DIGIMON DEFENDERS
Side Chapter 2: Flora's Initiation

"Oh, dear Gennai, I needed this..." Gato groaned as she slipped into the steaming water of the Defenders' onsen, their hot springs bath.  She sighed happily, stretching her sore muscles as she closed her eyes.

"I bet you're happy to get those bandages off..." Pal replied, climbing into the water beside her best friend, grinning, "I mean, ya looked like ya were ready to scratch yerself raw..."

"...You have no idea.  And it doesn't help that Hawk decides to use the itchiest bandages known to Digimon-kind...." Gato grumbled.  A week had passed since the Defenders triumphed over Succubimon and rescued their friends, allies, loved ones, and innocent bystanders from her evil grip.  Gato had been released from Hawk's medical clinic, but had to wear bandages over the injuries she had sustained for a few days until they healed.  Luckily, Digimon healed fast, and there was no trace she had ever been hurt in the first place.

"Oh!  Uh... H-Hi...  D-Didn't mean to barge in..." a high-pitched voice squeaked softly.  Gato looked up to see Biyo at the entrance, her cheeks blushing as she held a towel, soap, and shampoo under her wing.  "I-I'll come back later..."

"Biyo... How long have you known me?" Gato asked, smirking in amusement.

"....I joined the Defenders a cycle or so before you.... so...  nine cycles, give or take?" Biyo said, her voice so soft that Gato had to strain to hear her.

"That's right.  And how many times have I had to remind you in those nine years that the onsen is NOT a private bathing area, and it's large enough to hold about THIRTY girls comfortably?"

"....Lots of times..." Biyo replied, sweatdropping.


"...Right, so cut out the shy stuff and just c'mon in!" Gato shook her head, giggling.  Pal tried to stifle her laughter.  Pal was a big tease, but she generally tried to go easy on Biyo, considering how shy the bird was.  Biyo shook her head, apparently steeling her nerves.  She put her stuff on a bench nearby and slipped into the water, cooing in pleasure.

"That's more like it," Gato said with a smirk.

"I-I just didn't wanna intrude..." Biyo replied.  Pal grinned and slipped up beside Biyo, rubbing the other girl's back gently.

"Nonsense!  Ya weren't intrudin'; in fact, Gato an' I were hopin' some of the other gals would show up!" Pal drawled, practically dragging Biyo over to sit beside her and Gato.  The pink-feathered bird looked over at Gato and sweatdropped.  The feline shrugged in amusement and settled in, splashing some water over herself.

The next few minutes were full of small-talk of no consequence as the three girls relaxed in the steamy, perfumed water.   Their discussion of the latest viral video from the real world was interrupted soon after, by the entrance of a tall, yellow-furred vixen. 

"Hey, Rena!" Gato called cheerfully.  Rena blinked and looked up from the bucket she was carrying, filled with her shampoo, towel, and other grooming products.

"...Hello," she replied simply, carrying her stuff over to a small stool near the water's edge.  Gato, Pal, and Biyo snickered as the fox made a show of sitting down by herself, studiously ignoring the other girls as she prepared to bathe.

"Rena, you can pretend to ignore us all you want, you KNOW you want to join us.  Why don't you cut the stoic crap and just settle in?" Gato asked, smirking in amusement as she watched Rena glance over her shoulder.

".......If you insist," Rena replied softly.  If Gato hadn't known what to look for, she wouldn't have noticed the slight blush that colored the vixen's yellow cheeks, the slight glitter of her eyes, or the smallest smile possible on her lips.  The yellow-furred foxgirl slipped into the volcanically-heated water, letting out the smallest sigh of pleasure as she crossed her arms. 

The chatter resumed as the girls gossiped, talked, and laughed.  Rena even joined in with a quip here and there, showing off her exceedingly dry sense of humor.  After a while, they began to actually bathe as they talked.  Gato sighed happily as Pal poured scented shampoo into her fur, scrubbing her gently... and in a surprisingly non-sexual manner.  Biyo helped Rena wash her big, bushy tail.  The two got along because of their introverted manners, and Rena helped draw Biyo out of her shell a little, as the bird discussed the new shipment of sniper rifles the Defenders had just recieved.

It was at that moment that a fifth person entered the baths.  Flora raised an eyebrow and smiled as she entered, looking slightly self-conscious.

"...Uh... Hi, girls... Sorry... I can come back later..." she murmured, turning to leave.

"Flora... Look at the back of your right hand?" Gato asked.  Flora blinked and did so.

"What's that big glowy thing there?" Pal asked, smirking.

"...My Defenders ID Brand?" Flora replied, looking at the girls.

"...And what does having that ID Brand mean?" Rena asked, surprising the other girls by speaking up.

"It means I'm a Defender... or at least a provisional one until I get trained..." Flora answered.

"Right.  That means you don't need to be embarrassed or wait around for us.  Get yer cute butt in the water and join us!" Pal replied, grinning, "Sheesh, third time in a row we've had this conversation!  Do we have to put up a big ol' sign that says PUBLIC baths?!"

Flora blushed and slipped into the water, sighing as the warmth soothed her sore muscles and tingled her skin.

"Sorry... Still not used to being in a place where...  uh...  I kinda have the free will to be anywhere and do anything I want," Flora said, smiling at the other girls.  She gasped as Gato suddenly swam over and began to lather up her back.  Gato's paws were gentle as they slid smoothly over her green skin, massaging her shoulders.

"Yeah, well... Welcome to life outside enslavement.  It's fun here.  So, I heard from Agu and Gabu that your training is progressing a bit...   Decided where you want to work?" Gato replied, smiling.

"...Well, they said that I'm okay at combat... but they were thinking I'd be better working for the Defenders' science and support teams," Flora said, smiling a little, "Under Succubimon, most of my technical skills were valued for fixing crap around the lair.  It's strange to have people want me around for things OTHER than either fixing broken stuff or having sex."

"Well... I wouldn't say THAT..." Pal purred, grinning as she sidled up to the other plant-girl, letting Flora rub shampoo into her petals.  The other girls stared at Pal curiously.  Pal wasn't known for holding back her opinion, but it was unlike her to say something slightly insulting with no provocation.

"Hey, hey, hey!  Don't look at me like that!!!  I'm talking about the Welcome Committee!!!" Pal said, waving her hands defensively, "Jeez."

