
The heavy runeterrian sun beat down on the small bundle of cloth hugging your head like a tension headache, and you never figured you would miss the odorous smog of Zaun. you reach up, rubbing sweat from your brow and squinted at the sun – about halfway between the horizon and the top of the sky, have you really been walking for that long? You rub your eyes, squeezing out any sweat, ruminating on how hot and sticky you felt. You probably should’ve brought a hat, but Zaun was never as sunny as this, or not nearly as off putting. Which is surprising considering just how off putting Zaun could be. It didn’t matter though, it would all be worth it once you got to where you were going to be. All the nights alone on the road left little else to do but have your mind wander around and tickle itself on what might be waiting for you there. The payoff is going to be well worth it.

Well, if this place even exists.

A well earned streak of shadow passed over your face as a massive gate loomed into view. You strain your weary eyes and looked up at the top which held a magnificently crafted sign: “Welcome to Bandle City”. 

Finally.

It took you many long days of scraping by with as little money spent as possible in order to get here, and that money was good; Now the only thing left is to make sure that the flier that brought you here would hold up its promise was as well.

It wasn’t easy trying to get from Zaun to the yordle metropolis, Long nights in animal carriages, long nights under a tree, long nights spent with many people in many places, but ever since you saw the posters you knew you had to see if it was true. All those nights would be worth it just for the chance at this one, and you could only hope that it would drag on just as long as the others did.

