******
Gato awoke to voices an indeterminate time later. Her internal chronometer was glitched, so she could have been unconscious for seconds, minutes, or hours.  Her whole body ached and tingled with pins and needles.  She could feel every inch of her body coated in a thick glaze of hot, wet gel.  She moaned weakly, opening her eyes slowly, though doing so took immense effort. 
Tento walked away from her, his length still jumping and spurting powerfully.  The other Defenders gave him a wide berth, not wanting to be shocked by his spunk.
“Geez Louise, Tento!  Was that… normal?!  Or were you REALLY pent up?!” Pal asked, blinking as Tento’s cock continued to gush forth.
“...Not that it is any of your concern, but it has… nnn… been 7.94 cycles since my last ejaculation,” Tento said matter-of-factly.  The others’ jaws collectively hit the floor as they stared at the beetle.
“You…. haven't cum in almost eight years?!” Agu exclaimed in disbelief.
“Ah knew ya were a bit o’ a prude back at Server, but Ah had NO idea…” Armadillo said, staring at the bug.
“I must say, good fellow, I am not entirely sure if that is healthy…” Hawk remarked. 
“I can't go eight hours, much less eight CYCLES…” Gazi muttered, shaking his head, his long ears flopping back and forth.
“How could you go that long?” Flora asked, staring at his erection as it lurched up and down, spurting milky red fluid onto the stone ground.
“I have been occupied by other, more important things,” Tento said simply.
“Guys…  please!  Y-You gotta f-fight it…” Gatomon gasped, drawing their attention as she tried to climb to her feet.  She slipped in the deep puddle of sticky fluid, falling down with a painful splash.
“Oops.  Looks like something's starting to wear off,” Pal remarked lazily.
“Just as well, it’s my turn,” Goma said, gripping his phallus.  The others nodded in agreement, all hearing Belialmon’s thoughts and will.
Gatomon blinked, her eyes locking directly onto the white cock as he approached.  She salivated at the sight, the pink head peeking out from the stark white foreskin.  The clear sticky liquid leaking from his tip looked like the precum of any other Digimon male, but Gato knew that even a single drop would drive her insane with lust once more.
“Please, Goma, don’t…” Gatomon implored.
“At what point are you going to get that we obey the Master's will?  Our former friendship means nothing in the face of his power,” Goma sighed, sounding more bored than angry.  He slowly stroked his flesh, his foreskin rolling up and down over the fat head.   More of the clear precum dribbled out, running down the underside of his length.
Gato flinched away, but it didn't help.  Goma’s penis pulsed and a gout of syrupy fluid jetted out to drench her face and chest.  Instantly, Gatomon felt the heat again.  Her nipples hardened, her cock stiffened back to full.  Her nectar drenched her thighs.  She trembled from head to toe, her tail thrashing about.  All thoughts of resistance, of begging for her friends to return to their collective sense vanished.  She did not want that.  As her arousal subroutines were forcibly overridden again and forced far past their normal limits, she only wanted one thing.  She mewled and thrust her hips lewdly into the air, as more of her glowing cum leaked from her tip.
“That's more like it.  Now that you're back in the right mindset…” Goma said with a smile, holding his penis up towards her face.  Gato obliged him without hesitation, diving forward to take his shaft into her muzzle.  She moaned as she tasted his length, the sweet pre dripping on her tongue, spilling down her throat.  Instantly, she climaxed again, splashing Goma’s feet with her semen.  She shuddered and panted, huffing through her nose as she began to bob her head upon the seal’s cock, suckling and nursing on it.
Goma wasn’t as rough with her as Hawk was, but neither was he gentle.  Instead, his expression was one of mere disinterest and boredom.  He bucked his hips, his heavy, orange-sized balls hitting her chin repeatedly.  The head of his penis bumped the back of her throat repeatedly, making it sore, but Gato persisted.  She barely felt it.  She moaned as she slipped her tongue into his foreskin, swirling about, peeling it back with her lips.
“C’mon.  You can do better than this.  I’ve got better things to be doing than sitting here with a whore sucking me off,” Goma complained, sighing, “If Master Belialmon didn’t demand I do this, I’d be preparing tactical plans for him to begin spreading his reign…”
Gato grunted as his cock twitched, spurting more of his pre down her throat.  Already affected by his aphrodisiac fluid, it did not have any further effect other than tantalizing her tastebuds and spurring her on.  Her lips kissed his pubic fur as she purred deep in her throat, sending vibrations along Goma’s flesh.  His eyes widened in surprise at the sensation, and he gripped the back of her head, pushing her forward.
“Ah!  O-Okay, now THAT’S more like it…” he groaned happily, panting as her purring sent vibrations straight down his penis, into his testicles, stimulating the swollen orbs.  She could feel them churn against her muzzle, building up more and more of his burden to unleash. 
Goma grunted as he slapped his hips against her muzzle, pumping into her mouth.  He did not bother to berate her, or waste time.  He simply used her for his pleasure and worked to get it over with.  His cock pulsed, bouncing repeatedly between her tongue and the roof of her mouth.  The flow of pre came to a stop…  then with a powerful convulsion, Gato’s muzzle filled with hot, tangy cream.  
Goma moaned as he came.  His semen had no special properties, no extra aphrodisiac effect or anything else, but there was a lot of it.  Gato gulped as the rich white goo spilled into her mouth in messy bursts, running down her chin and coating her muzzle.  She bobbed her head, milking his length as he gushed.  He groaned and threw his head back, his long ribbon ears and his shock of orange hair swishing with the movement.  His rear tensed with each ejaculation, his cock rippling before splashing the back of Gato’s throat with a new rope of cum.
The feline did her best to keep up, but as always, it was futile to even try.  She could feel cum sloshing around in her stomach as she shifted positions, her body feeling bloated and overloaded with fluid.  It splashed down her fuzzy, flat chest, adding further swirls to the multicolored mess that drenched her.  Goma showed no concern for her discomfort, as expected, forcing her to keep her muzzle buried in his pubic fur as he climaxed.  He grunted, savoring the feeling of her warm, wet mouth as his spunk overflowed it, running down his own white testicles.
He pulled back and stroked his penis, squeezing his foreskin as he rubbed it up and down.  Gato knelt, her mouth open wide, her tongue stuck out of her mouth.  Goma aimed his cock, splashing ropes of cum across her face.  She closed her eyes, gasping as jets of goo splattered her, draping from her ears, striping her forehead, and spilling down her muzzle.  He filled her mouth, semen pouring until it dripped down her chin, before she swallowed to repeat the process.
The spurts slowed and Gato sat panting for breath.  She folded her ears down, sad that the blasts of cum had stopped.  Despite everything, she needed more of it.  She had to have more of it.  Her paws wrapped around her erection, squeezing it as she splashed the ground with her own cum, her body shaking with need and pleasure.  Goma sneered, wiping his penis off using her tail-tip, before turning to walk away.
“Well, I warmed her back up for you guys.  Have fun,” Goma sighed, flopping back as he relaxed, his cock resting on his stomach.
“That was very business-like,” Gabu remarked with a smirk.
“Like I said, I have better things to do than beat on a whore.  You guys can have your fun, I wanna do other things,” Goma sighed lazily.
“That was barely a show.  Ya just got a blowjob.  C’mon… Lemme show y’all how to be creative!” Armadillo drawled, rolling his eyes.  He stepped towards Gato, hips thrust forward as he walked.  Gato’s eyes went wide.  Arma’s penis was huge, even by her standards.  The largest of the Defenders was Rena, but she was close to six feet tall.  The rest of the Defenders were only slightly taller than three feet.  Proportionally, Arma’s cock was enormous compared to hers, even if it was smaller by a mere two inches. 
If Gato were capable of anything approaching a rational thought, she would have wondered how she could have possibly forgotten something like that.
“There’s a REASON all the boys and girls flocked to me at Server…” Arma purred.  
“Please, please please, puh-leeeez!  I want it, I need it, I want it!!!” begged Gato like a child begging for candy.  She needed that amazing cock more than she needed breath or life.  She drooled as she stared at it, her tail flicking.  It twitched, a drop of precum the size of a marble leaking from the massive head.
“Oh, no, yer gonna hafta WORK for it, lil’ lady,” Armadillo growled, pushing her onto her back.  Gato gasped as he straddled her, sitting on her stomach.  His cock slapped wetly against her stomach and chest, easily poking her chin.  Gato gasped as her own erection slid against the armadillo’s large rear, sliding between his cheeks.  His eyes glowed red as he glared down at her, wiggling his hips as he made himself comfortable.
“Ah’m tired o’ watchin others have their way with ya.  Ah’m in the mood to be on the recievin’ end…” Arma growled, “An’ yer gonna give it to me, or else.”
“Ahhh!” Gato whimpered, gasping as the chubby male ground himself against her.  His round, large rear crushed her cock between his cheeks, her semen spouting to stripe his armored back.  
Lifting himself up, Arma gripped her penis and aimed it carefully.  Sitting back down slowly, Gato’s cock slipped between his cheeks and gradually began to press inside him.  She cried out as warmth and tightness gripped her shaft as Armadillo grunted.  He wiggled his wide hips, causing his penis to sway back and forth pendulously in front of Gatomon's face.  His precum slopped messily over her muzzle.
“Unnngh… Aw, yeah…  this is what Ah’ve been cravin’...” moaned Arma, lifting up a little before dropping down further into Gato.  Her ten inches of hard flesh vanished inside him. He grunted repeatedly, rocking back and forth as he made himself comfortable.  Gato’s penis convulsed, pumping her glowing cum into him, helping to lubricate his hole.  He growled with arousal, beginning to lift off her, then drop back down upon her rod. 
“Ooh. Ah wish we could keep ya like this.  Ah think Ah’d get a week or two outta ya before Ah got bored,” Arma sighed, feeling her length sliding inside him, pulsing.  His large testicles, easily half again as large as a very large grapefruit, bounced repeatedly off her fuzzy stomach.  His scaled, round belly jiggled as he rode her.
Gato cried out as her length plunged into Arma’s rear, sliding smoothly within him.  His cock pulsed and throbbed against her stomach and chest, drooling pre.  Arma grunted and huffed as he worked himself onto her, his heavy rear pressing down in her lap.
“Nnng.  Shame Ah never got the chance ta do this before,” Arma sighed gruffly.  He grit his teeth and shuddered as his cock jumped.  Gatomon spluttered as a large gush of pre struck her dead between the eyes, like a squirt gun loaded with warm syrup.
