
DIGIMON DEFENDERS
Chapter 1: The Black Collars

The Digital World was enjoying a relative time of peace.  Centuries ago (in Digital World time) a group of Digimon had teamed up with a group of humans as the DigiDestined, and had saved the Digital World from various evil threats from Devimon to Malomyotismon.  Humans had not been seen within the Digital World for ages, but a group of Digimon was inspired by the legends of the DigiDestined.  Gathering together like-minded Digimon from around the Digital World, they had formed an organization they had dubbed “the Digimon Defenders,” the “DigiDefenders,” or just simply the “Defenders” for short.  Now, many years later, the Defenders were a world-wide organization, with branches from File Island to Server City and elsewhere.

The Defenders acted as police officers and peacekeepers, settling disputes, defending towns, deleting evil Digimon, and generally ensuring the well-being of the DigiWorld.  The main headquarters of the Defenders had been set up on File Island, where the DigiDestined had first come to the Digital World.  The Defenders’ headquarters was a large compound, set up with barracks, a training field, an arsenal, a medic bay, and much, much more.


On this bright, shining day, loud moans echoed down the halls of the barracks, which were thankfully empty.  Most of the Defenders were out on missions or in training.  The moans came from a certain room…


“Ahhhhhnnnn!!!  P-Please… s-stop!  I-I’ve g-gotta get to… inspection…” moaned a high feminine voice.


“Heh, heh…  They won’t mind if you’re a little late… besides, you’re SO tense…  You just need to relax a little…” a lower, raspier female voice said.


Within the room, a Gatomon laid on a bed, gripping the bedsheets.  The white-furred feline was typical for a member of her species.  She was about four feet tall, semi-humanoid, proportioned roughly like a human child, with large feet and paws and head,    Her big blue eyes were closed in pleasure as her long, ropelike tail swished back and forth, a golden ring jingling melodically.  Her red and green gloves bunched up as she gripped the sheets, her mouth open in a cry of pleasure.

Down between her legs, a Palmon currently had her face buried within the Gatomon’s cleft, licking and nibbling.  The Palmon was also a typical member of her species, with cool green skin and pink petals.  Like Gatomon, she was had semi-human proportions, as was typical of most Digimon.   Her black eyes were narrowed lustfully as she pressed her tongue deep into Gatomon, licking deep inside the feline.  Her nectar dampened the skin of her thighs, making them glisten in the sunlight filtering in through the window.


“Nnn!!! C-C’mon, Pal!  I g-gotta go help t-train some of the recruits!  M-My duty shift started ten m-minutes agoooo!” gasped the Gatomon, crying in pleasure as Pal flicked her tongue across her clitoris.  Her hips slowly thrust, her eyes closed as she groaned, feeling her inner walls spasm, a rush of her juices splashing Pal’s face.

“You’re the leader of the Defenders, Gato…  You can show up when you darn please…” giggled Pal mischievously, kissing her best friend’s thighs gently.


“I am NOT the leader of the Defenders!  T-Technically, I don’t e-even have the authority to order YOU around!” moaned Gato as Pal suckled on her hard little pearl, sending bolts of pleasure up her spine.


“Then you can’t stop me from doing this!” the flower replied logically, grinning.  Gato groaned in frustration, then in delight as Pal suddenly extended a vine from her hand, slipping it inside her tight, wet tunnel.  Pal began to wiggle the vine about, pumping it in and out of her friend with a lewd squishing noise, making Gato yowl in delight.  The feline began to tremble from head to toe, her tail thrashing back and forth, her toes curling, and her eyes rolling up in her head! 


“P-Palllllllll!!!” whined the kitten. 


“Mmm… I’ll letcha go when you come…  But not a second before.  So if you wanna get to your duty shift, I’d hurry up…” said Pal, leaning down to place a torturously slow lick against Gato’s clit as she continued to pump the vine.  Gato groaned and thrust her hips back against the vine and Pal’s tongue, desperately trying to achieve her climax.  Her mind was washed with waves of pleasure, her inner walls beginning to spasm hard around the vine.