You reach into your knapsack, pushing aside stale bread, dead leaves, sand, and your coin purse to pull out a scuffed piece of paper.
“All citizens of runeterra big and small! Come try your hand at the newest additions to the Bandle Den… Your very own fighters from the fields of Justice! These boys and ladies have fought long and hard, and would love for some of your company, for a reasonable price of course! Come down to the corner of Itchies and Gerald's to face off with the best the league has to offer… or face away, whatever your style!”
It was torn, faded, stained, crumpled, and the picture behind the text showed a cheesy, dated and sunbleached promotional picture of all the yordles currently in the league, standing triumphantly and shoving their weapons in the air. 
You fold it back up and put it back into your sack as you trudge under the sign past the guards who sat at the gate looking bored. They barely watched as you put the flier away, hands on their hextech rifles, small furry fingers on the trigger. They could end you in a flinch if they wanted too, but barely even noticed you as you passed through. Kind of surprising, were they that confident? Or were they that vulnerable? Hell in Zaun they’d take this place for scraps in a second but then again, you don’t remember the last time someone got anything over on Bandle City that wasn’t named Veigar.
You put the thoughts away as you continued into the intricate city, taking in the view. Large stone buildings dwarfed the tiny craftsmen that lived inside as they hung and held together as closely as possible, trying to squeeze away any inefficiency as they crowded around town squares and roundabouts. Tall houses dotted the cobblestone streets, the woodworking skills of tiny hands showing proudly from banisters and balconies. It was interesting how such a small race of creatures built such tall houses, maybe they were compensating for something, but it was gorgeous none the less. 
Speaking of them, a large stream of them chittered and chattered, meandering down the streets and populating the sidewalks as you passed through the gate. You glanced over the denizens of the city as they bustled around their business, none of them stood more than four feet tall making you stick out like priest at a whorehouse. You saw a few humans and vastayan scattered between the furry bodies, but they walked with a purpose, university or business types and diplomats fulfilling whatever errands they had to do for the day. People on far more dignified business than the one you were pursuing.
You continue down the road, resisting the urge to pull out the poster in order to double check the address, and even less so to ask one of the residents where the Bandle Den was, lest you give up any more hint of your purposes here. You end up stopping a younger and rougher looking yordle on the street to ask him where Itchies was, and after giving you a funny look, he pointed down an alleyway trying to hide itself between dumpsters and fire escapes. Walking between the buildings, you notice that the grandiose architecture was slowly stripping away, with function taking precedent over form. Banisters and balconies were replaced with barriers and metal bars as a more utilitarian style of building appeared. The craftsmanship had all but disappeared, and standard brick made up the construction. The government and architects don’t seem too keen on keeping this part of city looking good apparently. 
You eventually come across the sign hanging from a battered building, a larger yordle happily drinking a glass of beer plastered on the front of it. Farther down on the corner, just like the poster said, you find the entrance to the Bandle Den, the large sign carrying a rather busty interpretation of a female yordle, wearing skimpy clothing and crimson lipstick, looking you right in the eye and begging you to step inside. It kind of reminded you of home a little bit as you step over a broken beer bottle, past the beaded curtain, and into the den.
The inside of the den was thankfully a lot nicer on the inside than it was on the outside, so at least you knew that you wouldn’t get mugged with all of your life savings on you. The air was warm and smelled like cheap perfume, but lush couches and warm lighting made up for the aroma. A bar was situated on the far side with a rather nicely dressed rat polishing a wine glass, wearing a nice suit.  Much to your surprise there were actually some yordles here, many were dotted around the couches and sitting on chairs, many with scantily clad girls sitting on their lap or leaning around their shoulders. A yordle man and woman sat at the bar, drinking ale and talking to a rather attractive shirtless one wearing tight shorts that left nothing to the imagination.  The sound of chatter and glasses clanking coincided with the sound of money being exchanged and the soft jingling of some of the girls’ chains.
A thick cough took your attention away from the scene, and directed it to a rather large and portly yordle dressed nicely, if not cheaply. His face pulled into a grin and he extended his hand.
“Hershey Jilkens, at your service, we don’t get many humans around these parts, and certainly not around these parts.” He started, putting heavy emphasis on the second half, “So therefore I would like to extend my warmest welcome and introduction to my fine establishment.” He finished quickly, trying hard to mask the excitement in his voice.
You take his hand and shake it firmly before he beckons over to the bar and offers to buy you a drink
“Yeah it doesn’t seem to be in the best location huh? To be honest it was kind of hard to find this place.” You mention as Hershey looks over and nods to the bartender.
“Yes, I must admit, I was not very happy with the location delegated to me by the fine congress we have here in this city, but then again, I can understand why the government wouldn’t want a brothel to be the first thing visitors see when they walk in.” He scowled down at nothing in particular for a brief moment before looking back to you. “At least property taxes are low!” He said with a laugh, passing you a tall glass of a dark brown foaming liquid.
“Please! Drink! It’s on the house, it’s from my personal collection, imported all the way from Freljord believe it or not! Let me tell you sir, Gragas is a damn fine craftsman.” He stated as he took a large swig. Not wanting to seem rude, you follow his lead, taking a large swig of the brew. The brew punches your tongue harshly as every taste bud you had bathed in the strong ale, slowly turning numb. It felt like you were drinking straight spirit that somebody tried to carbonate, and you tried to hide the grimace trying to bust out on your face.
“I have to admit, that’s pretty good ale” you managed politely as you set it back on the bar,  “But let’s put pleasure on hold and talk business.”
Hershey grinned at you as he put away large gulps of the stuff himself, before slapping his own mug on the bar and turning towards you.
“But my good man, you see, pleasure is my business, and I must inquire what brings somebody of like yourself all the way down to the belly of Bandle City and into my establishment?”
You smile as you reach into your rucksack and pull out the poster, much to the delight of Hershey.
“and they said that these posters were no good…” he states with a grin, downing another gulp of ale, and taking the poster out of your hand. “but they were wrong!” He hopped off of the stool, ale still in hand, and rifled behind the bar before producing a small sheet of paper with names on it. You look down the list, and much to your surprise, indeed, a majority of the yordle champions were on it. The only yordles that seemed to be missing were Amumu, Heimerdinger, Veigar, Poppy, Corki, and Lulu.
“If I may ask, how did you get them to agree to do this?” You question, noting down the names and prices of each.
Hersey looked up at you with a quizzical look on his face “Get? I didn’t get them to do anything! They came down here and ASKED me to join the den. Apparently being champions in the league makes them, as I’m sure you understand, very attractive to others, but apparently the rules of the league forbid that sort of fan service – but, a quirky little law in Bandle city allows one contract to nullify certain aspects of another. I allow them to quench their urges, they make some money, I make some money, we all win. However I do not wish to bore you with the economics and politics of it, nor do I want to keep you or my friends from having their fun, but I must clarify something, as these are prime champions, they demand a high price, and I must hope that you have taken this into account before making your long way down here…” He licked his lips nervously, glancing down at your satchel.
Indeed, you did have a feeling that this was going to be an expensive venture, but luckily, years of betting on league matches netted you a small fortune, turns out some people with a lot of money had strong opinions on games they really didn’t know anything about, but before the purchase, there was an elephant in the room you wanted to acknowledge.
“Even Gnar…? Isn’t he, ya know, a little young to do something like this?” You asked nervously, not trying to accuse Hersey of anything to offend him, but at the same time, you wanted to make sure.
Hersey paused his drink to look at you with a concerned look his face before it quickly fell and sputtered into gregarious laughter.
“Ah! I tried, but I couldn’t keep it up. No worries my friend! He’s perfectly capable of consent and understanding the risks involved! The whole speech thing is just a quirk of his. Rest assured, I take great care to make sure that all play in my establishment is safe and consensual.”

Smiling and reassured, you take a pencil from Hersey and circle Fizz, Teemo, Kennen, Kled, Rumble, Ziggs, and Gnar.

“They don’t mind being with a guy?” You ask hesitantly, fearing the worst.

Hersey looks up at you and clicked his teeth “You humans are very peculiar when it comes to the subject aren’t you. To yordles, we are much more relaxed, skin is skin, and pleasure is pleasure, why exclude an entire other world of fun?”

You sigh your relief before looking down at your ale.

“What about Gnar’s mega form?” You ask as you take another sip 

Hersey looked up from totaling the price tag “From what I’ve heard it’s pretty exhausting, if you understand my meaning, but that’s also more expensive, shall I add that?”

You look down at the coins in your sack, before sighing “No.”

Hersey tapped the pencil and circled a total. “That will be 3450 gold pieces my friend.” He said quickly, once again not doing a very good job of masking the excitement in his voice.

You felt a pit yawning open in your stomach. “I only have 3250...” you mutter softly.