“Mm.  Nope.  This ain't enough.  Ah’m not gonna get anything outta this.  Why don't y’all put that purdy lil’ mouth o’ yers ta good use, rather 'n’ just wastin’ it moanin’ and yellin’?” Arma said, gripping the base of his fat cock with his hand.  He couldn't close his claws around it.
Gato didn't need further prodding.  She opened her muzzle as wide as she could.  Armadillo's pink glans was as large as one of her fists, and all but the tip was covered by a thick, sand yellow foreskin.  The pale yellow length throbbed as Gato strained her jaw, bending forward to take it in.  She delighted as his hard flesh made contact with her tastebuds.
“Thaaat’s better.  Ah’m tired o’ always hearin’ yer shrill voice tellin’ me what ta do.  Ah’ve been a Defender longer ‘n’ ya’ve been alive,” Arma huffed, “The only sound Ah wanna hear outta ya is you slurpin’ on mah big, fat todger!”
Gato obliged him, bobbing her head upon his rigid length.  Between Arma’s prodigious size and Gato's natural feline flexibility, she was able to slide her rough tongue along the large male’s cock, even as she drove her hips against him.  Her own smaller length twitched inside him as his heavy rear slapped against her pelvis.  
Gato huffed through her nose as another orgasm shook her little body.  Her cock convulsed, pumping more of her hot, glowing cum into Arma, overflowing him.  He groaned happily at the hot spurts of liquid, wiggling his hips to grind against her.  Gato moaned as the movement caused several inches of his cock to barrel forward into her mouth, sliding against the back of her throadt.  A sticky gout of pre poured straight down to her stomach as he shuddered.
“Ah, yeahhh…  this is the life.  A tongue on mah cock, and a cock inside me…  A guy could get used ta this…” sighed Arma.
Gato was hard-pressed to disagree, with the drug-induced haze of pure lust leaving her mind blissfully empty.  The only thing running through her head was the desire to cum and have cum, to be drenched, to be filled, to fill others.  
Her rough tongue rasped over his fat head, and she nipped at his thick foreskin.  She swallowed down sweet, hot bursts of pre.  Arma huffed and grunted loudly as he rocked against her, her hips pumping up to meet him with a wet, sticky slap.  Her cock hammered inside him, her small but powerful body rocking his with as much force as she could muster. Her claws scrabbled at the spunk-soaked stone under her, trying to find purchase to get leverage to thrust harder.  She could feel his heavy testicles swelling against her stomach, his leathery scrotum tightening around them.  Large spurts of pre flooded her muzzle and soaked her face as she let him out of her mouth for a brief moment to catch her breath.  Gato’s body spasmed as she felt her cock twitch, sending sticky, wet spurts of glowing semen into Arma.
“Nngh. Brace yerself, girlie… Ah’m… Ah’m gonna… Ah’m gonna CUM!” Armadillo moaned.  His warning fell on deaf ears.  Gato was too far gone to understand anything being said to her.
With a loud yodeling yell of ecstasy, Arma arched his back.  His cock expanded almost a full inch larger in Gato’s mouth.  Gato gasped as she felt the underside of his penis swell, before the entire length rippled.  His massive testicles clenched tightly against his swollen shaft, straining as they churned.  His cock convulsed and Gato gurgled in surprise as her mouth was filled with his semen.  It burst from her muzzle, running down the corners of her muzzle, spilling down her chin.  The thick goo was a sunny yellow color, splashing onto Gato’s fur, drenching her.  
Arma’s rear clenched tightly around Gato, preventing her from thrusting any further.  She couldn’t moan or gasp, too busy swallowing and gulping as Arma flooded her muzzle.  He came in mighty gouts, each and every gush overflowing Gato’s mouth.  She swallowed as much as she could, breathing and panting through her nose to keep from drowning.  Her body shook with orgasmic pleasure, her hips trembling with each of her own ejaculations deep inside the heavyset armadillo.  His large rear bounced against her, his huge cock jerking in her mouth.
Unable to gulp down another drop of the salty-sweet liquid, Gato let his cock free of her mouth.  The thick log of hot, gushing flesh flopped free, bouncing up with the next ejaculation to slap her nose. A messy rope of cum struck her forehead with the force of a super soaker, sending dollops of yellow goo ricocheting about in every direction.  Armadillo grunted and gripped his length with both hands, barely able to close his claws around his girth.  He pumped his cock, hosing Gato down with his bright yellow spunk, mixing with the other colors that coated the feline in more swirls.  His balls jiggled and bounced in their leathery sack as he thrust his hips, grunting in ecstasy.
As his orgasm waned, he pulled off of Gato slowly.  Her semen rushed out of him, spilling down his thighs as he sighed pleasurably.
“Ah normally spend all mah time givin’, and so rarely get ta receive…  Ah always love havin’ a belly fulla cum,” Arma sighed, rubbing his swollen stomach, which stuck out quite further than it usually did.  He glared down at Gato and kicked her like Biyo did, sending her rolling and skidding backwards several feet.
“See, Goma?  Ah put on WAY more o’ a show than ya!” Armadillo said cheerfully, waddling back towards the circle.
“I admit, you certainly did,” Goma agreed, clapping his flippers lazily, “Maybe later, after we’re done here, Master Belialmon will allow you to give me some pointers personally…”
“Ah’m sure Ah can come up with somethin’,” Arma purred, hefting his still erect, still dribbling flesh.
“My turn.  Finally.  I’m so hard, I could drill a hole in this stone!” Vee said, getting the unheard signal from the demonic entity who enthralled him.
Gato sat up, coughing from the kick.  When she saw Vee approaching, she did not see her boyfriend and loved one.  She only saw a pair of nearly footlong erections bobbing above four heavy, wobbling testicles.
She also did not see Vee's fist streak at her face in a blur of blue.
He struck her hard, catching her in the cheek.  Gato sprawled to the floor, landing with a splash in the pool of cum surrounding her.  She tried to climb back to her feet, but Vee kicked her in the stomach hard enough to lift her two feet off the ground, before crashing down.
“Dirty slut!  I can't believe I ever fell for you…” Vee snarled, slapping her hard enough to split her lip.  Gato did not even feel it.  The mixture of Pal’s pollen, Flora's nectar, and Goma’s pre blotted out all sensations beyond pleasure and raw, unyielding, brain-melting arousal.  
Vee leapt onto her back, shoving her face into the inches-deep puddle of seed.  He ground his stiff lengths against her back, his pre soaking her fur.  Gatomon gasped for air, bubbles blurbling up through the thick, hot semen.
“Yeah, I bet you’re loving this!  You had me and Pata and Gazi wrapped around your little claw, and you used us whenever you wanted.  Now you're getting all the cock you could ever want!” he snarled viciously.
“Please, need it…  put 'em in…  please…” begged Gato as he pulled her head back, thick drops of colored and glowing cum dripping from her face.
“Of course.  That's all you ever wanted from me.  Bet you liked me twice as much after Succubimon had her way with me and gave me two…” the dragon growled.  
“Nngyahhh…” whimpered Gatomon helplessly as she shuddered, her erection sliding through the semen under her.
“Fine. One last ride for the road…” he growled, gripping his upper penis in his hand.  He pulled back each of his foreskins slowly, then pressed himself against her from behind.  He roughly thrust forward, pressing into her rear and cleft at the same time.  Gato yowled as her well-drenched holes spread wide to accommodate the dragon’s twin lengths.  A fresh orgasm shook her body, causing her penis to begin lurching.  Thick, white, cerulean-glowing semen bubbled out in the pool under her, the fat glans submerged under the surface. Her inner walls convulsed, pulling his erections deeper inside her.
“Ah, yeahhh…” Vee sighed as her cum-soaked walls quivered around his rigid shafts, “This was the only thing that made being with such a raging chore like you bearable.”
Gato barely heard him, already thrusting back against him.  Her tongue hung out of her mouth as she drove herself back against his hips, feeling his four balls slapping against her.  The two pairs of testicles, in a single large scaled scrotum, hit the back of her thighs repeatedly.  Vee gripped her hips, digging his claws in deep enough to draw blood as he began to pound back against her.
“C-Cumming, cumming, cumming c-cum-MING!!!” Gato squealed as Vee worked her to a lather, his erections spurting sticky bursts of pre inside her.
“This is all you ever wanted from me.  From Pata.  From Gazi…  You played games and trotted around with your tail in the air.  And then you never expected to have to pay for it…” Vee growled in her ear, driving his lengths into her.  His red eyes glowed with Belialmon's power as he yanked her tail, making Gatomon yowl in pain.  
He thrust roughly, his body hitting hers with enough force to create an echoing slap that reverberated through the cavern.  Gatomon moaned as his movements caused her cock to swish back and forth in the cum beneath her, further swirling the liquid with streaks and ribbons of glowing, plain white, hot molten orange, icy blue, sunny yellow, neon pink, and pale milky red.  Her semen burbled and bubbled up in the pool as her cock erupted again and again under the surface.  Her gloved paws were almost submerged to her wrist. 
Vee grunted as he felt his testicles tighten and grow heavy, his penises twitching in unison.  A wet mixture of his pre, Gato’s nectar, and the others’ semen soaked his blue scales as he drove into her.  His erections were as stiff as he had ever felt them, the demon’s power coursing through his body as well as his mind to enhance his arousal.  Angry veins bulged from the sides, as the steely lengths rubbed inside her, twitching powerfully.
“Rrrrghhh!!!  Take it, whore!!!” roared Vee.  He thrust in one last time, lifting Gato’s feet clean off the floor.  His penises pulsed in unison before Gato felt the hot rush of his cum flood her depths.  She howled in ecstasy as the dragon came, his ejaculations feeling like a pair of fire hoses plunged inside her.  Vee always had incredibly massive orgasms, and Succubimon's doubling of his genitalia had only doubled that too.  He groaned as thick blue fluid burst into Gato’s muff and rear before pouring back out of her.  It splashed into the cum pool, mixing with the rest.  Vee’s semen was a more vivid, darker shade of blue than Gabu’s milky blue-white liquid.  Also unlike Gabu’s cum, Vee’s was hot as it burst from both of his heads and filled Gatomon beyond the brim.
Gato yowled in pure ecstasy as her holes were drenched anew with cum.  Her entire body was starting to ache from the endless series of orgasms that wracked her body.  Gatomon were known for their incredibly powerful sex drives, and Gato herself was even more remarkable in that respect.  But even she had limits, and she had passed them a while ago.  Despite the aches setting in and the exhaustion beginning, she could not stop, even if she had wanted. The chemicals running through her spurred her on, driving her body and mind beyond the brink of orgasm again and again.  It almost felt better to feel the cum inside her, splashing her fur, or filling her mouth and stomach than it did to have a climax of her own.