“Nnn…  NNN!!!  NNYYAHHHH!!!” yowled Gato as her orgasm broke finally.  She screamed in pleasure as her warm, wet juices flooded from her, splashing Pal’s face.  Waves of pure ecstasy rolled through her body as her inner walls spasmed and clenched around the vine, gripping it tight.  Gato’s hips bucked and rolled as Pal eagerly buried her face into the feline’s cunny, licking, nibbling and suckling at the younger girl’s folds to enhance the pleasure further.  Gatomon as a species were renowned for having exceedingly powerful orgasms, and she was no exception.  It was lucky that other than herself and Pal the barracks were empty as Gato’s cries of joy echoed down the hallways.


In the end, Gato lay limp on the bed, unmoving, her eyes closed.  Pal climbed up beside her and gently cuddled up to the feline, kissing her cheek as she continued to gently stroke Gato’s clitoris.


“Mmmm…  THAT was a nice one.  Haven’t seen you come like that since I had to calm you down when Leomon yelled at you about the state of the training field…” Pal murmured, referring to the real leader of the Defenders.  Leomon was one of the founding members of the Defenders, and its current leader.  Unfortunately, he was rarely around, too busy travelling the world and visiting other Defenders bases, helping out with missions.  Gato had done her best to run things with the help of her friends, and had done a pretty good job.


“…Mm-hmmm…  I… don’t know if I can move…” moaned Gato quietly, hugging Pal back.  The two of them had been best friends since long before they had joined the Defenders.


“...You do realize that some of the new recruits start duty today?” Pal asked, smirking.

“Oh, NO!!!  I’ve gotta get out there NOW!!!  Last time we had new recruits and I was late, it took five weeks to repair the damage to the watchtower!!!” exclaimed Gato, leaping out of bed, her eyes wide!  She raced out of the room, running as fast as she could.  Pal sat up in the bed, silently counting down in her head from five.   When she reached zero, Gato walked back into the room, blushing deeply and looking down at her body.


“…I can’t go out there with my fur matted down with my own… stuff…” mumbled Gato, climbing into her shower.  Pal rolled on the bed with laughter, shaking her head in amusement.  Gato climbed out of the tower a minute later, toweling her body off.  She glared at Pal in annoyance and shook her head.


“You realize, Pal, that I get to choose duty shifts this week… Unless you want to be stuck with toilet scrubbing duty, I’d treat me a little better,” said Gato, her eyes narrow.  Pal giggled, her hand sliding between her inner thighs and rubbing at her green labia.

“Mmm… You wouldn’t do that…  You’re terrible at bluffing,” Pal said, grinning.  Gato shook her head.


“Okay, you’re right.  Still, you’re running the garden this week, and your shift starts in ten minutes.  I’d make that a quickie if I were you,” Gato said with a smirk as she strolled out of the room, casually tossing the towel into a hamper.  Pal gave a cheerful wave as Gato left.  As the feline sauntered down the halls of the barracks, she could hear soft, raspy moans coming from the room.  She shook her head again in amusement and set off to do her duties.

*****

The day was an average one.  In the past six months, no viruses or evil Digimon above a Champion level had been spotted anywhere near any of the Defenders’ bases.  This did not mean the world was completely at peace, as there were always troublemakers: Sukamon and Chuumon wreaking havoc in the sewers of Server City; stampedes of Rhinomon and other more feral Digimon on the plains of Mainframe Continent, and other assorted issues and problems that the Defenders had to deal with.   However, the relative peace allowed the Defenders to focus on strengthening themselves, through training and teamwork exercises.  