“It’s a deal!” Hersey exclaimed happily, quickly handing you a key and pointing you upstairs, “Up the stairs, first room on the left, it’s a suite! I’ll let them know you’re ready!” He grabbed the coin purse and started to walk off before looking back, “A piece of advice, try not to get too exhausted, us yordles have, uh… a lot of energy.” He chuckled before disappearing behind a door to what you presume to be an office, leaving you at the bar.

You attempt to finish the ale, but it’s stronger then you are used to, so you just leave it on the bar as the bartender nods his head at you. You step away from him and you push through some cheesy beaded streamers before starting the ascent up the stairs. As you climbed up each step your mind started to drift off with thoughts on how the next few hours might go. Positions, angles, views and combinations, you weren’t sure how long they could last, but you wanted to make sure that you exhausted every single one. The thoughts slowly got more thorough and vivid, and your body started to react accordingly, as you feel your cock start to push against your pants. 

At the top of the stairs you look left to the door at the top -“Playroom One”. You don’t hesitate or waste any time as you push the key into the lock and feel the tumblers vibrate the knob, before taking a deep breath and stepping inside.

The room itself was actually not that extravagant – there was a love seat to the right of the door and a king size bed sitting in the center of the room. A small table was next to the bed with a clock and alarm clock, but nothing else, not even a dresser. The entire room was painted a faded shade of red with warm orange highlights from the dim bulbs from the chandelier dangling from the ceiling. You considered seeing if you could turn it off but the sound of someone coming up the stairs stole your attention away and caused your heart to start to dance in your chest. You couldn’t believe that this was actually happening.

The door opens and the Rumble steps in, catching you off guard. You couldn’t help yourself from marveling at him as he entered. He was wearing a loose shirt with loose pants and nothing else. The sound of the door shutting jerks you out of your trance and you look up to meet his amber eyes as he took you in.

“I hope you’re good with your mouth.” He states nonchalantly, removing his shirt and tossing it onto the love seat. 

Even though he spends most of his time in his machine, he’s no stranger to work, and you found yourself gawking at his lithe, toned body. The smooth blue fur hugs the skin and muscles underneath like a glove, letting you watch every sinew work and shift under the skin as he pulled his shirt up and over his head.

You found yourself ogling him so much you your stomach drop slightly as you realized you never even introduced yourself.

“Hi, My name-“ you begin before being interrupted.

“Woah-woah-woah, Look, I don’t want to know your name, and I know that YOU already know mine, I know that you paid quite a bit for this, so why don’t you start to cash in your chips. Get on the bed.” He ordered with a sly grin on his face. “Besides, the only name you’re going to need to know is mine cause you’ll be screaming it.

You don’t waste any time as you start to do what Rumble commanded, sliding yourself onto the soft bed, watching as rumble climbs up with you. He stands and walks over to straddle your chest, undoing the strings on his waistband before pulling them down, letting his sheath and balls flop out in front of your face.

“Here’s something you can do with your mouth” He taunts, pushing down his blue sheath to show his pink glistening cocktip.
You couldn’t wait to taste him and pushed your head up to meet the his body. You stick your tongue out and suppress a shiver as the hot flesh touches yours, swirling your tongue over the cocky yordle’s cockhead, tasting a spurt of warm precum as it rolls across you tongue and beading down to the back of your throat. You feel his cock slowly get harder inside your mouth, and you pop it out to lick at the base of Rumble’s now fully erect dick. He pushes his hips closer to you, pressing his cock against your face, and his balls to your chin.
“You don’t take it out unless I tell you to.” Rumble lustfully orders.
 You look up at his face as he stares down at you, noticing the subtle expressions of pleasure as you slowly lift up his cock to reveal the sack underneath. You suckle the bottom of his ball sack slowly, licking all the way from the base of his shaft to the tip, savoring the drooling river of precum before accepting all of his dick back into your mouth. You hear a sigh drop from his mouth as he softly draws his hands around the back of your head, lightly starting to buck his hips into your face.
While this is happening you hear the door open and shut again and again, you can’t tell how many yordles had entered, nor who they were as Rumble continued to use your mouth, but the excitement buzzing in your chest continued to grow. 
You flinch as you feel hands tugging at your trousers before feeling warm air onto your cock, two hands roughly grabbing your twitching dick to inspect it.
“It’s really weird looking.” You hear a soft voice mumble as a furry finger traces up the front of your head. 
You hear an unmistakable laugh as another pair of hands pulls your trousers the rest of the way down, twisting your hips to the side. You couldn’t get a good look beyond Rumbles navel as he continued to pump into you, but you felt furry hands press against your ass, pulling your cheeks slightly apart and revealing your hole to the horny yordles.  
“Peekaboo!” You heard Ziggs laugh, and soon you feel a warm wet finger start to tease you. “Nice and tight too!”
You can’t help but let a moan escape around Rumble’s pistoning cock in response, and it served only to incense the two yordles now playing with your backside.
You can start to hear Rumble pant as he moans, “Use your tongue more!”
He roughly grabs your hair and pulls your head back so his cock sits just barely onto your tongue, you feel the bright pink tip throbbing on your taste buds and try to fight against his grip to engulf the whole thing back into your mouth. You glance down the length of his throbbing member, watching the veins run down the length of his cock pump and watching his fuzzy testicles sway as rumble slaps his dick against your tongue.
Downstairs, you feel the bed shift and you soon see Ziggs out of your peripheral vision as he starts to slowly take his pants off, letting his sheath hang free. He scoots forward and pushes it into your hand. 
“Don’t be afraid to touch it” he giggled as you obliged him with gusto, starting to massage his fat uncut dick, the foreskin sliding over and over the head and painting it with a wet sheen as he started to get hard.