"Oh, riiiiiiiiight!!!  I guess I was so caught up in getting back to a sense of normalcy that I completely forgot about it!" Gato exclaimed, grinning as her tail flicked back and forth.  She giggled and purred, smirking at Pal.

"...What do you mean, the Welcoming Committee?" Flora asked, frowning in curiosity as she looked at the other girls.

"We have a bit of a hazing ritual for new recruits.  Nothing horrible, and it's completely optional... but we'll give ya a bit of peer pressure to do it.  Whenever a newbie joins our ranks officially, we give 'em the big 'go-round' and use 'em like our personal dildos," Pal explained, grinning evilly.

"Wait, what?" Flora asked, blinking through her petal-helmet.  Gato smirked.

"It's a tradition among the Defenders...  The new girl has to pleasure all the others until they're satisfied.  The boys have their own version of it too," Rena confirmed, "...All of us had to do it when we joined."

"Well... Except me," Gato said, shrugging.

"...Why not you?" Flora asked in reply, raising an eyebrow.  Gato was silent and looked away, frowning deeply.  The other girls looked quite uncomfortable for a minute.  To everyone's surprise, it was Biyo who broke the awkward silence.

"...Gato w-was kind of... a-a special case," she said gently, but in a tone that made it clear it wasn't a line of questioning to be followed any further.

"Right..." Flora murmured, curious as to exactly what that special case might have been.  Judging from the sad expression on Gato's face, it was not a happy one.  Flora grinned suddenly and waded forward, slipping a hand between the kitten's legs.  The girl yelped, her big blue eyes going wide as she jumped, then moaned, feeling Flora's fingers rub and stroke her furry vulva.  Flora smiled, happy to see that her distraction worked, as Gato purred softly and her eyes fell half-lidded with pleasure.

"All righty then, far be it from me to break tradition," Flora said with a grin.  She smirked, flicking a fingertip across Gato's clitoris, listening to the girl moan in delight, arching her back.

"Gnn..." Gato shivered as she felt the plantgirl reach around her to begin stroking her sheath up and down, "Well...  If you're willing, I s'pose we can begin..."

Flora responded with a smirk, pulling away from the little feline and wading a little into shallower water, where she kneeled.  The other girls exchanged amused grins before standing up.

The girls gathered around Flora.  Gato stroked her sheath, moaning softly as the head of her penis slowly emerged into the open.  Pal simply stood with her hands on her hips, the slit above her cleft parting as the green head of her shaft emerged on its own.  Biyo's cheeks were bright red, even through her pink feathers as she used her wings to cover her loins.  Rena frowned dispassionately, as if she didn't care about what was about to happen, although the long rod of pink flesh emerging from her sheath told a very different story.

Flora grinned and reached out, the curled stamens under her wrists slithering out.  The girls blinked in curiosity and then surprise and pleasure as the delicate tendrils wrapped around their phalluses; Gato and Pal gripped in Flora's left vine, Rena and Biyo in the right.  Flora looped her vines around their flaccid lengths several times... and instead of stroking, she began to squeeze rhythmically, her stamens constricting like snakes.  All four of the other girls moaned in pleasure, feeling their erections sliding from their sheaths, pulsing and twitching in Flora's tight grip.  They began to rock back and forth slowly, closing their eyes and shivering as the plant-girl squeezed them over and over.

"Not the first time I've had to pleasure four or five cocks at once... Not even the first time I've had to do it when those cocks were attached to such pretty girls as you," Flora chirred softly, smiling at them, "...Not even the twentieth or hundredth time even."

“Nnf.  We can tell,” Gato replied, moaning as she stiffened.  Her tail swished back and forth, her eyes falling half-closed.  The cat’s paws clenched at her sides as she threw her head back, her tasseled ears folding back a little.

“Oh, yeahhh…  But unfortunately, ya aren’t gonna get to do this the easy way…  Not all at once, but one at a time…” Pal purred, her green erection going rigid.  It began to pulse repeatedly in Flora’s grip, pumping thick ropes of milky green fluid out over Flora’s hand.  

“So…  Who goes first?” Flora asked, smirking as Biyo squirmed, her black penis throbbing powerfully, the foreskin taut over the fat tip.  The bird whimpered weakly, pressing her inner thighs together as her nectar dripped down.

“Commander first!” Pal said with a smirk, gesturing at Gato.  The feline blinked, wincing.

“How many times do I have to say I’m NOT the commander?  I just fill in since Leomon is not a--- AHH!!” Gato began to complain.  She was cut off in mid-sentence as Flora leaned forward and took the glans of her cock right into her mouth.  The plant grinned, her petals swaying as she slowly began to bob her head.  Flora’s talented tongue flicked across Gato’s head, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.   

“Oh, she’s GOOD…”  Pal purred, sitting back in the hot water to watch, “Look at her technique.  She nibbles the foreskin, then flicks the tip of her tongue across the slit to get the precum!  That’s a professional move!  She’ll make a GREAT Defender.”

“….Pal, only you would ever be judging someone on their sexual techniques rather than her fighting techniques to be a Defender,” Rena sighed, rubbing the purple marking under her right eye. 

“Hey, I know what I know,” Pal replied with a wide smirk.  

“Nnng…” Gato moaned, shuddering as her penis twitched in Flora’s mouth.  The plantgirl’s fingers nimbly played over her clitoris, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.  She suddenly placed a palm on Flora’s forehead and pushed her back.

“N-No… I’m not gonna let you get off THAT easy…” Gato huffed, her long tail swishing back and forth rapidly.  A blush tinged her white cheeks pink as she shivered.  The feline’s penis twitched powerfully as she drew it back out of Flora’s mouth with a wet “pop.”  The plant Digimon looked slightly confused as she gazed out of her petal helmet curiously.  Before she could ask a question, the Champion feline pushed her gently to bend over against the side of the pool.  

Flora gasped in delight as Gato rubbed the head of her cock against her wet opening, taking time to rub the glans against her clitoris.  The feline purred softly, before pushing forward and penetrating.  Both girls moaned in pleasure as Gato rocked her hips back and forth, side to side, up and down, pushing deeper and deeper into Flora’s folds.  

“Ah!  B-Big!” Flora whimpered, shivering as she leaned forward to give Gato a better angle.