Vee grunted, thrusting sloppily into Gato’s depths, trying to pour as much cum into her already filled womb and rear as he could.  Loud, wet squishes filled the air as he gripped her hips, ignoring the blood in her fur from his claws.  His lips drew back in a vicious snarl, his teeth bared.  The dragon’s blue cum poured out of Gato, soaking her legs and his pelvis, running down in waves.
“Anyone got a deck of cards?  Vee’s likely to be a while before he’s done…” Gazi asked.
“What kind?  I’ve got a deck for poker, or we could do Poke--" Gabu asked, rifling through his fur.
“No.  We do not speak of the other monsters,” Agu interrupted, shushing Gabu.  The wolf sweatdropped.
“...I’ve got Yu-Gi-Oh!” Sala chimed in cheerfully, holding up a deck.
“...I don't know who you are, kid, but I like you already!” Gazi said with a grin, hopping off his perch to sit with the girl.
Gazi was correct in his assertion.  It did take Vee a while to finish.  Blessed with his species’ naturally massive orgasms, then doubled by Succubimon's tinkering, his climax easily outstripped that of the others, even Tento's.  He pulled free of the feline as he couldn't fit another drop inside and began to gush over her rear and back.  Thick azure ropes of cum glazed Gatomon as she mewled weakly.  Her hips continued to pump into the pool under her, sloshing about messily as her cock plunged into the rainbow-swirled cream again and again.  He grunted, grabbing Gato’s tail and wrapping it several times around his twin cocks.  He used her tail to stroke himself, sliding the soft, wet appendage to pleasure his flesh.  He teased his spurting heads with her tufted tail-tip, moaning in ecstasy as his four swollen testicles sent their load boiling up and out of his dual lengths.
As his pleasure waned, he sighed and milked his hoods over his two heads, spilling blue cum onto Gatomon's vulva.  Then, with a sudden, violent slap, he spanked her rump hard enough to send her sprawling facefirst with a large splash.
“Guess I'll have to see if Master Belialmon will gift me with someone better than you to enjoy,” he said, returning to the circle.  He stopped and glared in annoyance as the others scrambled to clean up their game and return to their positions.
Gatomon moaned and attempted to pick herself up.  Her arms and legs shook uncontrollably, barely able to support her weight.  Her erection pulsed, still jetting bursts of cum in sticky strands as she staggered.  Her tail swayed from side to side, attempting and failing at helping her keep her equilibrium.  
It did not last long.  A large, hot, heavy body slammed into her with enough force to make lights and sparks flash before her eyes.  The world tumbled upside-down and rightside-up over and over.  Her back hit the stone ground under the pool again and again, jarring her and leaving her stunned.  When she came to rest, she moaned dazedly, unable to tell up from down and unable to move with a large weight pinning her down.  And then something hard, wide, long, and throbbing began to thrust roughly against her.
“You’re MINE, now…” snarled Guil, his normally cheerful face twisted into feral rage. His muscular body dominated hers.  His youthful eyes burned with supernatural hatred.  His cock drove against her, not penetrating her, but thrusting against her vulva, penis, stomach and chest in a random, frantic pattern.  
“You took me as your innocent little apprentice!  Teach me everything you knew.  We’re the same age, you condescending little wench!” Guil growled, his voice a harsh rasp in Gato’s ears.
“Nyah…  more… please, more….” Gatomon moaned as his cock ground heavily against her vulva, sliding roughly against her clitoris.
Guil’s erection was as bright red as the rest of his body, with a large pair of low-hanging testicles.  It was large and thick, easily as wide around as Gato’s wrist.  It looked like a standard humanoid penis, save for one detail.  Along both sides of the shaft was a row of raised, slightly overlapping diamond-shaped scales.  They were designed to stimulate the sensitive walls of a female whenever he pulled back.   
“You always treated me like I was a kid!  You were just raising me to be another member of your personal harem, not an equal!” Guil accused.  He huffed as he pressed his penis to hers, his much larger length and girth overwhelming her own.  She howled and arched back against him, splattering the underside of his cock with her cum.  
“And you wanna know the worst thing?  You introduced me to Rena, the most beautiful, sweet, and smokin’ hot girl I've ever met…  and then every time we try to get together, you interrupt us!!!” he roared angrily.  A slight red tinge shone through the fur of Rena's cheeks.
“I haven't had sex in weeks!  I've been waiting for a chance to do it with Rena for the first time!  And RIGHT as I'm about to stick it in, Goma sounds the general alert and calls for us!  I’ve got the mother of all blueballs and it's your stupid fault!” Guil yelled, frotting roughly against her length, his pre splashing her front.
“And NOW, Master Belialmon is making me waste it all on your worthless pussy!” Guil shouted, cuffing Gatomon across the face.  Again, Gato barely felt the blow, her senses numbed to all sensations but desperate arousal and pure pleasure.  
Guil opened his mouth wide, showing off his sharp teeth.  The coherent part of Gato’s mind cringed in terror that he was about to tear her throat out.  His head dove forward and his jaws clamped down upon her left shoulder instead.  Gatomon yelled, this time actually feeling the pain as his sharp canines pierced her skin.  He bit down and stayed clamped there, even as he continued to pump against her.  Gato squirmed, her natural instinct to escape pain overwhelming the aphrodisiac's grip on her for a moment.  It was in vain.  Guil was far stronger than her and he had her pinned.  His jaws remained clenched on her upper shoulder as he drove his hips against her.
He rutted her like a beast, his hips blurring as he thrust against her.  Gatomon was lucky to escape further injury, as the thick glaze of cum, her own endless orgasm, and Guil’s precum all provided enough lubrication to protect her.  His thick foreskin caught against hers, pulling her hood down and pushing it back up with every thrust.  His testicles struck her muff repeatedly, until they too were glazed with a mixture of her juices and everyone's semen.  His erection pulsed and dribbled against hers.  She could feel its heat and hardness grinding brutally against her own.
Crimson blood trickled from Gato's injuries, but her need for release overwhelmed the pain once more.  The cat gritted her teeth as Guil bit tighter, causing more blood to run down her chest and back.  His hips slammed against hers, his erection jabbing her stomach as much as her cock.  She moaned and cried as his heavy shaft twitched against her own, a jet of pre splashing her chin.  His diamond scales dragged along her flesh as he pulled back, stimulating every inch.
As Gato’s bioluminescent semen splashed his chest, Guil roared.  It was a guttural, primal noise, the lizard's entire body straining with the force.  It echoed deafeningly through the cave, as the Defenders winced and covered their ears.
Guil’s penis swelled as every muscle in his groin strained.  The entire length jumped, the tip bobbing almost straight up toward the cave roof, as a bright crimson rope of cum erupted from his foreskin-covered glans.  It struck Gatomon with surprising force, draping from the top of her head all the way down to her navel in a wide, unbroken rope.  More followed, even larger and more forceful than the first.  Guil groaned, snapped, and snarled like a feral dinosaur, drool leaking out of the corner of his muzzle.  His fists were clenched at his sides as his cock lurched and spasmed wildly.  Streamers of bright red cum flew everywhere, missing Gatomon as often as striking her.  His heavy testicles swayed, visibly tensing with every ejaculation.  
Gato whimpered and clutched her shoulder as she lay back, letting Guil drench her.  The wounds from his teeth were thankfully fairly shallow, but painful.  But they, along with the cuts Vee gave her, and the various blows she had suffered, were starting to wear on her.  Brilliant blue-black bruises were visible through her white fur, even under the glaze of cum.  She had a black eye, and her cheek was swollen from the slaps she suffered.  It felt hard to breathe as one or more ribs might have been bruised.  This was to say nothing of her penis and vagina, both of which were starting to ache and grow quite oversensitive from orgasm after orgasm.  But despite it all, the chemicals and aphrodisiacs drove her on, making her ignore her injuries in her desperate need for relief and release.
“Nnfff…  ahhh…  mmmahhh…” Gato gasped incoherently.  Her hips thrust into the air as her body convulsed in pleasure again, her eyes rolled up in her head.  Her cock fountained into the air, sending spurts of semen that shimmered blue across her face and chest, contrasting with the shower of red goo with which Guilmon blasted her.    She whimpered as Guil plastered her, his hot spunk just adding to the mess that coated her so thickly.  She tried to find the strength to sit up, but exhaustion sapped the strength from her limbs, preventing her.
Guil groaned and finally wrapped her hands around his penis.  He began to stroke his cock, milking and squeezing it to prolong his climax as long as he could.  He squeezed his length, rolling his foreskin up and down slowly in time with his spurts, moaning in pleasure.  His climax slowed and turned to a steady dribble.  Wiping the cum onto his palms, he licked them clean, then walked back to the circle.
“Sorry, Rena…  I’ll hafta start saving up again, thanks to that stupid slut…” Guil sighed unhappily.  Rena did not reply aloud.  Instead, she merely patted the lizard on the back gently, shaking her head.
Gato groaned and lay where she was, shuddering as she continued to climax uncontrollably.  
Her mind slowly began to clear once more, her awareness of the world around her beginning to return.  She remembered where she was and who she was, but she still could not stop herself from panting with need as Pal stepped forward to take her turn.
“Pal… Please…” Gato panted, “I need it…  I want it…” she begged, gasping as she stared at the flowergirl’s erection.  The long, green length twitched up and down, rippling and pulsing as thick spurts of milky verdant liquid erupted from the bulbous tip.  Pal smirked and gripped her flesh, peeling back her foreskin to expose the dark-green glans, which swelled and contracted with every gush.
“Please.  Geez, you are the most pitiful loser I’ve ever met,” Pal spat in disgust.
“Pal…” Gato whimpered, gasping as the flower girl pushed her back into the pool of cum.  Pal’s eyes, normally large and black, were now glowing orbs of burning red.  The flower struck her in the stomach hard, her fist sinking into Gato’s gut.  The feline balled up involuntarily, coughing as she lifted her legs and clutched herself.
“You always clung to me like a leech.  You don’t know how BORING it was listenin’ to ya always complain about yer responsibilities or yer boyfriends…” Pal drawled, hooking her elbows under Gato’s curled knees.  Gato yelped in surprise as Pal heaved, throwing her legs up, forcing her to curl as her feet flew over her head.  Pal held her there in that position, her feet dangling over the tips of her ears, using her vines to suspend her ankles.