Rumble speeds up faster and faster before bottoming out in your mouth, you hear a loud groan and you feel his hands fiercely grasp your hair as you feel squirt after squirt of warm salty liquid on your tongue. He unconsciously bucks his hips into your face for a precious few more seconds of friction before he was completely spent in your mouth, sighing happily above you. You look up at him, his bright eyes gazing at the mess he made on your face, a self satisfied look plastered across.

“Open your mouth” he demands, and you happily submit, showing him his deposit on your tongue. 

“Now swallow.” You oblige him immediately, swallowing his warm seed and opening your mouth again to show him that it was empty. You see him smile again as he steps over your chest and off of the bed.

“Now that’s a good boy.”

You were eager to catch your breath and try to get your bearings, make sense of the emotions swirling around your skull but the yordles weren’t interested in giving you that luxury.  The entire time you were sucking off Rumble, Ziggs and Teemo were stuffing fingers inside of you and playing with your cock, but before you had a chance to see who was trying to line up with your backside, someone else had taken Rumble’s place.

You are met with a lean, blue stomach above a genital slit with a small fleshy pink tip pointing out.
 You look up to see Fizz’s large green eyes looking down at you, his mouth a wide grin as he reached down, grabbing the back of your head and slowly pushing your mouth to his protruding tip.
“It might be a little salty” He teased, right before resting your lips right in front of his slit.
 He didn’t even need to push your face forward as you dove right inside. You notice his abdominal muscles tense up as you slip your tongue into the slit, encouraged by the soft moan that flows into your ears like honey as he lets you know how much he needed this.
To your left, Zigg’s cock has fully revealed itself to you as you push your hand down, rolling his furry balls through your fingers as you met his base, pulling a soft moan from his as your hand slowly started to slick up with precum.
You hear the door open again and close as you work your tongue inside Fizz’s slit. Tasting all the salty skin that lie inside, his cock slowly fighting against you, pressing outward and filling up the space as it slowly grew to full erection inside of your mouth. You accepted it hungrily, working your mouth around his slender cock, his full length moving in and out of your mouth as you milk his prehensile cock for every drop it could give you. You shove it to the roof of your mouth, pushing your tongue down his length as he pushes back, kissing his tip against the back of your throat before pulling out and doing it all again. 
Lost in your work, you don’t notice the new pair of hands around your cock before you start to feel something extremely different. You jolt as you feel an energy pulse through your cock and throughout your body, a soft buzzing paired with the light sound of crackling in the air. You moan into Fizz’s stomach as Kennen starts to tease your cock, intermittently barraging you with pulses of electricity as you serviced everybody else around you.
As this happens, Teemo is continuing to stimulate your backside. His fingers slowly growing larger in number as he pushes in and out of your entrance, you clench around him and he pulls them out, satisfied.
“He’s moaning like he’s in heat.” Fizz groans as he bucks his full length into you before pulling his twitching cock out of your mouth, a long stream of precum and saliva joining the tip of his dick to you. “Sucking like it too!”. You push forward and retake the tip into your mouth as Fizz runs his hand along his cock, pumping as you work his head.  Soon you hear him moan softly as more shots of warm cum stream along your tongue as he rides out his orgasm against your face.
At the same time you can feel Ziggs’ cock to the left of you start to twitch, and he pumps your hand along his length faster and faster as his orgasm begins to take over his body. You feel it throb in your grasp as he blows a load all over your wrist and hand. A low droning moan coming out of his mouth as he happily spills himself all along your arm before sensitivity stops him from pumping any further, reveling in the brief afterglow. Not one to let any of this night go to waste, you bring your hand up to your face and lick his cum off your hands in a lascivious display as Ziggs watched you with a big fat grin on his face.
“He might as well be in heat. Haha!” Ziggs says as he disappears somewhere behind the hips of Fizz as you return to suckle his deflating cock before he can take it away.
“Then let’s give him what he wants!” Teemo declares and you feel his cockhead press against your hole. You hear a cap open as a bottle of lube was procured from somewhere, feeling the cold liquid as it spills around Teemo’s cock.
“Yordle lube – nothing better, trust me!” You hear Teemo chirp as he adjusts himself again on the bed, and soon you feel him push into you.
The feeling is almost overwhelming as Teemo pushes the entirety of his dick inside of you with one thrust. You were expecting maybe a little bit of foreplay but apparently yordles like to just get down to the matter, not that it bothered you anyway. It didn’t hurt or anything, which was surprising, it was just that now you felt so full.
“Ah, see, told you…” Teemo whispered.
At this point Fizz was bored with you licking at his cock, so he gave you a soft reassuring slap on the cheek, before twisting and hopping off of you to join the others.
You didn’t even bother trying to get up or move around because you knew that at this point you weren’t even there for you anymore. Well, you still were, but the yordles were going to be in control of tonight and that was something that was going to suit you just fine.
Almost on queue, Ziggs flopped his wet and slick cock at the side of your face.