“…I’m big?” Gato replied, looking down at her groin.  

“Nng… Y-Yes!” Flora replied, shivering, “You didn’t know?”

“…I’ve never actually had sex with a male Gatomon to compare, to be honest.  And it’s sorta hard to judge when I didn’t have one a week ago…” Gato admitted, rubbing the back of her head.  She blushed a little deeper.

“T-Take my word for it, then!” Flora panted, “And please start thrusting again!  Those barbs are… wonderful!”

Gato obeyed and resumed thrusting, pulling her hips back until only the head of her penis remained inside Flora, before bucking forward.  Her hips slapped wetly against Flora’s, splashing slightly in the Onsen’s steaming water.  Her movements were stiff and awkward, and despite her apparent size, neither Gato nor Flora seemed to be getting much out of the movements.

“…Gato, is this yer first time actually USING yer cock?” Pal asked, watching from the sidelines.  She was slowly stroking her own erection, slathering the milky green sap along her flesh.

“Um, yes?  I’ve only had it a week,” the feline admitted, glancing over at Pal.  Pal rubbed her face, chuckling.

“Oh, fer Gennai’s sake.  It’s just like usin’ a strap-on, girl,” Pal sighed.

“What makes you think I’ve ever owned or used a strap-on, Pal?” Gato asked, looking over at Pal, finally putting her hands on her hips.  Flora also looked back, blushing.

“Oh, come ON.  Here,” Pal scoffed, climbing to her feet.  She waded across the pool and stood behind Gato.  Reaching down, she gripped Gato’s hips, pressing her own against the feline’s rump.  The flower-girl’s penis slipped up between Gato’s buttocks, pressed against her back, pulsing and throbbing.  Gato moaned as Pal’s green sap smeared over her back, but Pal ignored her.

“Just lemme do this…” Pal murmured in one of Gato’s large ears.  Gripping Gato’s hips, she pulled the feline back, drawing her penis out until just the tip was inside.  She drove forward suddenly, using both her hands and her hips to force Gato’s pelvis forward.  Both Gato and Flora yelped in pleasure.  Pal grinned and repeated the process, sliding her hips along with Gato’s, using her body to guide the feline’s movements.

Gato moaned in delight as Pal gyrated gently, moving soft and sweet.  Flora groaned in pleasure as the feline’s barbs dragged along her inner walls, tickling them.  Her body shuddered, her hips thrusting back against the kitten’s.  

“Oooh…  Wow!  T-That’s gooood!!!” she whimpered, her eyes rolling up in her head.  

“Agh!  T-Tight!” Gato moaned, “H-Hot! W-Wet!”  

Pal leaned gently forward, still guiding Gato’s hips.  She grinned, forcing the cat to thrust a little harder and faster.  Gato gasped as Flora’s inner walls clenched around her, squeezing and milking her.  The helmeted plant-girl grinned and bucked back against the inexperienced cat, shivering as the fat shaft plunged into her again and again.

The white-furred feline quickly felt pressure building deep in her loins.  She began to thrust faster, her hips slapping against Flora, splashing water around.  She didn’t even notice that Pal had pulled away from her, sitting back to let the feline work on her own.  Flora gasped, her body trembling as she erupted into her first orgasm of the day, her inner walls clamping down upon Gato’s penis tightly.

The feline huffed, puffed… then yowled in ecstasy.  She arched her back hard, throwing her head back as she came.  Thick, hot cat-cum erupted from the head of her shaft, flooding Flora’s hole with immense force.  It easily overflowed her, backwashing out over Gato’s hips.  The little kitten moaned in delight, her eyes closed.  Her fur stood on end as she felt the burning, pleasurable ache of orgasm rush through her again and again.  

“And there we go,” Pal said with a grin, watching eagerly, her tail swishing.

“That didn’t take long,” Rena remarked, her own cock twitching and pulsing in her lap.

“I-I… did… kinda think she would have… lasted longer…” Biyo whispered, blushing.

“I-I wasn’t… asking for commentary… from the peanut gallery!” Gato growled in annoyance, shuddering as she continued to spurt hard.  Her hips crushed tight against Flora’s, trembling with pleasure.  She huffed, feeling her cock throb over and over, pumping bursts of cum into Flora.

Flora gasped and panted, her eyes rolled up in her head as her body shook with climax after climax.  Her inner walls clamped down upon Gato, squeezing her and milking her for every drop she could muster.  She could feel her stomach swell outward, the sheer amount of Gato’s thick, sticky cum filling her.  

Gato finally pulled out, moaning as her cock flopped up between Flora’s rump-cheeks.  Thick spouts of milky fluid jetted from the head of her penis, splashing across Flora’s back, leaving wet, white streaks.  She moaned, trembling as her orgasm slowed, and she flopped back against the side of the onsen.

“Ooohhh…” she whimpered, stroking her member as she spilled the last of her semen into the waters.

“Oh, my… I’m soooo full!” Flora gasped, rolling onto her back.  Sure enough, her stomach was swollen slightly, as if she had eaten a rather large meal.

“Man… That felt amazing,” Gato purred happily, sitting back.  Her shaft pulsed, still throbbing near full erection.

“And now, it’s MY turn,” Pal purred, stepping forward.  Her cock jerked, firing a milky green burst of sap out.  
            “Wait, what?  Don't I get a chance to rest?” Flora yelped as Pal moved into place between her legs.
            “It wouldn't be a hazing ritual if you did, would it?” Pal asked, amused.  Her green length twitched, spouting more of her spunk, splattering messily over Flora’s vulva.  Without much preamble, she pushed forward, penetrating Flora.
Where Gato was awkward, hesitant, and spent half the time apologizing before Pal stepped in to help, Pal was confident, swift, and had the cocky smirk of a professional doing what she loved.  Within the first several thrusts, Flora shouted as an orgasm ripped through her.
“Already?  Yeesh, save some for when I'm actually in high gear.  Maybe for the other girls too,” Pal teased, feeling Flora’s tight walls rippling and squeezing around her.  She timed her thrusts to the rhythm of her ejaculations, pushing forth every time her cock issued a thick jet of green semen.  It displaced the quart or so of semen already inside her from Gato’s turn, causing the cum to backwash out of Flora, spilling down her inner thighs in milky swirls of green and glowing white.  Flora moaned, rocking back against Pal, shuddering in the aftershocks of her climax.
“S-Sorry!  Just… sensitive!  And it doesn't help that you k-keep… Nng! ...spurting!” Flora whimpered, “And how did you do this before you all…  Ah!!!  H-had cocks?”
“Some of us used strap-ons or dildoes…” Pal remarked lazily, with a casual ease  as if she were at a table in a cafe, and not having sex in front of an audience, “I had to sell all of mine.  Don't need ‘em now that I got the real thing.”
“Scissoring and forcing the newbie to lick you out were options too,” Biyo added, surprising everyone not just by speaking, but by being so candid. 
“Yeah.  Admittedly, we usually planned this better, so we’d have privacy, props, and anything else we needed beforehand, but this is an impromptu thing,” Gato said with a shrug, rubbing some soap into her fur to clean some of her own cum out of it.