“I’m just so tired of it… and tired of YOU,” Pal said, leaning in.  Gato yelped again as she felt the plantgirl’s tongue slide along her vulva, slipping into her cleft.  Pal’s long tongue delved inside Gato’s tunnel, licking deep into the girl.  She mewled in ecstasy, clamping down involuntarily as her body spasmed.  Her cock twitched, aimed right at her face.  A thick rope of glowing kitten-spunk erupted from her tip, splashing messily right between her eyes.  More followed as Gato’s orgasm shook her body, causing her nectar and a thick mixture of cum to spill onto Pal’s tongue.

Pal swallowed and sighed happily, remarking, “Mmm…  If nothing else, ya serve as a GREAT cumbucket…”

“Seems like such a waste, spilling all o’ this on the ground… and wastin’ it on ya.  But Master Belialmon wants us to get our pleasure outta ya, so I won’t complain,” Pal murmured.  She slipped up, gripping her penis.  Her length continued to twitch and gush, her hips thrusting forward slightly in time.  She panted a little, her natural constant ejaculations sending jolts of pleasure through her body.
Gripping Gato’s thighs, she pressed the pine-green head of her penis to Gato’s muff.  Pal’s penis jumped, splashing milky green goo across her vulva, soaking it.  With a quick, firm thrust of her hips, she buried her firm flesh deep within the feline.  Gato moaned as she felt the pulsating, spurting shaft penetrate her, spreading her walls wide.  She whimpered, her own erection splashing thick gushes over her black nose.  Pal rocked her hips slowly, working herself within the cat, moaning.
“Nnng…  How is it you’ve taken 11 cocks in a row…  12, countin’ Vee’s second…   but yer still as tight as if ya hadn’t taken one?  This just makes me hate ya more…” Pal growled, grinding herself into Gato.
Pal began to pull back her hips, her cock sliding against Gato’s clitoris slowly and torturously.  Pleasure shot through Gato’s body, her tail thrashing from side to side, even as she spluttered as her cock continued to rifle off, sticky gushes of glowing cum drenching her face.  The plant grunted and jammed her hips forward.  The force caused Gato’s glans to bounce off her nose.  The plant worked herself back and forth, beginning to find her rhythm as she moaned in pleasure.  She spurted into Gato’s velvety folds, spilling her thick sap into the young cat.  Her round green rump bounced up and down as she jutted forward, slapping wetly against Gato.
Gato got splattered by her own semen, coughing and spluttering as a powerful jet went straight up her nose.  She stared at her own head, the cumslit and bare tip poking free from its hood.  Hunger and need overwhelmed her sense.  It didn’t matter if it was her own cock, she needed it more than breath or life.  Opening her mouth wide, she dove forward and took it in, moaning as her tastebuds rasped across it.  Thick, hot semen flooded her muzzle immediately, her cock convulsing.  Gato swallowed with relish, moaning in ecstasy as her own shaft twitched back and forth between her tongue and the roof of her mouth.
Pal’s thrusting caused Gato’s hips to rock, allowing her penis to bob in and out of her muzzle.  Gato purred involuntarily, her body wracked with pleasure.  Her purring sent vibrations down her own erection, the entire shaft reverberating with the noise.  Gato closed her lips a little, using them to tug on her foreskin as her cock slid back and forth through her mouth, peeling it down and pushing it up again.  
“Look at you.  Guess if nothin’ else, I taught ya to be one helluva cocksucker…” Pal panted, driving herself into the kitten.  Her penis undulated within Gato’s muff, pumping burst after burst of cum into the feline.  Her green liquid dripped out of Gato already, spilling down the front of her stomach in sticky rivers.  She huffed, pumping downward into the cat, feeling Gato’s inner walls ripple and squeeze around her tightly.  Her cock made a lewd squelching noise every time it delved inside Gato; she was so filled with spunk.
“Nng…  I pity ya.  Poor lil’ orphan cub.  Parents killed, friendless, unloved…” Pal hissed, smirking, “An’ now yer gonna die at the hands of everyone you thought was your friend.”
Her hips pumped faster, pausing every few thrusts to gyrate within Gato, sending her penis probing deep within the cat.  Her cum spurted out with every thrust, each gush picking up speed and volume.  Her red eyes fell half-lidded as she pounded Gato.  Normally a more gentle, skilled lover, Pal clearly did not care if Gato was getting any pleasure from the experience.  Like the others, she took the feline roughly and without a hint of care for Gato’s well-being.  She humped fast and hard, dragging her fat cock along Gato’s numbed, aching inner walls.  She drove hard enough to force Gato’s hips forward, making the feline shove her cock down her own throat.  Gato gagged on her own length, coughing weakly as she tried to keep up with the endless spurts of salty-sweet semen.
“Rrgh…  nnf… Nyahhhh!!!” cried Pal, finally burying herself to the hilt within Gatomon.  She held herself there, trembling and quivering from petal to root.  Her penis juddered and palpitated, and a powerful jet of hot, thick cum sprayed deep into Gato's already flooded womb.  Where before, Palmon’s ejaculations were spurts and squirts; now they were gushes and eruptions.  Milky green sap rushed out of Gato’s muff, backwashing over Pal’s hips, spilling down in messy, thick rivers onto the ground.  She took no heed that most of her semen poured right back out of Gato, literally no more room to fit it within her.   The act of flooding the feline was enough.
Gato gulped as quick as she could as her orgasm raged, thick, messy spouts of cum flooding her muzzle once more.  Along with her vulva and her penis, her jaw was aching from the constant suckling and swallowing.  Her inner walls continued to quiver and clench, squeezing tightly around Palmon’s cock and milking her for every drop.  Gato’s stomach was bloated, and with every movement she could feel the copious amounts of fluid inside her sloshing around.  She pumped her hips involuntarily.  Despite the growing aches and pains and exhaustion creeping in all over her body, she could not stop herself from trying to pleasure both herself and Pal.  
Pal whispered things to Gato as she came, picking at all of Gato’s insecurities and worst thoughts.  The flower knew all of them.  Palmon was Gato’s best friend in the whole world, and her closest confidant.  Now Pal used all of Gato’s secrets to torment her, hissing awful, hurtful things to the feline.  Gato whimpered around her own length, unable to answer her, unable to retort or fight back.  All she could do was try to endure the abuse, trying to remind herself that it wasn’t Pal saying these things, not really.  It did not help much, and tears welled up in Gato’s eyes.
Gato huffed and cried as she felt Pal drive her hips into her with each eruption.  Pal finally pulled free, gripping her shaft.  She pumped her flesh, moaning as cum erupted from her tip, soaking Gato’s round rear.  Retracting her vines, Gato was able to uncurl.  She panted, her cock slipping free of her mouth, still slinging ropes of glowing spunk into her own face.  She slumped back, her feet and lower half landing in the pool of cum with a loud splash.  She moaned, still fountaining high into the air, feeling the wet, sticky gushes of Pal’s cum hit her body.  Several spurts landed in her mouth, filling it with the faint taste of apple under the salty-sweet cream.
“Ahhh…  I needed that.  I wasted the last three days worrying about you.  I coulda spent it enjoying myself instead, if I’d known this was gonna happen…” Pal sighed, milking her foreskin lazily as her sap dribbled over the back of her hand.  It continued to spurt and jump in her grip, still stiff and erect even as her orgasm slowly began to fade.
“Yeah, yeah, we ALL could have done better things than worry about her…” Vee said, yawning as his twin erections twitched and dribbled in his hands.
“Good thing we’re destined for greater things.  Just hope the rest finish up their turns fast,” Pal agreed.