“Come on… Come on…. Clean me up!” You heard him beg, and you twisted your head to the side, and pressed your lips against the side of his slick length. You suckle the skin slowly before opening your mouth and letting Ziggs pop his sticky cock into your mouth where you clean up the mess you helped him make.

“Come on! You’ve already had your turn!” Came Kennen’s annoyed voice, and you felt a paw grab your hair and pull you away from Ziggs and towards another cock throbbing in the open air and begging for attention.

Kennen’s cock was not as fat as Ziggs’ but had a bit more length and a lot less hair. His pink cocktip glistened with a drop of precum that you quickly pressed forward and devoured as you took him into your mouth. You almost wrenched away in surprise as a tingly buzzing met your lips as you felt his dick in your mouth.

You clench reflexively around Teemo in the back, eliciting a nice moan as he bottoms out inside of you to meet the pressure, and look up at Kennen’s face. The tell tale signs of satisfaction glazed his features from his purple eyes down to the lazy grin on his face. He wasn’t even looking at you; just feeling you – your warm mouth around his needy cock.

You lapped at his cock as it continued to fizzle with electricity inside your mouth, taking in all the sensations as they pressed into your body. Your cock was fully erect, bouncing in time with Teemo’s thrusts as his dick made itself a nice warm home inside of you. Your cock begged for attention just like the rest of them but your hands were anything but idle. 

You reached up and pressed against Kennen’s backside as your other hand went down and cradled his balls. You pressed slightly against him, pressing him deeper into your mouth as you took every single inch, happy to have him bottom out inside of your mouth.

A large groan came from above you as he grazed the back of your throat, and another grunt came from behind as Teemo hilted himself completely inside of you and horny satisfaction snaked up your spine as you felt him start to throb. Teemo’s warm load spilled inside of you as you clenched against his blossoming orgasm, hearing his haggard gasps as he bucked himself into you, trying to get himself deeper and deeper as he thrust his seed into your willing hole. You moaned in equal satisfaction into Kennen’s crotch as you let him pump you full of himself, highlighted by his soft zapping of your tongue and mouth. Soon Teemo started to deflate, and an emptiness made itself known as he slowly withdrew himself from your backside with a huff.

All while this was happening you’d hear idle chatter from the other champions still in the room. Various yordles in what probably amounted to various states of undress watched you debase yourself as they talked among themselves. Various hands gripped different parts of your body. Your ass, stomach, cock, all were fair game to curious yordles who didn’t get to see a human naked every day.

“I didn’t know that humans had such great tail” you heard Teemo say as his hand slapped your ass.

“Wait until you try his mouth!” Fizz replied excitedly, from another corner of the room.

“Do all human cocks look like that? Looks kind of funny” You heard Rumble say, only to be countered by “I don’t know, I’m not a cock expert” from Ziggs.

You felt a fuzzy finger flick your cock, causing you to pause servicing Kennen out of surprise, your yelp muffled by the yordles cock still in your mouth.

“Hey, I didn’t say to stop! I’m almost there!” Came the needy reply from above and you felt a small painful surge of electricity rocket around your mouth reminding you of what you were here for.

Out of the corner of the room you heard the door open and close again, your heart a flutter for fresh yordle cock to suck.

“Aww! Y'all started without me?” Came a gruff and unmistakable voice, Kled, followed shortly by an incomprehensible phrase belonging to Gnar.

With all the commotion, you almost forgot about Kennen until the buzzing in your mouth intensified significantly and a breathy moan fell from above into your ears. You eagerly made up for lost time, swirling your tongue around the head of his cock, slurping the cum directly from his tip as he shot rope after rope into your hungry mouth. He kept bucking ever so slightly at the end as he finished his orgasm in your mouth, before he slowly withdrawing his cock, and hopping off the bed.

You licked your lips and closed your eyes. It was kind of hard to believe that this was actually happening. When you watched them in battle they seemed so far away, practically untouchable. Not a chance to get an autograph let alone get their cock in your mouth, but through hell and high water you were here, and you wished it could last forever.

You felt the bed creak as Kled and Gnar were undoubtedly climbing up and figuring out who was going to take your mouth and who was going to take your ass. It didn’t take long as you felt a familiar tingle as a furry finger poked and prodded at your slick and well-used hole. 

You opened your eyes, now met with the soft warm belly and cloth loincloth of Gnar as he straddled your chest, with Kled preparing himself at your ass.

“Nice and loose! Good work boys, nice and sloppy hole, just how I like em!” Kled said rambunctiously, already having his thick cock out and sliding up and down your cheeks, coating itself in Teemo’s cum as it slowly leaked out of you. 

“Ahanga!” Chirped Gnar, and you looked up at his big black eyes and slack jawed mouth, tongue already half lolled out without you having even touched his cock.

You slid your hand up the inside of his thigh, pressing underneath the loincloth until you made contact with his fuzzy sack and plump sheath, slowly starting to tease the sensitive skin trying to draw out what you wanted.

As you started to fondle Gnar you felt Kled slapping his cockhead against your hole expectantly. “Say boy, you want to feel what it’s like to get fucked by a real yordle?” He taunted.