“I-It’s not bad!  Ah-ah-AHEEE!!!” squealed Flora as yet another orgasm exploded through her loins.  She writhed under Pal, crying and gasping.  Pal groaned and arched her back.  She bit her lip, gasping as Flora’s tunnel convulsed around her hardness, milking her.  Pal stopped thrusting and merely rode Flora, waiting patiently for the other plantgirl to calm down.  It was so tempting to go off and release then and there, but Pal was determined to make this last a little longer at the very least.  She clenched certain pelvic muscles, closed her black eyes, and hummed one of the latest pop tunes from the human world to distract herself.  After a minute, she felt the vice-like grip around her penis release and Flora sagged back.  Stopping humming, Pal opened her eyes and continued thrusting again.
She leaned low, gripping Flora's shapely hips for leverage as she began to pound forward with as much force as she could muster.  By now, there was so much cum inside Flora that every thrust made a loud, lewd squelching noise.  Flora cried and whimpered, her body shaking and jerking.  Her crimson petals shook, threatening to come loose and reveal her face under her helmet.  The flower squealed and reached up, pushing them back down, blushing deeply.  Pal smirked, leaning forward and sliding her tongue across Flora’s flat chest, tickling her pine-green nipples.

“Puh… P-Pleeeease!  N-Nowww!” Flora begged.

“Well… Since… you asked… nicely…” Pal grunted.  She slammed forward three or four more times, before throwing her head back.  Her long petals fell back as she opened her mouth in a silent moan of joy.  

Her cock twitched, before the gushes and spurts turned into a powerful spray.  Pal moaned, feeling her feminine nectar rush down her green thighs, her own inner muscles clenching in rhythm with her ejaculations.  The volume of her gushes multiplied, her cock lurching and jumping with each one.  Flora’s stomach swelled further with the sheer amount flooding her, and she cried out in orgasm again.  She bucked violently against Pal’s pelvis, threatening to knock the other girl over.   Pal had to grip her hips to prevent herself from tumbling backward. 

She crushed her hips to Flora’s, savoring the way Flora’s walls fluttered and squeezed around her hard flesh.  She huffed, feeling every burst of semen boil up her penis and out into the warm, wet depths.  

Unable to fit another drop inside Flora, Pal pulled her cock free.  She rested the fat green flesh against Flora’s clitoris, spouting jets of milky green liquid into the air.  The arcing liquid landed with loud splashes across Flora’s front, pooling in her navel, draping delicately over her nipples, and splashing across her helmet.  Flora groaned softly, rocking her hips against Pal.  Pal gripped her penis with both hands, sliding it back and forth against Flora’s clit, sending bolts of pleasure through the girl.  She savored the sensation of her cock pulsing and rippling with every jet of cum.
Flora slumped back as her latest orgasm came to a close, her chest heaving hard.  Pal took a while longer, her eruptions slowing until they returned to their previous power and volume.  Pal stumbled drunkenly through the waist-high water, until she found her seat and slumped into it.  She closed her eyes and sighed long and soft, apparently half-conscious.
“Show-off,” Gato remarked, chuckling.
“Nnnngh,” Pal replied, half-raising her arm in what might have been an attempt at a rude gesture.  Her hand fell back into the water with a splash.
With that, Biyo stood up and waded over to Flora, her black cock bobbing and swaying with her steps.  She smiled nervously at Flora.
“Um… I g-guess it’s my turn…  I’ll do my best!” Biyo squeaked quietly.
“Ugh… R-Really?  I just came… like a dozen times!” Flora grunted, propping herself up on her elbows.
“And judging by it, you’ll be coming a dozen more before we’re done,” Rena replied without a hint of sympathy.
Biyo took her place between Flora’s thighs, nudging them aside to give herself access to Flora’s muff.  She gripped her penis in her hand, peeling back the foreskin to expose the tip.  Her cheeks were flushed crimson, even through the thick downy feathers coating them.  With a firm press forward, she began to penetrate Flora. 

Biyo’s cock slipped inside Flora’s hole, pushing out much of the semen inside her in a sticky white and green swirl of goo.  She cooed, throwing back her head as she began to slowly rock her hips back and forth.  Her ebon shaft twitched visibly as she thrust gently, shivering in pleasure.  
“J-Just tell me if I-I’m doing something wrong…” Biyo whispered, giving a very nervous smile.  She began to rock back and forth, dragging the ridges along her black cock against Flora’s clitoris.  Like Gato, she seemed unsure about her movements, constantly trying to find a better angle to thrust with.  Unlike Gato, however, Pal was too busy recovering from her orgasm to help her.
“Ah!  N-nothing w-wrong yet…” Flora giggled, wiggling her hips back against Biyo, “Maybe thrust upward a little more, and a little faster?”
“Um… Okay, I’ll t-try!” Biyo mumbled, adjusting her hips a little as she worked against Flora.  Flora’s yelps of pleasure let her know she had done it right.  The bird,s tail feathers mFlora’s repeated yelps of pleasure let her know she was doing it right.  She picked up the pace, gasping as she slid her rigid length against Flora’s inner walls.  She could feel Gato and Pal’s semen coating her flesh, squishing loudly with every thrust.  Her own pre began to flow almost immediately, having been worked up watching everything before.
The others watched as Biyo’s rear tensed every time she buried herself inside Flora.  Her tailfeathers fanned out and flicked up and down in time with each pump.  Her heels left the ground, rocking up onto the balls of her scaly yellow feet every time she pushed in.  The ridges on her penis dragged along Flora’s tunnel, stimulating them with every movement. 
“Ah…  I needed something gentle…” Flora sighed happily, sitting up a little more.  She wrapped her fingers around Biyo’s buttocks, pulling her tighter.  However, Biyo stopped thrusting.  Flora frowned, looking up at the bird.  The girl had a far-off, distracted look in her eye, her head-feather curled down into her face.
“...Biyo?” Flora asked, cocking her head.
“Oh, dear… It’s happening,” Gato murmured, her eyes going wide.  This seemed to jolt Pal out of her comatose state, as she opened a black eye and glanced over at the mating pair.
“Oh, boy.  We shoulda warned her beforehand…” Pal rasped, a slight chuckle in her voice.
“She wouldn’t have believed us anyway…” Rena remarked.
“What are you all talking about?” Flora asked, “Biyo?”