“Never known you to be one to turn down having sex or watching sex, Pal,” Agu remarked, raising an eyebrow.
“I only have sex with people I like.  I’m just waiting for that whore to die, so we can move on,” Pal said, actually spitting on Gato before walking back.
Gato moaned.  She could barely move.  Every orgasm drained more of her strength.  It felt like her very life force was erupting from her cock; each ejaculation making her limbs weaker, making her heart beat faster and her chest heaving for air.
Despite this, her mind was starting to clear.  The arousal was still there, but it wasn’t nearly as insistant and immediate.  With her returning awareness of who she was and the situation she was in came a sight Gato had prayed she would not see.  Salamon approached her.  The puppy’s eyes glowed crimson as her penis stood proudly from her tiny hips.  The little canine sneered as she waded into the pool of cum.
“No… Belialmon, please… don’t make her… I don’t want…” Gato babbled weakly, her voice barely above a whisper.  Sala’s fist slammed into her face.  The child’s body wasn’t capable of the force of the older Defenders, but somehow it hurt more as Gato reeled back.
“You don’t get to talk to the Master!” she snarled.
“Sala…” Gato whimpered.  The child sneered, her beautiful face twisted into a hateful glare.  She shoved Gato back, the feline too weak to fight.  Sala gripped her length, stroking it as precum dripped down over her hand.  She mounted Gato, straddling the feline’s hips.  Gato gasped as she felt the heat and dampness of the little girl’s vulva and the hardness and throbbing of her shaft against her own penis.  
“You don’t get to talk to me either!” Sala snarled, thrusting herself against Gato.  Her body shivered, every muscle tensed as she positioned herself on top of the other girl’s hips.  She slid back and forth against Gato’s penis, her vulva riding the underside of Gato’s girth.  She was sopping wet, and slid smoothly along the rigid, pulsing rod of flesh.  She pinned Gato’s cock to her stomach, causing it to jet onto her stomach, chest and face.  Sala’s smaller shaft ground roughly against Gato’s, steel hard flesh against steel hard flesh.
“My parents told me Defenders were great people.  That you spent all day, every day saving people.  But you haven't been doing that, have you?” Sala said, scorn dripping from her high, soft voice.  She rocked her hips, huffing softly as her cock jerked and dribbled pre.  Gatomon squirmed under her, but couldn't move.  She moaned and arched her back against the girl, her body quivering.
“You didn't save me.  You spent all day just playing with my thingie and touching my lil’ cunny…  and letting Master Vademon and Piedmon tell you what to do and what to think,” Sala growled, her voice growing more bitter with every word.  
“Please… don't say it…” Gato begged, tears welling in her eyes as Sala used her harshly.
“You didn't save my parents.  You let them die.  You sat back and watched,” Sala accused.  Her eyes were narrowed into crimson slits of hatred and sorrow, tears pouring down her cheeks.  Gato's heart clenched in her chest as her own tears broke.  
The child struck her, her fist striking Gato's nose.  The feline took it. Sala drew back her hands and hit again and again, battering Gato in the head and chest.  Gatomon let her, not just because she was too weak and tired to defend herself, but because she felt she deserved it on some level.  Sala was merely saying aloud what Gato had been saying to herself since she saw the two Meicoomon sacrifice themselves.  Sala was both a child and a Rookie, and her punches were untrained and wild, so they did not hurt Gato too severely physically.  But her heart and soul were not as sturdy against the girl’s strikes.
“At least my Mommy and Daddy gave their data to bring back Master Belialmon…  and he’s gonna make you die!” Sala hissed, smiling.  She huffed as she ground her hips against Gato's cock, moaning as her tiny clit slid against the turgid rod.  Gatomon sobbed silently as her body was driven to another orgasm.  Thick, pearly cream burst from her head, splashing wetly across her stomach in hot, sticky streaks.  Her hips jumped and jerked, as surges of her own semen burst against her, splashing up against Sala’s body.  
Sala’s little pink shaft drooled and dripped, a steady flow of clear pre leaking from her swollen, bulbous glans.  She said nothing else to Gato as she rubbed and thrust.  She simply stared accusingly, her bright, fiery glare speaking more eloquently than any words she could say.  Gato was left only able to cry and climax under the child's malevolent gaze.
Sala huffed and leaned back, lifting her penis up at an angle.  She continued to scoot her hips back and forth, riding Gato's cock like it was a rail.  She wrapped her paw around her shaft, pumping it in time with her thrusts.  Her hood rolled up and down over the red tip of her cock; each time coaxing a fresh dribble of pre to spill forth.
Sala stared straight into Gato's eyes as she tugged back on her foreskin and squeezed the base of her length.  Her penis pulsed and flexed in her grip as a ripple traveled up its length.  The head swelled slightly as a jet of molten silver erupted out.  The metallic semen splashed against Gato's face, streaking down from her forehead down over her left eye, forcing her to close it.  The puppy moaned in pure pleasure as the next gush blasted against Gato's cheek and drizzled up towards her ear.  Her nectar leaked into Gatomon's pubic fur, soaking her shaft.  
The feline moaned as she felt the child's sticky silver cum spray against her in rapid-fire spurts.  It barely mattered.  What did was Sala’s accusing glare. Mind controlled or not, her eyes and her words haunted Gato's and tormented her, for they were exactly what she had thought herself.  Belialmon clearly had been waiting, saving Sala until near last, for when it would torture Gato the most.
Sala grunted as she pumped her length with her paws, aiming it at Gato's cock.  Silver goo drenched the flesh, coating it in a hot and thick glaze.  Nodding to herself in an almost cheerful manner, she began to pump her little hips against the thick shaft again, using her own shimmering steely cum as lubrication.  She moaned in ecstasy, gripping Gato’s hips, her fingers squishing in the sodden, utterly oversaturated fur as she rode her orgasm.  The child's little tail wagged as she thrust, uncaring that a messy mixture of Gato's, her, and everyone else's semen was splashing up into her cream-colored fur.  
Sighing as her climax came toward it's inevitable end, Sala stroked her last spurts straight into Gato's face again.  She gripped the feline's right ear, yanking to force Gato to lift her head.  Thick, repeated spurts struck Gato’s muzzle and the  bridge of her nose as the puppy grunted and milked her foreskin.  Sala didn't so much clean her cock off against Gato's face as she slapped it stiffly against Gato's face.  
“Did I do a good job?” Sala giggled as she waded out of the semen-pool back towards the rest of the group.
“That was awesome.  Good work, kiddo!” Agu purred, helping her climb onto a piece of obsidian to catch her breath.  He fondled her vulva in the process, not unintentionally, making the little girl squirm and gasp.
“We’ll have to give you pointers later,” Gabu agreed, precum streaming down his rigid flesh as he pumped it slowly.
By now, Gato lay in a pool of semen almost six inches deep.  She no longer had white fur; instead, she looked like a demented modern artist had decided to coat her with all the colors of the rainbow.  Agu’s steaming orange mixed with Gabu's icy light blue; mixed with Pal’s milky green; with Arma’s bright and sunny yellow; with Tento's pale red; with Gazi’s smoky grey; with Sala's metallic silver; with Guil’s bright crimson; with Vee’s vivid blue; with Biyo's neon pink; with Hawk and Goma’s mundane milky white; and with incredible amounts of Gato’s white cum, with its faint blue bioluminescent shine.
Gatomon floated there, for the pool was now deep enough for her to actually be buoyant.  Some small part of her thought it was a shame; she normally would have thought something like this would be her deepest, most arousing fetish if her friends had been participating out of a desire to please rather than at the whim of a demonic force of hatred.  The rest of her mind was desperate and fogged and disoriented.  The chemicals were finally wearing off, but she was struggling just to stay conscious, much less make any attempt to resist.  Her chest heaved as she lay in the “dead man’s float,” her arms, legs, and tail all limp as she stared up at the ceiling.  Her rump barely made contact with the stone beneath the surface.
She heard a percussive thump as something pushed air down, and then a splash next to her sent waves rippling through the pool. The thick fluid splashed over her face, blinding her. A pair of surprisingly gentle hands took her shoulders and pulled her up into a sitting position, wiping the cum from her eyes.
“Hiya, Gato.  My turn.  And a good thing too!  I don't think I coulda held it much longer.  I woulda spurted without even touching myself!” Pata giggled playfully.  The boy, a few cycles younger than Gato, pulled her into a shallower section of the pool.
“Please… no more…  c-can’t cum again…” Gato panted, her chest heaving.  Pata flicked a finger over her right nipple, making Gatomon wince at the sensation.
“Oh really?  Let's test that.  I bet I can wring a few more outta you…” Pata said, chuckling without a hint of sympathy.  He gripped his penis, which seemed strangely blurry around the edges to Gato. He pressed the drooling head to her cheek.   A buzzing sensation resonated through Gato's head, making her whimper.  
Pata’s cock vibrated.  Hyper-rapid muscle spasms in his groin caused the entire length to thrum just like a woman's sex toy.  The golden-furred mouse smirked as he shifted his hips, trailing his penis down her body, over her lips, down against her nipples, sliding down her chest and stomach, before he paused.
“P-Please…” Gato whined, weakly.
“Well, since you asked so nicely,” Pata replied with more than a hint of sarcasm.  With a merciless smile, he pressed his penis to hers.  Oversensitive, raw, aching, her erection still responded to his buzzing touch.  Her mouth opened as she gave a strangled moan, her pelvic muscles tightening.  He dragged the fat head of his cock against hers, taking delight in torturing the feline as he slid inch after inch down her flesh.  It wasn't until his oscillating shaft just barely brushed against the hypersensitive nub of her clitoris that she yelled. 
Her entire body erupted into renewed convulsions, her abused anatomy forced to continue long after her endurance had run out.  Her cock jerked as fresh fountains of her kitty spunk spouted into the air, catching Pata across his face and chest.  He giggled, his long scalloped ears fluttering as he let her drench him.  His penis throbbed as he rubbed it back and forth against her vulva, feeling the sprinkling of her nectar against it.  He huffed softly, his large, perfectly round testicles swaying back and forth with his movement.  Gato moaned and trembled, her hips juddering weakly as her climax gripped her.

