turned again, and the pause was interrupted by a lightbulb flashing up over the belly. “...this is because I ate you before! And I'm not a fatty, I'm just...”

“You're just too gluttonous for your own good. So you're going on a diet, starting now! This is the last time we'll be eaten so much by you.” Letheni gave a very firm pat to her belly, propping herself back. Yazu looked a little annoyed; she thought she struggled quite well!

“Oh I don't think so! When I'm out of here, I'll have you two in my belly so much it'll be where your hearthstone is set! I'll give you nightmares about how much my belly churns you about! You'll keep looking over your shoulders just to...”

This was about the point where Letheni blanked out what Ary was saying, in order to further occupy herself with her belly. She'd just let her hands run down the sides, open palms with her fingers held together. Some light pushes to each other, as she smushed her belly. It seemed to make it glourp everytime she did, and the noise was quite exciting! If she squeezed whilst doing so, it got louder. Eventually, she just started to squeeze until the groans would shut the draenei up about her revenge, and once she was settled Letheni stopped. The only noises remaining was the steadily growing gurgles, with some groans and churns meanwhile.

Other than Ary's squirming, which wasn't such a bad thing for Letheni, the night was very nice and a success! Yazu eventually went over to help give the belly some attention, which just made the Draenei blush and purr deeper than before. Even her tail wagged side to side! Ary hadn't made much noise, but her movements were quiet and gentle after a few hours of solitary confinement. They both figured she'd talked so much that she'd ran out of air. They head off to sleep soon enough.

Night was peaceful, and Letheni had no complains as her belly went into overdrive to process her food. Her blanket only covered half her belly, laying on her back in order to spread her arms wide. She loved the noise it made; how the gurgles fizzed and simmered, erupting like geysers and filling the room with a sudden implosion of energy. Groans that crept from the shadows to puncture the silence, followed by her belly clenching and visibly rocking the contents about like a washing machine. Every now and then, loud glourps would delight her ears, causing her to smile deeply in her sleep as the crescendo of digestion would rivet her senses. It only took a few hours, and by morning she'd be left with a very jagged belly.

Morning was not pleasant for either of them. Removing Arylirien's armour was a challenge in itself, and something of a story they'd rather not repeat. At least she had her revenge that way!