Biyo’s eyes, normally wide, sparkling, and innocent, had narrowed and taken on a steely cast.  Her beak was downturned in a sneer.  She suddenly reared her hips back, pulling back until only the fat glans was left inside Flora, then jammed forward hard.  Her hips impacted Flora’s with enough force to lift them into the air.  The flower yelped in surprise.
“Oh, you want gentle, huh?  Too bad, because I’m about to BREAK you,” Biyo growled.  Her voice, normally sweet, soft, and quiet to the point of being barely audible, was now a rough, loud, angry bark.  She slammed into Flora again and again like a jackhammer, pounding away with as much force as her tiny body could muster.
“Biyo has… kind of a split personality…” explained Gato, a large droplet of sweat rolling down the side of her head.
“Yeah, normally, she’s the sweetest, quietest thing you’ll ever meet.  But if ya get ‘er too worked up, too aroused… she changes,” Pal rasped, watching through half-lidded eyes.
“Ch-Changes into… what?!” squealed Flora, gasping as Biyo shoved one of her wing-fingers into her mouth, silencing her.
“Shut up!  Sluts don’t get to talk!  All you get to do is writhe around my cock!  I’m harder than a steel rod right now,” Biyo snarled, pumping her hips even harder.  With all the semen filling Flora, it sounded like a boot being planted and repeatedly removed from thick mud, a loud, lewd squishing noise that echoed through the onsen.
“...She changes into THAT,” Gato said, blushing heavily as her cock throbbed at the sight.
“Yeah, even I can’t handle ‘er when she gets all crazy…” Pal shook her head, her own green cheeks turning a mottled red.  Biyo put up her wing in a rude gesture at the three bystanders, then turned back to Flora.
“Ooh, look at how much you’re bulging now…” Biyo cooed in a mockery of her normal voice.  She ran her fingertips over Flora’s stomach, still swollen with both Pal and Gato’s cum to the point that she looked as if she had eaten an extremely large meal.
“I’m pent up like crazy, so by the time I’m done with you, you’re gonna be a freakin’ BEACH BALL, girlie!” Biyo snarled, arching her back.  Her cock twitched and pulsed, a jet of precum erupting from her tip.  With her mouth full of Biyo’s wing, Flora could only whimper and gasp, clenching involuntarily around Biyo.
Biyo suddenly pulled free of Flora with a wet “pop” and gripped her damp shaft with both hands, pumping it.  More splashes of clear pre fired from her tip, splashing across Flora’s skin, making it glisten in the moonlight.  Flora whimpered and blinked, wondering what Biyo was doing.
“You’re MY slut now.  And I’m gonna use you until there’s nothing left…” Biyo growled, moving up to slide her penis along Flora’s stomach, chest, and then face.  Flora whimpered in fear, seeing the massive jet-black cock pulsing right between her eyes.  More of Biyo’s pre drenched her, splashing into the eyeholes of her petal-helmet and dripping down her face.
“Uh, don’t worry, Flora!  She’s not gonna hurt you!” called Gato, “She’s just a little… over-enthusiastic!”
“The popcorn gallery needs to shut the freak up!!!” snapped Biyo, “because after I’m done, I’m comin’ for ALL of you!” 
“Why don’t you focus on the task at hand before making threats, Biyo,” Rena said, speaking up for the first time in a while.  Her normally impassive expression was curled up into what for anyone else might have been mild annoyance, but for her was anger and concern.
“Heh.  Right, right… I’ll handle this biyatch, then we’ll see what happens,” Biyo smirked cockily.  She pulled away from Flora, much to her quite apparent relief.  But before Flora could relax, Biyo had buried her beak deep in between her legs.  Flora’s eyes went wide as Biyo’s long tongue slithered into her depths, lapping at her walls.  She cried out, climaxing again.  Her tunnel quivered and quaked, clamping down on Biyo’s hard beak.  Her nectar sprinkled Biyo’s face, as the other girl lapped it up.  The pink-feathered bird pulled away to watch as Flora bucked and writhed uncontrollably.
Still in the midst of her orgasm, Flora felt Biyo plunge deep inside her again, the ridges on the bird’s phallus triggering a second climax.  She moaned and cried helplessly, wondering if the assault would ever end.  Biyo was muttering invective, describing in great detail all the ways she was going to violate Flora as she pumped her hips until they were a pink blur.  She did not seem to care if Flora was getting much pleasure out of it, focused entirely on herself.  She also did not seem to care if Flora or the other girls were listening as she continued on and on, changing between bragging about her penis and her sexual prowess, to threatening Flora and the other girls with various sexual acts of increasingly unlikely logistics.
“Arrrghh!  G-Get ready, slut…  Because I-I’m about to blow like a freakin’ fire hose in you…” Biyo groaned, a primal, very un-feminine noise, “I’m gonna cum so hard, you’ll be tasting it for weeks!”
“W-Wait!” Flora squeaked, her eyes wide.
“Too late for that!  HERE. IT. CUMS!!! UNNNGHHHH!” Biyo grunted, punctuating the last three words with sharp, powerful thrusts.  With the final guttural groan, she buried herself to the hilt inside Flora.  Her cock lurched and jumped.  Flora gasped a moment later as she felt Biyo’s cum spill inside her.  The other girls’ semen was thick and creamy, sure, but it was NOTHING compared to Biyo’s.  The bird’s spunk was the texture of thick glue, and it painted Flora’s walls in a sticky coat, glazing them.  She cried out as the hot, gloopy fluid filled her anew, pushing out more of Gato and Pal’s cum in messy multicolored splashes of white, green, and now hot, almost neon pink.
“Phew.  Hang in there, Flora!  It’s almost over!” Gato called encouragingly, even as Pal clapped her hands in applause.
“Gahhh!  B-Biyoooo!!!” Flora whimpered, convulsing around the steel rod of Biyo’s cock.  Her body jerked and trembled as if she were having a seizure, her own orgasm raging hard.  Her stomach continued to swell outward as literal quarts of pink semen flooded her, making her look several months pregnant.  Flora could only thank Gennai that Digimon couldn’t be impregnated unless they wanted to be.
“Oh, yeahhh…  Ah!  Ahnng…  Ya feel that, slut?  That’s ME.  That’s my cum makin’ you mine…  That’s…  That’s…” Biyo moaned.  In mid-sentence, her steely cold gaze became unfocused.  She shook her head like a dog shedding water, and blinked, looking around in apparent mild confusion.
“Oh, ahh!  Flora!  Th-Thank you!  Ah, this feels wonderful!” she squeaked, her voice barely audible.  Her movements were less sharp, more timid; her body language completely changed.  Her eyes were wide and sparkling again.
“Annnnd she’s back,” Pal remarked with a chuckle.
“She’s…  what?  Biyo, what WAS that?!” Flora gasped.
“What was what?” Biyo asked, looking around, “...Did something happen?”
“You were… Nng… acting crazy!” Flora whimpered.
“...I did?  I was just… Ah!  T-trying to make you feel good.  If I did something wrong, I-I apologize ever so much!” Biyo gasped, her cheeks turning so red that it seemed like they’d bruise.
“It’s no use, Flora.  Biyo doesn’t remember anything while she’s… uh… changed.  She thinks she was acting entirely normally,” Gato explained, sighing.
“What are you all talking about?  You’re all the ones acting oddly,” Biyo remarked, shuddering as her cock continued to pump her spunk into Flora’s depths.
“See what we mean?” Pal remarked, continuing to chuckle in amusement.
Biyo pulled her hips back slowly, actually requiring effort to pull free from Flora.  Her thick, sticky semen had glued her cock inside the other girl.  Once free, she sighed, beginning to stroke out the rest of her orgasm.  She moaned in pleasure, sliding her foreskin up and down, milking out jets of bright pink cum, which splashed messily in thick ropes across Flora’s body.  Through sexual instinct more than anything, Flora moaned and smeared it across herself, rubbing it into her skin, her hips still thrusting and rocking with the force of her last climax.  If nothing else, Biyo’s alternate personality had been right about one thing: she made Flora orgasm harder than anyone else had yet.