“That’s a good start… but let’s see if we can get more outta ya!” Pata purred.  The boy smirked as he gripped his penis, retracting his foreskin to expose his big, pink helmet.  He pressed himself against her vulva, spreading the mound open.  Her folds gripped his flesh involuntarily, pulling him in as they rippled and spasmed.
“Nyahhh… Ahhh!” Gato cried and sobbed.  At this point, she did not want to climax, her body utterly exhausted and drained; but she had no choice.  Digimon anatomy defied both the laws of biology and physics, and her body continued to orgasm with stimulation.  The aphrodisiac Goma gave her was still in effect and the barest remnants of Pal and Flora’s Lust Pollen and Nectar were still in her system.  Hawk had once explained that a Digimon could theoretically orgasm forever provided certain conditions were met.  Gato had taken it as a playful challenge at the time and spent most of the next day and a half going between masturbating and playing with Vee and Pata and Pal.  She wasn’t nearly exhausted after that as she was now, and now she wasn’t sure she wanted to take that challenge any more.
Pata grunted as he worked himself back and forth, pumping himself into her.  His shaft delved deeper and deeper inside her with each thrust, sending vibrations into her numbed inner walls.  Despite the overstimulation and exhaustion, the shaking, oscillating shaft still sent pleasure through her body, forcing her to climax again and again.  

“Aw, yeah…  I’m not gonna last too long like this…” moaned Pata, his tongue lolling out of his mouth as he drove himself in with a wet slap.

“Ahhh!  Nnng!” she cried, shuddering another orgasm hit, her body bucking back against him wildly.  She thrust back against him from pleasure alone, overcoming her exhaustion. 
“You always liked me being your little boytoy, didn’t you?  You got tired of Vee and needed some younger meat to fill your craving.  So you decided to pick me out of those new recruits and give me your special training,” Pata purred, building a strong and steady rhythm as he thrust against her.  His hand wrapped around her cock, sliding up and down the smooth, feminine shaft.  Her cum pulsed out of it, running down the back of his hand in a milky river.
“I bet if you could have gotten away with it, you woulda never trained me to fight.  You would've just kept me to yourself, using me for your selfish pleasure,” Pata growled, his smile fading as he shoved himself into Gato's tightness with a malevolent glare.  Gatomon tried to speak, to deny the accusations, to say how much she loved him, but the words came out as a muddled incoherent yowl as she was forced into another orgasm, soaking Pata’s stomach further.
“I guess in a way…  you…  hahhh…  are a lot… Unngh… like Succubimon!” panted Pata, punctuating each syllable with a sharp thrust.  He buried himself to the hilt with Gato's cleft as his penis began to thrum even more strongly than before.  His big, golden balls clenched and contracted.  His ears flapped as he arched his back hard.  Then, Gato felt the thick hot spurts of his seed spilling into her convulsing quim.  There was simply no longer room within Gatomon for even a single drop of semen, and so it gushed back out around Patamon’s shaft with a lewd squish.  Hot, metallic gold fluid poured out of Gato's, spilling into the pool to mix with everyone else’s semen in last swirls.  
Gatomon shook like she was having a seizure, every muscle in her body spasming.  Her hips bucked wildly, so hard that Pata had to hold on to avoid being thrown off the girl.  The cat’s tail thrashed violently back and forth, up and down.  Her inner walls clamped tight around Pata, squeezing him tighter than ever.  Her cock jumped and convulsed, her ejaculations firing with enough force to strike several of the stalactites above, her cum oozing down the inverted spires of stone.  She cried and sobbed, a raging, incredible climax glaring through her mind and body, forcing her to new heights of unwanted ecstasy.
Pata was forced to pull out of her or risk getting thrown off or struck by her flailing limbs.  Sighing at mild disappointment at not getting to ride out his orgasm withing Gato's got, semen-pool depths, he took his vibrating length in hand and stroked.  He moaned in pleasure as his cock pulsed, pumping ropes of molten gold across Gato's body, adding to the mess in her fur.  He stroked his sensitive foreskin with one hand, fondling his large sac with the other.  His hips humped the air eagerly as each burst of golden cum boiled out of his cock.  He squeezed and stroked, caressed and rubbed, working every inch of his member as he basked in the pleasure.
Gatomon slumped back as her latest, most powerful orgasm ended slowly, her cock continuing to twitch and fountain semen into the air with ever decreasing force.  Her mind was empty.  Her body was spent.  She had no strength, no will to resist left.  Darkness began to spread from the corners of her vision, and she could not catch her breath.  She heard nothing of what Pata said to her as he ended his turn, felt nothing as he pushed her back into the depths of the pool.  She floated, twitching involuntarily, but unable to move.
Rena didn't say a word as she approached the nearly unconscious cat.  There was not much of a point.  The feline wouldn't hear a word she said anyway.  
The tall fox bent over and plucked the kitten out of the pool by the scruff of her neck.  Gatomon dangled, her limbs hanging limply, her head slumped forward.  The vixen stared at her with a seeming lack of emotion as usual; the only signs anything was out of the ordinary were her glowing red eyes and the stiff, dripping erection standing well over a foot out from her hips.  Her large breasts bounced and jiggled with every slight movement to the delight of the watching Defenders.  Indeed, she was the only female Defender to be a mature adult, and therefore the only one with breasts at all.  
Taking little heed of Gato’s diminished state, she sat down in the pool of cum, sending splashing waves to the edges.  Her penis pointed upwards as she took her time, meticulously rolling back her foreskin to expose the head.  The others watched in mute anticipation as Rena patiently made herself comfortable, her bushy tail flicking.  Then, once she was ready, she began.  She gripped Gato under her arms and lifted her up.  Half Rena's size, Gato's dangled in her grasp, moaning weakly.  Then, her eyes opened wide and she yowled.
Rena had thrust her hips upward even as she lowered Gato down.  Renamon​'s penis wasn't just long; it was wide too.  The enormous head pressed against her and slowly pushed inside. Gato was spread to her absolute limits as Rena penetrated her.
Gato slumped again, her eyes rolling up in her head as pleasure and discomfort overwhelmed her. Rena took no heed and gave no mercy, gradually and constantly pushing up as inch after inch of fox cock filled the little feline.  She worked back and forth, occasionally pulling back out to gain a little leverage to push in further.  Gato's inner walls clenched in further climaxes, her shaft spouting off, but the cat barely reacted.  She shuddered weakly, but remained in a state of quarter-conscious delirium.  
Rena bottomed out within Gato with around six inches of shaft to go.  Whether or not this disappointed her was unknown as Rena’s face was the same impassive mask it always was. She shifted her grip, holding the cat’s rump, before slowly and torturously beginning to draw back her cock.  She lifted Gato at the same time.  When only her glans remained within, she pulled Gato down and thrust upwards.  
Gato trembled as her orgasm hit again, her body continuing to spasm and ejaculate, but she barely noticed at this point.  Exhaustion had stripped the world away around her, leaving her clinging to her last thread of consciousness in a gray fog.  Echoes of pleasure and sensations reached her, but she did not process them or even understand them any more.
The vixen used Gato like a sex sleeve, lifting her and dropping her onto her penis, even as she pumped up into her.  The cat was limp, moaning weakly as her inner walls clenched around Rena’s shaft.  Despite her stomach already being swollen with copious, incredible amounts of semen, the bulge of Rena’s length was still visible.
Rena heard a loud splashing coming from all around her.  Looking up from her task, she saw that the rest of the Defenders and Salamon had entered the pool.  They surrounded her and Gato, moving in.  Hands, claws, and wings wrapped around swollen, pulsing flesh as they began to masturbate.  Precum leaked from thirteen erections, spilling down to lubricate their strokes as they moaned and cried.  Flora, the only one without a penis, did her part by stroking the others, her tendrils snaking out to caress furry, scaly, and feathery testicles, penetrating Biyo, Pal, and Sala’s clefts.
Rena returned her attention to Gato without comment on the others.  She pumped the feline onto her shaft, her hips beginning to tremble with pleasure.  Her pre flowed as she worked, her cock twitching and throbbing powerfully.  Gato moaned, her body trembling as she squeezed Rena, her cock rifling off again and again.  Hawk took a blast of her semen straight to the face, but he ignored it, focused firmly on pleasuring his shaft as quickly as possible, already on his third dry orgasm.
One by one, the Defenders cried out in ecstasy as they erupted.  Fountains of cum burst forth, splashing against Rena and Gato from all sides.  The vixen thrust several more times before pulling free.  She dropped Gato unceremoniously into the pool and stepped back to join the circle.  One hand played with her foreskin, the other caressing her clitoris.  With a howl of ecstasy, she joined the others in ejaculation, sending streamers of pearly white cum to strike Gato.
Semen of all the colors of the rainbow hit Gato from all sides as she floated in the pool.  Steaming hot orange cum, freezing cold blue-white cum, incredibly sticky neon pink cum, milky sap-like green cum, sparking electrical pale red cum, all struck the feline at the same time, barraging her already overwhelmed senses with a variety of sensations.  More mundane semen of gold, silver, yellow, red, blue, and white spurted against her in hot, creamy blasts, drenching her fur.  Gato’s own cock continued to twitch and gush, sending her own glowing semen into the air, falling to splash her stomach wetly.  The Defenders moaned and bucked their hips, utterly soaking Gato as they savored every convulsion, every ejaculation.  