You looked away from Gnar’s face back towards Kled who was eyeing you with a wicked smile, cock in hand, waiting for you to beg for him.

“Gods yes, please fuck me until I’m yours.” You prostrated, and you heard Kled growl with understanding.

“That. I can do.” He began, and before you had a chance to react he plunged into you with his full weight in one thrust, stretching you farther than anybody had before and squeezing a squeak from your chest as he slammed home.

“That’s right, I reckon these city-folk fucked you like a lady…” He grumbled, flexing his cock inside of you, his voice just a low growl.

“Not me... Ima fuck you like a man.”

No sooner did the words leave his mouth did he withdraw his entire length until just his tip was kissing you, and then driving it back inside. Full length strokes, in and out – being stretched open and then quickly refilled played havoc on your senses, but a pushy Gnar grabbing the back of your head and pushing you into his grimy loincloth brought you back to where you wanted to be.

You could feel the tip of his cock peaking from his sheath, and you pressed your mouth against the growing tent that slowly lifted up the cloth. You hear Gnar moan in approval as his cock pulsed underneath the sweaty cloth, only for a brief few seconds before it fell away to the side, and his throbbing length danced in front of your nose in the open air.

You felt your breath catch in your throat for a few moments as you realized just how big Gnar was in comparison to the other yordles. They were all four to five inches, give or take, but Gnar was easily at least seven, and growing by the second as more of his dick slid out from within his sheath.

Kled continued to rail your ass as you pushed forward with an open mouth, taking just the slick cocktip of Gnar between your lips as a quick splash of precum coated your well-seasoned tongue. You wanted to take this slow, enjoy the moment as the two yordles took your body for whatever pleasure they could squeeze out, but the hand on the back of your head had other ideas.

You felt Gnar grasp a handful of hair painfully and slowly push you forward. You did little to resist, but you were surprised at how strong he was; even if you did try to fight back you didn’t think that there would be any way to stop him as more and more of his hot cock slipped between your lips. Two inches, three inches, four inches and more, slowly getting closer and closer until you felt his cocktip slide against the back of your throat. He now had two hands clasped around the back of your head as your need to gag was ignored, him continuing to press forward until he was slipping past the back of your tongue and into your throat. Kled continued to piston your backside, his fat furry balls slapping against your tailbone as he took as much of you as he was owed. Each time he bottomed out inside of you it stole a breath as you grunted with the effort, spilling out of your nose against Gnar’s fuzzy belly as he pressed his balls against your chin. 

He held you there for a few seconds as you struggled against his cock as it sat snugly in your throat. You wanted to gag, spit, and take a breath but you allowed him to stretch your throat, as long he wanted to be there. It didn’t belong to you any more, it belongs to him.

He quickly pulled his entire length out as you gulped and gasped for air, spittle spilling down your chin as long threads of it crested from your mouth to his cock. You took a hand and started stroking his length as you caught your breath, looking up at the self-satisfied smirk he had pasted to his face.

“Fooga jooga!” He said with an implied importance that only he understood. You could only guess that it meant one thing, and you quickly took his entire length back into your mouth.

Now both yordles were pistoning themselves into you, reducing you to nothing but a warm wet hole for them to ravage as ragged breaths fell from the both of them, falling down to meet the meek mewling you were spitting up as they both pushed their cocks as deep inside of you as your body was willing to accept. Kled had your legs open and splayed and your erect cock wantonly flopped in time with Kled’s thrusts, bouncing lewdly in the open room as you cupped a hand behind Gnar’s fuzzy sack, gripping his wet length, pumping it as he thrust himself into your mouth.

It didn’t take long for the two yordles to get close to what you were here for. It was a hard thing to notice but after taking yordle cock for the better part of an hour you knew what you were looking for. Closed eyes, open mouth, quick breathing and less control. Things became less about teasing and foreplay and became more feral and carnal. It became a rut, with you being the submissive and willing hole to be filled.

You tasted Gnar first, he didn’t even have some strange babble, just a long and maintained groan as you felt his furry nuts flex in your hand as they pumped his sperm into your waiting mouth. You could barely hold all of it in as you started to swallow as more and more of his seed spilled endlessly from his cock.

A sharp smack on the ass reminded you of Kled who was still drilling your backside and throughout Gnar’s moaning you heard the cocky yordle asking you a question.

“Want my load you little whore?!” He berated, delivering another smack on your ass. You couldn’t answer around the mouthful of yordle cum and cock that was currently occupying your mouth, so the only thing you could do was moan like the bitch he wanted you to be as you heard him grunt in approval, hilting his cock as deep inside of you as you could take. You felt his fat cock throb and flex inside of you as his hot load began to splash against the inside of your walls as a loud and satisfied groan fell from his mouth. Your cock was leaking pre everywhere as Kled’s cock kissed your prostate in just the right way as he filled you up, cock drooling at the fact that warm yordle sperm was now swimming around every hole that would accept it. You hadn’t even notice that you had swallowed all of Gnar’s load until his deflated cock slipped from your lips and you had nothing else to suckle on. After a few moments of afterglow, Kled’s cock did the same, leaving you empty and wanting for more as he pulled out and away from your hole.