On this day, Gato watched the training field as an Agumon and Gabumon ran the rookies through their paces.  The dinosaur and wolf were the best of friends… and according to rumor, slightly MORE than that.  Gato had noticed that the Defenders tended to lead to those types of close friendships amongst its members, and she loved the organization all the more because of it.
The trainees were working on learning to move in formation, particularly in a combat situation.  Small groups of Digimon ran around the training field, performing attacks and evasions to learn how to move properly.  It was fun to watch when everything was going smoothly…  Except for the fact that today everything was NOT going smoothly.  One formation had dissolved into chaos as a young Digimon had tripped over one of his partner’s big, floppy ears.  They tumbled about, fighting and squabbling.  Gato shook her head, pinching the bridge of her nose in irritation as Agu strolled up to her.
“…Why is it that whenever newbies join the Defenders, we always end up with massive property damage and look like complete rank amateurs?” Gato asked the dinosaur rhetorically.

“That’s Terriermon and Lopmon, brothers who just signed up…  They have… um… issues…” Agu said, scratching the back of his head.

“Issues” was an understatement.  The two dog-rabbit Digimon were currently punching and kicking each other in irritation, blaming each other for the breakdown of the formation. Gato sighed heavily, deciding to put an end to the fight before things got worse.  She walked up to the two smaller Digimon and picked them up by the scruff of their necks, holding them off the ground.  As a Champion-level, Gato had always been much stronger than she looked.
“Okay.  That was ALMOST mediocre.  The problem there was that you, Terrier, were following too close to Lop.  Even I’d have trouble moving about with everyone that close.  Give everyone in your formation an extra foot and you should be fine,” the feline said calmly, betraying none of the exasperation she felt.  She set the twins down.

“I TOLD you we were too close!” Terrier said smugly. Lop blinked and frowned.

“YOU told ME?  The way I recall it, I told YOU and you told me to go do something very rude with our mother!” Lop replied in annoyance.  Gato shook her head in disbelief, as the brothers growled at each other, clearly ready to fight again.
“…Listen, guys, I’m in charge of the duty shifts this week.  Unless you wanna end up scrubbing toilets, I suggest you get back in formation and get back to work,” Gato said, recalling the threat she made to Pal a while back.  Unlike Pal, who called her bluff, the twins’ eyes went wide.

“Y-Yes, ma’am.  Sorry!  I’ll do my best!” yelped Lop, racing off, his big brown ears trailing behind him.
“I LOVE a woman in charge!” grinned Terrier, throwing Gato a lascivious grin. Gato sweatdropped heavily and hung her head.

“…Ma’am?  Do I look old enough to be a ma’am?  I’m only fourteen cycles old… barely a teenager…” mumbled the feline, scratching the back of her head.

“I’m sure he meant it as a term of respect, Gato.  Fourteen cycles is still a cub,” Agu reassured Gato, “Lop seems like he’s gonna be a model Defender.  However his brother seems like he’s gonna be a bit of a troublemaker. I caught him trying to sneak into the girls’ baths this morning… five times in a row.”

“He does seem to be a little bit of a pervert… Here’s hoping he’ll grow out of it with time,” Gato replied, sighing.  Despite being young, the cat Digimon was smart and skilled, and as such had risen in the ranks very quickly. She wasn’t truly in charge of the Defenders of File Island, but had somewhat stumbled into the role.  Luckily her friends were very supportive, helping her keep track of everything that went on, and split up the responsibilities.

Gato spotted someone on the other side of the training field and grinned as she walked towards him.  Agu went back to training the recruits.  Gato watched as the figure attacked a practice dummy, slashing with his claws, using his powerful digitigrade feet to pound the wooden mannequin.


“Hey, Guil.  How is it going?” she asked.  The Guilmon looked up and smiled back, his tail wagging playfully, like a puppy.


“It’s going okay!  I was just practicing some moves I thought up!” he said excitedly.  Gato nodded.  Every new recruit and lower-ranked Defender was paired up with a more experienced Defender as a mentor.  Gato had taken Guil under her wing, training him to be one of the fiercest and most effective Defenders she had ever seen.  She had come to truly like the young lizard and personally hoped he would remain at the File Island headquarters when his training was done, rather than transferring to another base like many of the other Defenders did.


“I saw.  They looked pretty good.  I’d work on keeping your elbows locked in, though.  With that one horizontal slash, I could have easily parried it with a well-placed blow to your forearm,” advised Gato, “…Worked up the courage to talk to Rena, yet?”