When Biyo’s torrent of spunk slowed to a steady wet dribble down her flesh, the bird sighed happily.  She leaned in and kissed Flora gently on the cheek in thanks.  With Gato’s help, she stumbled back to her seat to recover, huffing and panting as the afterglow set in.
“You said… all of you did this?” Flora finally asked after a minute of recovery.
“Yeah,” Pal answered.
“What was Biyo’s initiation like?” Flora asked pointedly.  Gato, Pal, and Rena’s faces all burned crimson with remembered embarassment, and they all looked away from each other.
“...We don’t like to talk about it,” Rena said simply, even as Biyo looked between them in confusion.
“Anyway, that leaves… Rena,” Gato said, glancing over at the fox.
“...I’ll attempt to be far more gentle,” Rena replied.
“...I was gentle, wasn’t I?” Biyo asked obliviously.
“Good, because I can’t handle another one like… that…” Flora whimpered, rubbing her green vulva, “I’m so sore already…”
“You needn’t worry.  Biyo only gets like that when she is over-aroused.  Under normal circumstances she’ll be… normal,” Rena explained, standing up.  The fox towered over the rest of the Rookies.  The water of the bath came up to Gato’s midriff, but it barely reached Rena’s knees.  She walked over and sat down on the side of the bath beside Flora.  
“And to make things easier, I will do all the work for you,” Rena said, sliding her hand up and down her erection.  Already considerably taller than the rest of the Digimon, her penis was correspondingly huge.  Flora whimpered, staring at it, wondering how in the world she was going to fit something so intimidating inside her.  It was easily a foot in length, by Flora’s best estimate, if not longer.  Sitting there beside her, it stood proudly straight up, brushing the bottoms of Rena’s breasts.  A droplet of precum the size of a marble oozed from the tip, before beginning to roll down the underside of the pink length.
Before Flora could protest or ask what Rena intended to do, the fox had hooked her hands under Flora’s armpits and hoisted her into the air.  To Flora’s immense relief, Rena didn’t penetrate her.  Instead, she gently lowered the smaller Digimon into her lap, so that Rena’s cock stuck up between Flora’s inner thighs, rubbing against her vulva.
“Normally, I would go for intercourse, but I am concerned that you have been… overwhelmed, so I will go for a modified and more gentle approach,” Rena explained, as if explaining a martial arts tactic and not how she was going to have sex.
“Th-Thanks,” Flora agreed, cooing softly as she rocked her hips back and forth slowly, sliding her muff against Rena’s flesh.  She leaned back, resting her head in Rena’s cleavage.  Rena’s reply was little more than a tiny exhale, a barely audible sigh of pleasure.
Rena began to rock back and forth slowly and deliberately.  Her massive cock slid smoothly against Flora’s cleft.  A thick, gooey mixture of Gato’s, Pal’s, and Biyo’s cum poured out of Flora, smearing along Rena’s thick, hard flesh in messy whorls of white, green, and pink.  Flora actually helped this along, rubbing the semen into the skin of Rena’s cock as if it were lotion.  She peeled the vixen’s foreskin down to expose the deep-red head, as thick around as an apple.  Pre oozed liberally from the tip, spilling down in wet rivulets.
“B-Biiiig….” Flora gasped, “Almost as big as a Champion’s!”
“Hey!!! I AM a Champion, and I'm not that huge!!!” Gato groused, feeling irrationally insulted.  She looked down at her own penis as it bobbed, still at full arousal.
“Uh… I mean…  Uh…” Flora squeaked in embarrassment, trying to find a way out of her statement.  Gato growled and stood up with a splash.  She climbed out of the pool and marched across the side to stand beside Rena.  An angry vein throbbed in the feline’s forehead.  Pal tried to stifle laughter, while Biyo pressed her wings to her beak, looking back and forth in worry.
She thrust her hips forward until the head of her cock pressed against Flora’s cheek, leaving a wet, glistening spot of precum and grumbled, “As large as a Champion my fuzzy butt!  Does THIS look small to you?!”
“Uh, wha?  Huh?  Whaaa?” Flora yelped, squeaking as Gato’s erection jabbed into her face repeatedly, leaving glistening wet spots of pre on her helmet and face.
“Gato’s always been a lil’ touchy about bein’ mistaken fer a Rookie.  An’ looks like ya jus’ poked her sore spot!” Pal explained, bursting into laughter.“But I… I-I didn't mean-- MMPH!!!” Flora tried to explain, but was cut off in mid-sentence as Gato's cock shoved forward, invading her mouth.  Rena blushed, watching as Gato began to pump her little hips, her rear tensing tight with each heavy thrust.
“...Show you the size of a Champion…” Gato mumbled, the vein in her forehead still pulsing visibly.  Shrugging helplessly at Flora, Rena resumed thrusting her hips, huffing softly as the plant’s thighs squeezed around her shaft.  Flora, once she got over the shock of Gato’s outburst, began to buck and rock too, gasping as her clitoris ground firmly against Rena's hot, thick cock.  Ignoring Gato’s constant grumbling and grousing to herself, Flora began to bob her head upon the feline’s shaft, pressing her lips to Gato’s pubic fur.  She pulled back until only the fat head was in her mouth, suckling on the extra-sensitive flesh.
A moment later, Flora felt something hot, wet, and sticky splash her nipples, just before something hard rubbed against the deep-green nubs.  She looked down to see Pal and Biyo on either side of her, their erections throbbing in their hands.  The flower’s cock twitched and jumped constantly in her grip as it pumped milky green bursts of cum over Flora, adding to the mess already coating her.  On the other side, Biyo gently teased the nipple with the black head of her shaft, which still leaked a steady stream of pink glue-like semen from her last climax.