You sat there on the bed, panting and covered in sweat, fur, and cum, positively full yet still absolutely hungry for more. Now that there wasn’t a yordle in front of you to service, you finally had a chance to give your own cock some much needed attention, stroking it slightly as you mentally masturbated over the things that just happened. The things they did to you, the things you let them do to you. The things you hoped were still in store.

A creaking to the side of your head dragged you away from your thoughts and your heart skipped a beat as you desperately hoped that one of them was ready for round two, and Kled’s fat, wet, cum covered cock hung tantalizingly close to your lips, and without thinking you pushed your face forward, kissing the slick skin.

Kled smugly voiced his appreciation as your lips traced up and down his cock.

“That’s right boy, kiss it like an old lover…” He cooed, grabbing a handful of your hair and pushing you forward, slipping his cock over your face as you suckled the bottom of his shaft, slick cum coating your nose and forehead.

“Get my nuts too, show em your appreciation…” He continued as you took his fat furry sack in your hands, massaging the balls inside and laying kisses onto the sweaty slightly fuzzy skin.

“You like that dontcha boy? How many yordle loads you take tonight?” He said with a voice dripping in self satisfaction.

You looked up at his eyes, one red one starting intently down at you, the other a milky white. His sharp teeth twisted into a devilish grin as he waited for you to answer him.

“Mmmgh, I lost count… six, I think – sir.” You groveled, your cock twitching at being reminded exactly about how much you were loving this.

He took a hand and angled his flaccid cock into your mouth, pressing into your mouth and letting you clean up Teemo’s and his own cum from his cock.

“Yea you like being a yordle cumdump dontcha?” He continued as you serviced his cock clean. You didn’t dare let his cock leave your mouth so you just shook your head and mumbled in agreement as you tried your best to suck him back to another erection.

“Good boy, cause we ain’t done with ya, not by a long shot.”

You didn’t even notice, but now you had an audience of yordles watching as you sucked Kled’s cock clean, their dicks back and standing at full attention as they heard you voice to the world exactly what you wanted to be for them. 

Nothing but a cumrag, itching to be used.

Kled soon withdrew his cock from your mouth with a disappointing pop as he hopped off the bed, but thankfully it was quickly replaced by the pudgy brown stomach of Ziggs as his fat uncut cock bounced in front of your face.

“Come on, I wanna blow again!” He said excitedly, pushing himself roughly into your mouth as you opened to accept him.

You felt movement on the bed as furry hands began to grip your body once again. You looked up from Ziggs towards the back of the bed when you felt slick wet skin on your own as Fizz slowly positioned himself behind you, his bright pink prehensile cock being aimed downwards until it pressed itself against your lose hole before diving right in.

They didn’t bother being gentle, not that they really tried before, but after Kled was done with you it was almost a frenzy as each yordle came back to enjoy another slice of you while you were still here. Ziggs didn’t last long in your mouth before exploding deep inside your throat, not even bothering to pull back as he humped your throat animalistically as he rode out his orgasm.

Fizz didn’t last much longer in your ass as his cock coiled and slithered around to every spot inside of you that hadn’t touched a cock yet. His tip pressed somewhere deep in a corner and began pumping his salty load into your bowels as Teemo brought himself around back to your face. His thin cock with a mushroom head stood at attention in front of you and you took it in your mouth just as you did the others.

Another cock found itself at you hole, and looking behind you saw that it was Gnar, already having recovered from fucking your throat, he now looked to press his impressive length into your other side, ready to stretch you out even further than you had before, and with a quick grunt, he just shoved himself inside you without any pretense.

The next hour was another blur of cock, fur, cum and moans as you were passed around again. Teemo blew a fat load in your mouth before being supplanted by Rumble who roughly fucked your throat like a fleshlight. Gnar finished inside of you, his massive load spilling out and mixing with the others that came before he withdrew. Soon after another cock lined up and you felt yourself getting plugged up again by Kennen who’s electric pulses ran havoc on your asshole as he pumped you anew.

Rumble had both hands wrapped tightly around your hair, pumping his cum directly into your throat as you mewled each time Kennen bottomed out inside of you, small spurts of electricity coursing up your body before a large shock hit your system as his cock started throbbing.

You had lost track of time and space as you just became a haven for warm bodies, and before long every yordle had had their way with your mouth or ass, some multiple times.

They had begun to leave slowly but surely, leaving you an exhausted mess on the bed. Soon you were just left with Fizz as you had your tongue deep in his slit again, licking up every little bit of mess that you had made tonight as he played with your hair, but soon even he had finally had enough and you felt his hand slap you twice on the cheek as he grinned down at you.

“Hah, you’re pretty good! Come find me sometimes, I’ll bend you over a barrel any day!” He chirped before hopping off the bed, stretching loudly, and exiting the door, leaving you completely alone.

Or at least, so you thought. You had half a mind to fall asleep on the bed right then and there, still filled and sticky with the nights events, but the door opened and a yordle came back inside. It was Rumble, and you excitedly crawled over to the bed to try to pop his cock back into your mouth, but he pushed you away.

“No, uh… Listen, I don’t really do this that often, but I wanted to wait until the others had left so they didn’t have to see this.” His voice dropped to a low whisper as he walked slowly over to the bed, his cute cock bouncing in time with his heartbeat, which was definitely a bit higher than it would be normally.