“…I said hello to her this morning…” said Guil, blushing.  The lizard had a massive crush on one of Gato’s peers, a fox Digimon who was responsible for organizing missions.  The Renamon was notorious amongst the File Island Defenders for being very taciturn, quiet, and all-business.  Gato was one of the few who knew that beneath Rena’s tough, warrior-like exterior, was actually a very sweet and friendly girl… but Rena kept that side of her rather private.

“…And?” prompted Gato, smirking in amusement at Guil’s embarrassment.


“…She said hello back,” Guil replied, blushing deeper.


“That’s all?”


“…Yup.”


“…Jeez, Guil, you’re a REAL Casanova there.  Just swept me off my feet,” Gato said sarcastically.  Guil buried his face in his paws, groaning.


“It was SO awkward!  There was like fifty seconds of pure silence, and people were looking at us!  I froze!!!  I finally made some sorta squeaky noise and ran off!!!” Guil wailed in horror.  Gato laughed and patted him on the back affectionately.


“It’s okay, Guil.  Rena IS really intimidating.  She respects strength and courage, though, so you might wanna try showing a little of that next time,” Gato said, chuckling.  The red-scaled lizard moaned weakly.

It was then that Gato’s sensitive hearing picked up something strange.  It was a very faint whirring noise, echoing from a long distance.  She looked up and around curiously, blinking.


“…Do you hear that?” asked the kitten, trying to figure out what direction the sound was coming from. 


“Yeah, this kinda low hum?” Guil said, his fin-like ears swiveling.  Gato finally spotted it, her eyes narrowing against the sunlight.  There must have been hundreds of them to be visible from the distance they were at, tiny black specks moving towards the headquarters.  The cat frowned, a shiver running down her spine.  She had a disturbing hunch that whatever they were, they could not be good.  She lifted a bracelet wrapped around her right glove and tapped a button on it.  Almost immediately a siren sounded, alerting the entire base.


Every member of the File Island Defenders gathered in the training field, all one-hundred twenty of them.  Most of them looked around, wondering what was going on.  Digimon of all shapes and sizes and types milled about, murmuring nervously.  Gato met with the main leaders of the File Island Headquarters, Agu, Gabu, Rena, and Pal, discussing what was happening and preparing a line of defense, just in case.

They sent a Biyomon, the fastest flier of all the Defenders and their best scout, out to investigate what the black dots were.  As Gato watched, the pink and blue-feathered bird shrank into a small pink dot above the horizon.  Gato prided herself on her good vision, superior to most of her species, but in this case, she required the services of the base medic, Hawkmon to keep an eye on the situation.  Hawk’s eyes squinted as he watched Biyo approach the objects.

“She’s almost made contact with whatever they are…  She’s making really good time,” said Hawk.


“That’s why she’s a great scout.  She can cover a lot of space REALLY fast and see pretty far,” replied Gato.


“I know I can’t fly that fast.  I’m bloody out of shape,” said Hawk pompously, speaking with a British accent.  Gato privately wondered whether the accent was a genetic trait of all Hawkmon, or whether it just happened that all the ones she knew came from the same place…


“Ah!  She’s there…  Something’s happening…” exclaimed Hawk.  Gato looked up, squinting to try to see Biyomon.  She barely managed to pick out the tiny pink dot amongst the blue clouds and black dots.  Something strange was going on, as Biyo seemed to be darting up and down and around, performing acrobatics that were clearly evasions.

“Some kind of scuffle.  So much for the theory that those things are friendly,” grumbled Gato. 


“I can’t see exactly what’s going on.  The sun’s too bright… She seems to be dodging about…  Wait… She’s coming back!” Hawk said, blinking.  Gato frowned.


“I have a bad feeling about this… and my instincts are rarely wrong.  Go out there and meet her… See what’s going on,” ordered Gato.  Hawk nodded and took flight without another word.  His beak was set in a grimace, looking unhappy.  Gato recalled a rumor that Hawk and Biyo were an item.