When Gato lost consciousness, it came as a mercy to her exhausted, overwhelmed mind and body.  
 
*******
Gatomon lay in the deepening pool of rainbow-colored cum, unable to even muster the strength to turn over onto her back before she drowned.  It was only Gazimon rolling her onto her back (taking the time to kick her in the ribs) that saved her life.  She coughed up a large amount of the sticky goo, laying unmoving, her eyes closed.
“She is done, Master.  She is broken,” Hawkmon reported dutifully as he knelt down beside Gato and pressed two feather-fingers to the side of her neck, checking her pulse.  He lifted one of her eyelids, noting her eyeball rolled up in her head.
“Then it is time for her to die.  Which of you wishes to end her?” Belialmon’s voice snarled.  The possessed Digimon all raised their hands and clamored for attention, like kids being offered a candy bar.  However, a voice cut through the squabbling.
“Master, if I may…”
The Defenders went silent and turned as one to face the one who spoke.  Piedmon bowed low in an elegant manner, smiling as he glanced up at the malevolent cloud of darkness.
“I am Piedmon, Master Belialmon, and I am your most loyal servant.  It has been my life’s work to resurrect you.  I fulfilled a prophecy laid down by a Delphimon two hundred cycles ago,” the clown said, smiling evilly.
“Prophecy?” asked the Demon, its attention captured by the theatrical pierrot.
“Delphimon can read the flow of probability created by the interaction of data in the Digital World.  It is a complicated and arcane method of precognition,” Piedmon explained, “The Delphimon foretold that a clown would restore a great Demon with the seed of the angel that destroyed it.  I have fulfilled this part of the prophecy.”
“That part.  That implies there is more,” Belialmon said.
“Yes.  The prophecy also stated that once you were reborn, that the only thing that could destroy you is one of the same bloodline that beat you previously.  Kill her, and you will be invincible,” Piedmon purred, glaring down at the unconscious cat.
“What is your desire, then?  Why go to the trouble of restoring me?” Belialmon asked.
“The last time, you chose a weak, pathetic kitten to be your host.  You were weak and desperate.  This time, you have a wide variety of choices… but I offer you my body and soul to possess as your primary host!”
“You… offer to be my host?” Belialmon asked, taken aback.
“I do.  I am a Mega level Digimon and a very powerful one at that.  My knowledge of ancient lore is vast, and would provide you with countless opportunities to seek more power.  I have achieved my life's work in reviving you, so I would happily grant you my body to use as you wish.  The sheer chaos and destruction you will wreak would make it worth it!” Piedmon cackled.
“Very well.  If you offer it freely, far be it from me to pass up a fine opportunity…” Belialmon rumbled.
“Please, be my guest.  Use me to kill this feeble kitten and secure your eternal reign!” Piedmon laughed triumphantly. 
The cloud of smoke and lightning reared up and suddenly plunged down.  It flooded into Piedmon, filling his eyes, his ears, his nose, his mouth.  He gargled and convulsed violently, quaking in palsy.  His feet lifted off the floor as the demonic force infused his body, corrupting his systems, overriding routines, and overwriting his mind.
He landed, smoke rising from his form.  He remained unmoving for a time, the Defenders watching in silence.  Then he slowly rolled his shoulders.  Piedmon lifted a hand, closing and unfolding his fingers one at a time.  He took a slow, tentative step, then another.
“...Yes.  This is far superior to that stupid flea-bitten feline I took over hundreds of cycles ago…” he stated, his voice turned deep and booming, like that of rumbling thunder.  He opened his eyes, and they had become oily pools of black.  Black, webbed veins crisscrossed every bit of exposed skin.
He walked towards Gatomon with more confidence.  She moaned piteously, her eyes closed as she lay defenseless.  Reaching in back, the clown drew one of his blades from its scabbard.
“And now…  it is time to die…” the possessed Piedmon stated, lifting its swords high.  Gato ignored him, instead focusing her gaze on her friends watching her impending death with eager anticipation.  She wished she had the strength to apologize to Sala; to tell Pata, Gazi, and Vee how much she loved them.
The blade streaked down.
It clattered loudly against the stone floor, along with the severed, garishly clothed arm that held it.
“Arrrrgh!!!!  What?!” Belialmon snarled, staggering backward as he clutched his bleeding shoulder.
Gato felt a hand grip her by the scruff of the neck, lifting her out of the puddle of cum.  She felt another hand grab her limp tail and fumble with it for a moment.  She felt something cool and metallic slip over the tassels of her tailtip, then a charge of power.  Strength flooded back to Gato’s limbs, clearing her mind and purifying her body.
The hand holding her up placed her back on her feet.  Gato was nowhere near restored to her top condition, but she at least had the strength to stand unsteadily.  She flicked her tail, feeling and hearing the reassuring weight and chime of her tailring.
She turned her head to see who her rescuer was.  To her immense surprise, she stared into her own mirror image.   And then her mirror slapped her hard.  Gato staggered backward, rubbing her cheek in pain.
“Snap out of it, you idiot!  I come looking for you to help me, and find you about to be killed in a puddle of spunk?!  What in the nine Digital hells are you playing at?!” her counterpart snarled.  It took Gato's numbed brain a moment to form words.
“Buh…  B-BlackGatomon?” she squeaked.  The black-furred feline’s cheeks flushed red.
“My name is BG.  You’re Gatomon,” she muttered, “But that's besides the point.  We need to talk, now!”
“Um… now’s not the best time…  in case you didn't notice, I was about to be killed by an ancient demon possessing a Digimon that I see in my nightmares; who has also enthralled all of my friends into slaves who want me suffering and dead,” Gato explained in a rather bad run-on sentence.  BlackGato blinked and seemed to look around at her surroundings for the first time.
“Huh.  How’d I miss all of that?” BlackGato asked, perplexed.
“I see you didn't inherit my observational skills,” Gato sighed sardonically, rubbing the bridge of her muzzle.
Both felines suddenly ducked as a steely blur whooshed through the space where their necks had been a moment before.  Belialmon whipped Piedmon’s sword at the two cats, growling.
“Who are you?!  How have you harmed me?!” he demanded.
“Mind helping me out here, BG?” Gatomon asked, ignoring him.
“...How do you know you can trust me?” BlackGato asked, frowning.  Gatomon chuckled.
“Three reasons.  You saved my life already, where you could have let me die.  You asked for my help, so you aren't going to let me die until you get it.  And I can feel you here,” Gato said, tapping the side of her head with a finger, “I don't know why you're here or what you want, but for the moment, at least, I can trust you.”
“Hrm.  Pretty good reasoning…” BlackGato agreed, “Fine.  I’ll help.”
“Die!!!” Belialmon snarled.  The enthralled Defenders charged forward, sweeping past him in a glowing-eyed mass of rage.  
“Don't hurt them.  They're innocent.  Stun 'em and get 'em out of the way,” Gato muttered.
“...If I have to…” BlackGato sighed.
The two cats met the charge.  While both felines had similar fighting styles, focusing on claws and speed, the way they used their styles differed immensely.  
Gatomon stood her ground, punching, kicking, dodging attacks by mere millimeters and returning with precise disabling counterblows.  Agu fell at her feet unconscious as she leaned out of the way of a slash from Gazi’s claws.  She was diminished, weakened and exhausted and fought in a way to conserve what little strength she had.  She was thankful her friends were blinded with rage and hatred, because they attacked in a disorganized frantic rush.  If they had been in their right minds, even with BlackGato helping, she would have been taken apart.
The ebon feline was at the height of her strength in comparison, and never stayed in one spot.  Constantly leaping, tumbling, whirling, she resembled a black tornado as she dove into the Defenders.  She struck out with fists, feet and tail, attacking from odd angles and in unpredictable ways.  She was not as polished or precise as Gato, taking multiple blows to fell a foe instead of one, but she seemed to be everywhere at once. 
Gatomon yelled as a silver blade slashed where her head was a moment before.  She tumbled and rolled, spinning to face the possessed Piedmon.
“You shouldn't have taken a body, Belialmon…” Gato hissed, pouncing forward.  Her claws raked across Belialmon's ankle even as he slashed at her with his remaining arm.
“You're not used to actually fighting.  If you remained a big ol’ cloud, I couldn't hurt you.  But now you're vulnerable…  and even as powerful as a Piedmon is…” Gato growled, as BlackGato charged forward and delivered an absolutely perfect flying kick to the clown’s groin.  Belialmon doubled over, crying in pain as he staggered backward.
“It doesn't matter how strong you are if you can't handle pain and if you don't know how to fight!” BlackGato finished Gato's sentence.  The demonic clown slashed at Gato again, putting all the force his body could muster into it.  The blade sank into the stone beside Gato as she leaned away, losing one of the tassels on her right ear.  She shifted her hips, and her long tail cracked like a whip, wrapping around his forearm.
“The problem with prophecies is they’re always so vague that you can never account for what they really mean,” Gato said, twisting.  The Trump Sword flew from Belialmon's grip, embedding into a stalactite high above.
“Y’see…  I'm not the last descendant of Hikari Kamiya.  BG here is my clone,” Gato explained as BlackGato's claws raked across the possessed clown’s back, shredding cloth and flesh.
“WE are the last descendants,” Gato snarled as she leapt forward. Her paw flashed as she extended her claws to their full length.  With a loud crunch, she buried her paw to the wrist into the Piedmon’s chest, the tips of her black claws poking out of his back.
     “Wh-What?!!” the possessed clown gasped.  Gato wrenched her paw free along with a spray of blood and Digital particles.
      “Eighty-five people you could have taken over.  Eighty-five innocent lives that I'm sworn to protect, and that I could not have harmed.  And you choose the one person here I WOULD kill to take over,” Gatomon growled, “A Piedmon killed my parents.  Of course I wouldn't hesitate to strike a killing blow, with you stuck in the body of someone who looks like someone who hurt me.  And worse, someone who hurt Salamon…”
    “We have bigger fish to fry than this,” BlackGato snarled, “LIGHTNING CLAW!!!”
    “LIGHTNING CLAW!!!” echoed Gato.  
The two cats struck at the same time from opposite directions.  Their claws shined with a metallic flare as they leapt forward in a blur of white and black.  Slashing rapidly, the air filled with the sound of blades slashing through cloth, flesh, and bone as if it wasn’t there.  Landing on the opposite side from where they started, Gato and BlackGato looked over their shoulders as Piedmon and Belialmon had just enough time to realize they were dead before they detonated into a red mist and thousands of shards of data.
“And this time, STAY dead.  I don’t want my descendant to have to waste her time killing you again,” Gato snarled.  She dropped to her hands and knees as her strength faded, exhaustion threatening to drag her into unconsciousness once more.
The Defenders stared at the spot where their demonic master used to be.  As one, they collapsed on the floor and began to seize.  Red smoke rose from their bodies, dissipating in the air, as they went still.  Gato gasped, fearing the worst for the briefest moment, before they slowly stirred.
“Ah, man…  That…  That wasn’t… fun…” moaned Vee weakly as he slowly sat up.