“I’ve um… Always wanted to suck off a guy… and since you already paid for it you’re going to let me.” He finished meekly, his fur starting to stand on end around his cheeks.

It wasn’t what you were expecting, but you rolled over from your stomach and spread your legs open for him, your desperate cock still throbbing in the air, a bead of precum sitting tantalizingly at the top.

You saw Rumble quietly swallow, watching your cock throb before he stepped over and hopped on his stomach, one hand holding your cock as his nose sat close near the base.

“Listen, this stays between us alright? I don’t want this getting out to anybody.” He muttered while slowly stroking your cock, watching the skin slide along the shaft and eclipse your cockhead before coming back down.

You just shook your head up and down excitedly as you watched him, now on the opposite end of things, his amber eyes staring up at you, a mixture of lust and shame, excitement and trepidation, but soon they all fell away as he opened his mouth and engulfed the head of your cock.

You laid back down on the bed, slightly pushing your hips forward towards him as you gave him the last piece of you that a yordle hadn’t claimed yet. You saw his hand pumping up and down on his cock, the curious suckling slowly turning into a feverous bobbing as he started to take your entire length. You felt his breathing quicken against your navel as he continued working your dick, the warm inviting friction sending waves of pleasure down your cock and towards your brain as you let him suck you as deeply as he wanted. You felt his furry hands rub against the back of your sack as he massaged your balls, you felt his tongue sliding delicately down the bottom of your head as he ran it from side to side, eliciting a shiver from your spine as you were surprised at how good he was at this.

He worked you for a while, taking care not to have you blow too early considering how pent up you must have been from all the attention you had received tonight, but you knew you were getting close and you opened your mouth to let him know when the disappointing feeling of air hit your cock as he popped it out of his mouth.

You heard the bed creaking as he rolled to his side and you opened your eyes to look down at him.

“Ha, I want you to… facefuck me…” He said, much less meekly and much more hungry, rolling onto his back with his head off the bed.

You couldn’t help but smile at him as you got off the bed yourself, just now realizing how tired you were, but coming around to Rumble anyways.

You stepped forward so your cock was positioned right over his face and mouth, and flexed it.

“You’ve never done this before...?” You asked curiously, slowly dipping your cock down so Rumble could lick it from the bottom.

“I've… ah… had toys to practice on.” He managed between licks of your cock, clearly desperate to have it back in his throat. No sense in denying him what he wanted, so you angle your cock down so the tip met his lips, and began to press inside.

“How fast do you want me to go?” You asked, not wanting to hurt the slender yordle, but two hands at your backside pressed you forward harshly and you felt his throat part way as your tip dipped inside.

You put both hands on the side of the bed to use as leverage as to not put too much of your weight down, but giving you enough purchase to really be able to get into his throat. You started slow, testing the waters and still trusting him when he said that he didn’t do this often, not trying to press too far if he couldn’t handle it, but he never gagged once. His hand on your backside also encouraged you as he constantly was trying to pull you into him.

Soon you built up some speed until you were face fucking him properly, not unlike he was doing to you. It was a hard thing to pace, the noises he made as you thrust your cock down his throat over and over again sounded unpleasant but the hand on your back and the fact that he was spilling precum everywhere told you a different story. He really could dish it AND take it, which was perfect for both of you.

Especially you, considering how lose you were to finishing. The entire night, every single fuck and lick was causing your dick to beg for release, and now Rumble’s open and wanting mouth was drawing you closer to that end.

Your breathing quickened as you came closer and closer, you opened your mouth and moaned. 

“I’m close…” Was all you could manage, and you saw Rumble’s ears perk up as the hand on your ass pushed you as far in as you could go, and you bottomed out inside of Rumbles mouth and throat as pleasure completely coated your cock. It was so blindingly orgasmic you felt nothing more but the throat squeezing your cockhead, the lips sucking you deeper, the tongue licking the bottom of your shaft, nothing but a bundle of nerves excited to the tipping point and relishing in the mess that they were making inside Rumble’s waiting mouth.

As rope after rope of your load spilled into his stomach, you saw white streaks in front of you as he himself stroked to completion, your cock still nestled snugly in his throat as he pumped spurt after spurt of cum onto his stomach, moaning all the while for what little sound he could get out of his mouth. You held there, in a blissful moment of connection as you both sat together in a brief afterglow, before Rumble turned away and let your cock flop out of his mouth, coughing as he did so.

“Not very experienced, huh?” You teased, crashing down on the bed next to him, causing him to bounce up.

He scowled at you before rolling off the bed and padding towards the door, wrapping a towel around himself as he did so. He looked back one more time before stepping out.

“Not another word of this to anybody, got it?” He muttered, before opening the door and stepping through.

“And… Thanks.”.

The door shut behind him leaving you alone in one of the most expensive hotel room you would ever rent. You thought about getting up, showering, maybe seeing how Bandle Cities night life looked like, but you could barely muster crawling over to the pillows, let alone getting dressed. You still had a few days in the city, and besides you had bigger problems to worry about.

The first one being how the hell you were going to scrape together enough coin to buy another night.