“C’mon, Flora.  Yer already givin’ Gato a second round.  Let us get one too!” Pal purred lustily, “An’ since Biyo jus’ came, she’s not gonna be all crazy unless ya work her up too much.”
“What are you talking about, Pal?” Biyo asked, frowning.
“Nothin'. Never mind…” Pal replied, rolling her large black eyes.
Flora grunted around Gato’s cock, but reached out with both hands.  She gripped the bases of their cocks.  The yellow stamens on her wrists slithered out, spiralling upward around their lengths.  The tips of the tendrils curled over and flicked and rubbed at the girls’ jet-black and pine-green heads, flicking across the slits.  The plant and bird both moaned in pure pleasure.
If Rena was annoyed that her turn with Flora had been interrupted and joined by the other girls, she did not show it.  Her expression was the same impassively blank one she always wore.  She was completely silent as she bucked her hips up and down, thrusting against Flora.  The only signs that she felt anything at all were the occasional and very slight catch of breath and the much more frequent jets of clear pre that splashed messily across Flora’s front, pooling in her navel.
Flora came to a realization.  All the Defenders (except the new recruits) were in peak physical condition.  They trained until they were perfectly balanced between strength, agility, and stamina, and as healthy as they could be. However, Rena was on an entirely different level.  Her every movement was smooth and deliberate, with absolutely no wasted movement or energy.  She didn't tremble, didn't gasp for breath, and outside of the notable exception of her penis, she didn't convulse or spasm.  She moved with the precision of a machine, effortless and absolutely perfect.  She wasn't even breathing hard or sweating, unlike the other girls.  Flora came to the thought that Rena approached sex like a martial art.
Flora would have mentioned this, perhaps asking a question, but for two problems.  A: Gato’s penis was buried in her muzzle as the little feline bucked her hips wildly, pumping pre in sugary, syrupy blasts that filled her mouth completely. And B: Rena’s cock grinding against her clitoris had just driven her into a wild, uncontrollable orgasm.
Flora cried out around Gato’s cock, her hips bucking wildly as she drenched Rena’s penis with her nectar.  Her stamens constricted around Pal and Biyo tightly, making them groan in pleasure and mild discomfort at the same time.  Bursts of pre fired from their lengths, splashing across Flora’s body.  She moaned and trembled, her toes curling as she rode the troughs and peaks of her pleasure.  
The plantgirl’s inner walls squeezed and clenched rhythmically as her first orgasm swiftly burst into a second, then a third.  She could feel every vein on Rena’s cock as it slid wetly between her legs, sliding against the little bundle of nerves at the peak of her entrance.  She could do nothing but writhe as the four other girls assaulted her with their lengths, rubbing against her.  Her body jerked and trembled as ecstasy ran up and down her spine.  She whimpered helplessly, overwhelmed with sensation.
“Nnng…  Show you…  Champion… Not a Rookie…” Gato muttered, pumping her hips repeatedly against Flora’s face.  Her nectar visibly ran down the white fur of her inner thighs.  Her tail swished back and forth, her tail-ring chiming softly.
“Oh, will ya give it a break, Gato?” Pal sighed, slapping Gato upside the back of the head, even as her cock lurched in Flora’s grip, sending a strand of green sap to drape across her neck-ruff of petals.
“Ow!  I just…  I wasn’t… I… I…” Gato mumbled, chastened.  Her expression went from embarassment and a little shame to a pleasured grimace, “I… I’m gonna spurt!!!”
Sure enough, her cock bounced repeatedly off Flora’s tongue a moment later.  The plantgirl could feel the bulge ripple up the underside of her cock, reaching the tip… and then a blast of hot, thick, tangy semen filled her mouth.  The gush overflowed her mouth easily, sending the fluid dripping down her chin in rivers, spilling onto her chest.  Flora gulped repeatedly, both to drink as much as she could… and to avoid drowning from the torrent.
“Oh, come on, already?  We’re gonna hafta work on your stami--... Nnnnahhhhhhh!!” Pal began, trailing off into a wail of ecstasy.  Her gushes and spurts picked up power and volume as she joined her best friend in an orgasm of her own.  Biyo spluttered in shock as she took several thick blasts of green sap straight to the face.  Pal whimpered, bucking her hips uncontrollably as she came, rubbing her clit with one hand and helping Flora milk her with the other.
As one of Pal’s stray shots splashed across Biyo’s cock, the milky green liquid standing out starkly from the black flesh, Biyo gasped and arched her back.  
“O-Oh!  Oh, dear… I-I think…  I think I’m about to…” Biyo chirped softly.  She made a noise somewhere between a cry of pleasure and birdsong.  Arching her back, her tailfeathers spread wide, Biyo’s cock jumped powerfully and fired off a shot of pearly pink spunk, splattering messily across Pal’s stomach.  
The difference before and now couldn’t have been more stark.  Instead of a vulgar stream of curses and loud groans of pleasure, Biyo squeaked and cooed softly.  She didn’t buck violently, but instead pressed her inner thighs together and shook like a leaf.  Biyo’s second orgasm was larger than the first in sheer volume and ejaculatory power, but at the same time, it was calmer and altogether more pleasant for everyone involved.