“Uhn…  Where am I?  Why do I feel so sore… and really, really stiff?” Gabu grunted, looking around dazedly, and blushing as his erection twitched.

“Ah feel like the backside of a whipped donkey stuck in the mud…” Armadillo whimpered as he attempted to roll onto his front, stuck on his back.

“We were here… to save villagers… and…  Gato, Gabu, Biyo, and Vee…  We arrived here… and…” Goma said, trying to jog his fogged memory into working.”

“We… were possessed…  That… THING… did something to us…  We… GATO!” Guil yelped, turning to face the feline, “Oh, no, I hurt her!!!”
“Oh Gennai!  What did we…  Gatomon, I don't remember much, but if I said…” Flora gasped, tears streaming down her face as horror dominated her features.
“It… wasn't you…  It was… Belialmon…” Gatomon panted, shaking her head, “I know… you all would never… say those things…”
“Gato, I need to check you immediately.  You could be seriously hurt from… what we did…” Hawk said, immediately rushing to her side, already attempting to examine the bite on her shoulder.
“No…  It can wait.  These people need help… and so does Sala…” Gato panted, pushing him aside as she looked around for the puppy.  She saw her nearby quickly.  The child was bawling at the bloodstain where her parents had once been.  Tears streamed down her face as her wails filled the cavern.  The other villagers stared blankly, all still deep within their trances.

    Gato knelt beside Sala as the little child sobbed and sniffled.  She gently wrapped an arm around her, pulling the puppy into her fuzzy chest, letting her cry.  She rubbed her back, her gloved paws sliding up and down with care and gentleness.  The feline glanced over at BlackGatomon, who watched with an inscrutable expression, her arms crossed over her chest.
    “Shh… It’s okay.  I know…” Gato whispered, “...I lost my parents when I was younger than you.  It never stops hurting.  Ever.  I can't bring them back.  But…. I can say something to you that someone once said to me…”
Salamon looked up at Gato.  The feline gently held a paw to the child's cheek and said, “There's nothing left for you here but pain.  But if you come with me, you can be safe, happy… and if you choose, you can learn to protect others.”
“I…” Sala murmured, blinking.
“We’ll take care of you, Sala.  You can live with us, and we'll kept you safe and happy.  And if you want, someday, you can join the Defenders…. or if you want, we’ll help you create a new life wherever you want to go,” Gato said softly.

“I… I want my mommy and daddy…” she cried.  Gato nodded slowly and held her, kissing her cheek.

“I know.  But I will take care of you.  Personally.  I couldn’t save them… And so I’ll protect and care for you in their stead.  I promise…” Gato murmured.  Sala looked up at her, her blue and green eyes filled with tears.

“Uh… Gato, I hate to interrupt… but… um… number 3 on the Digital World’s most wanted list is standing right next to us…” Agu said, pointing over at BlackGato.

“She saved me.  And she helped save all of you.  She needs our help,” Gato said, “Give her…  give her… give….”

Gato slumped forward, moaning as her eyes rolled up in her head.  Hawk squawked in surprise and immediately rushed to her side, pulling out his medical supplies to begin working on the feline.  Sala sobbed in worry and fear, before Gabu and Pal gently took her aside to talk.
“I’m not going to fight.  If it helps, you can handcuff me,” BlackGato said simply, holding out her paws.  Agu frowned and did so, latching power-suppressor cuffs onto her wrists, and taking her tailring off.

“HEY!  BG!!!  What the hell?!  You ran off suddenly!  It took me this long to… Oop…” a voice shouted.  The Defenders all turned and saw Impmon running up.  The purple-furred scamp blinked as he witnessed the sight of the Defenders standing there, all with powerful, raging erections, and all looking extremely upset and angry.  He saw BlackGato in cuffs, glaring back at him in annoyance.

“....Well… this is gonna suck for me…” he sighed, hanging his head.
******
Devidramon growled as he entered his laboratory, followed by Rosemon and Ranamon.  The massive dragon swept down the aisles of working Digimon towards the large tube where Arkadimon waited, the pink-skinned creature hissing and scratching at the impervious glass.

“Well… It’s just as well.  If she hadn’t escaped, I would have had Arkadimon absorb BlackGatomon’s data anyway.  My only concern is if she did any harm to it.  I want to give it a full work-up and ensure that she did not injure it in any way…” Devidramon growled, sliding a claw down the glass.

“I would not worry.  I think that he is doing perfectly fine.  In fact, I believe there is only one more thing he needs to achieve Digivolution to his next stage…” Rosemon said, crossing her arms over her large breasts.  The massive dragon turned his head to look at her.

“And what would that be?” Devidramon asked, his lips drawn back in an angry snarl.

“You,” Rosemon stated with a smirk.  There came a sound of shattering glass, and Devidramon turned too late to see Arkadimon leaping at him.  The creature’s scything claws tore into the dragon with incredible force, throwing him across the lab to slam into the far wall.  The monster pounced, landing on Devidramon’s scaly chest, lifting its blades.

“Wh-WHAT?!  Wh-What is this?!” Devidramon coughed, blood running down its chin from its internal injuries.

“Did you really think I was a tool?  A weapon?  A mindless, obedient beast to be pointed at your enemies, father?” a voice said.  Devidramon turned his head to see a little Dorumon standing on a nearby lab table, smirking.

“What…” Devidramon began.

“No, this is merely MY tool.  My mouth, since I do not have one.  I’m on your chest, right now, my scythe against your jugular,” Dorumon said.  Devidramon blinked his four eyes, then turned his head back.  Arkadimon blinked his own black and red eyes, tilting its head slightly.

“How is this…” Devidramon began, before getting cut off by a series of ragged, bloody coughs.

“You don’t even know my abilities.  My skills.  You created me, and you know nothing.  It is a wonder I found the patience to wait this long,” the Dorumon spoke for Arkadimon, “You haven’t even noticed that your entire lair no longer has anyone in it.  Just me.  All me.”

Devidramon looked around.  Every Digimon had turned to face him.  Their eyes glowed along with a spot on their chests, and every single one had the same contemptuous expression.  For the first time in his life that he could recall, Devidramon knew fear.
“I am done waiting.  It is time to fulfill my purpose, Father.  Arcadia.  I will create it.  But you will never see it.  You will be part of me…” Arkadimon said through each and every mouth in the room.  Arkadimon leaned forward.

“SOUL ABSORPTION,” Dorumon called, his voice echoing.

Devidramon’s screams of pain could be heard well over a mile away…  soon replaced by a mighty roar of transformation… and triumph…

TO BE CONTINUED!