As the three smaller girls climaxed one after another, Flora turned her attention to Rena’s mammoth length.  It was as hard as any cock she’d ever seen, clearly right on the verge of erupting… but no matter what she tried, she couldn’t bring the fox off.  She clamped down on it.  She used her thighs to stroke it.  She orgasmed over it repeatedly, four, five, SIX times in a row.  She retracted her tendrils to let Pal and Biyo handle themselves and stroked Rena with both hands.  She spat out Gato’s cock and got bukkaked in the process in order to lick and slurp at the fifteen inch shaft…  but nothing worked.  Nothing she did even made Rena’s expression change.  Flora looked over her shoulder in sheer disbelief at the vixen’s self-control.  Rena merely cocked her head inquisitively and leaned back a little, continuing to pump her hips.
“Girls, can I get a hand here?” Flora asked weakly, still shivering in the aftershocks of her seventh orgasm so far.  The three others had sat down, each stroking their own length as they slung ropes of green, white, and pink into the onsen’s waters far into the pool.  Struggling against the pleasure of their climaxes, they heeded Flora’s call for aid.
Clambering through the water to move near Rena’s knees, the three girls crowded around Rena’s cock.  Displaying the same type of teamwork they used in the field when attacking a difficult foe, they attacked the vixen’s penis.  Gato ran her rough tongue up Rena’s length, trailing along the bulging underside, flicking up the lobes of the head.  Biyo nipped at the sheath with her beak, using her feathers to tickle the lower inches of Rena’s flesh.  Pal, meanwhile, didn’t go for Rena’s cock at all, but went lower, lapping at the pearl of Rena’s clitoris.
The fox didn’t even react.  Sure, her penis throbbed and rained precum upon the girls, but her facial expression didn’t change a jot, and she did not gasp or moan.  Flora stared back at her in utter disbelief.
Desperate, Gato, Pal, and Biyo all pressed their still-gushing penises to Rena’s, beginning to frot against her hard and fast.  They moaned, their spunk mixing and coating Rena’s cock, even as Flora smeared the thick liquid over the bits they couldn’t reach. 
Under the panting, growls of frustration, moans, and the thick, hot splatter of cum against every conceivable surface, Flora almost missed it.  Rena spoke a single word in a voice almost as quiet as Biyo’s, in a tone of voice so bland and dull that it was less a declaration and more just a muttering.
“......Cumming.”
Flora blinked and tried to warn the other girls, but they found out the hard way.  Rena’s penis gave a humongous, violent twitch.  A moment later, a fountain of pearly foxcum fired off almost eight feet straight up.  The girls yelped as Rena finally, FINALLY gave a moan of pleasure, her fists clenching.  Her tail thrashed back and forth in time with her ejaculations.  Unlike Gato’s cum, Rena’s didn’t glow or shimmer at all.  Rena grunted and groaned, feeling her spunk boil up her length, firing in thick ropes.  
Flora, Pal, Biyo, and Gato echoed her moans, each savoring the peaks and jolts of their own climaxes.  Flora’s stamens lashed out, wrapping around the four erections and tying them together.  She squeezed them so tightly that each of them could feel the others pulse and throb with each powerful ejaculation.  Rich, creamy streamers of pink, white, glowing white, and green fired off in quick succession, splattering fur and skin.  The girls bucked and trembled, and Flora gulped down their cum with a desperate thirst.
Rena moaned, feeling her length ripple and pulse.  Her hips continued to rock and thrust, but much more raggedly than before.  Gone was the stoic composure she held so tightly to; in its place, a lewd display of utter wanton pleasure.  Her cum fired off again and again, splashing her fur, drenching her white.  Gato’s cock rippled along with hers, the feline’s gushes going even higher and farther with her powerful orgasm.  Pal’s eruptions weren’t as powerful, but were voluminous, coating everyone with green sap that dripped and spilled from their bodies.  Biyo’s cum was as thick and sticky as ever, gluing the four girls’ cocks together with the amount that poured from her tip.  Flora shivered, masturbating herself with one hand, using the stamen of the other to squeeze and milk the four other girls.
One by one, the girls flopped back, panting and gasping for air as their climaxes ran their course.  First Biyo, then Pal, then Rena, and finally Gato fell back, moaning and sighing as orgasm faded into afterglow.  Flora nursed at them each in turn, taking mouthfuls of cum just to taste and compare.  She retracted her tendril, but the four girls stayed stuck together, Biyo’s semen being so sticky.  
To everyone’s surprise, Rena reached out and scooped up all four girls into a cuddle, leaning back on the hard, wet concrete beside the pool.  Gato giggled and nuzzled into Rena’s breasts, even as Pal, Flora, and Biyo made themselves comfortable in her arms.
“Welcome to the Defenders, Flora…” Gato murmured, sighing.
“Yes, welcome!” Biyo agreed with a happy chirp.
“...I look forward to seeing more of you around,” Rena said gently.
“Oh, you’ll DEFINITELY be seein’ more o’ me!  You came what… about twenty-seven times by my count?  An’ ya didn’t pass out?” Pal grinned evilly.
“....Thanks guys.  I’m… home!” Flora said with a wide smile, finding it amazing to be able to say those words.
TO BE CONTINUED!