Gato watched as Hawk flew out to meet up with Biyo, vaguely aware of the action going on around her.  Agu and Gabu worked together to get the Defenders set up in ranks, forming defensive lines.  Rena worked to activate the base’s automated defenses, flitting from place to place using her teleportation abilities.  Pal joked around, performing a vital service in calming the nerves of the newbies and recruits.


Hawkmon finally reached Biyomon.  By this point, the two of them were close enough that Gato could see some of the small details.  Hawkmon seemed to say something to the other avian… who simply seemed to ignore him, flying right by.  Hawkmon flew to catch up, trying to get her attention, but Biyomon continued on an arrow-straight path back to the base.  He finally grabbed one of her wings to draw her attention and she finally looked at him, seeming to say something.  But while the two of them had scuffled, the black objects had caught up with them both.  Gato couldn’t see what happened exactly, but there was a commotion and suddenly Hawk joined Biyo on her path back to the base.  Gato’s stomach felt like it dropped into her toes and the fur on the back of her neck stood up.


“Gato, what happened?” asked a voice, making her jump.  She turned to see a Veemon standing there.  The blue-scaled dragon Digimon was slightly older than her, but had joined the Defenders slightly after her, so she outranked him by a little.  He had developed a strong crush on her, which Gato returned somewhat.


“…I don’t know, but I don’t think it’s good.  Spread the order: all new recruits are to go to the sub-basement shelters.  All Defenders of D-Rank 3 and lower should form defense perimeters within the main compound.  Everyone else should tighten defense ranks, and prepare for battle,” she ordered.  D-Rank referred to the hierarchy of the Defenders.  All of the Defenders were assigned a D-Rank of 1 through 10, determined by their strength, experience, ability, intelligence, and time spent in the Defenders.  Only a handful of Digimon had been with the Defenders long enough to be considered D-Rank 10, and the only one Gato could name off-hand was Leomon, who was one of the founding members.  Gato had a D-Rank of 7, due to her uncanny ingenuity and skill.  Vee had a D-Rank of 6.


“Gotcha.  I’ll spread the word,” said Vee, already turning to go.  Gato nodded, more to herself than to him.  She looked back at the sky, where Hawk and Biyo approached, followed closely by the black objects.


She ran back into the main courtyard of the Defender’s compound to see her orders being carried out.  The recruits and new Defenders followed some of the more experienced Digimon into the main building, heading for safety or to set up defenses.  Gato frowned, spotting Terrier and Lop following another one of her closest friends, a Patamon into the base.  She hoped the two of them could remain well-behaved long enough for the crisis to pass.  She also privately hoped for Pata’s safety.  Pata was several cycles younger than her, one of the youngest members of the high-ranked Defenders, and she had grown very affectionate towards him as well.

Gato took a spot in the front of the defense ranks that had been set up, in between Agu and Gabu.  Agu looked over at her.

“When’s the last time anyone attacked a Defenders’ base?” he asked.


“…Never.  No one’s ever been stupid enough to attack a Defenders’ base in the whole time the organization existed.  Who’d be insane enough to try to take on over one-hundred twenty well-trained Digimon...  ESPECIALLY the main headquarters?” replied Gato.


“…It seems someone IS that insane or stupid,” Gabu said calmly.  Agu and Gabu had opposite personalities. Agu was hot-tempered, quick to anger, quick to act, and reckless.  Gabu was eternally calm, cool, and always went with the flow, although he had a nasty habit of procrastinating and hesitating.  Separate, they were both capable, but flawed… but together, they were the perfect team, balancing out each other’s faults.  Gato hated to face them in team exercises, because she would invariably lose, no matter who her partner was.


Hawk and Biyo flew into the base perimeter and now Gato could see that something was wrong for certain.  Wrapped around both of their necks were black metal collars, a blood-red gemstone embedded in the front.  Their eyes glowed red and they were glazed over and empty.  They both seemed to be repeating the same word over and over again, and Gato strained to hear what it was…


“…Obey… Obey… Obey…”


Gato frowned in confusion and worry as the two birds flew into the courtyard.  They hovered above the ranks of the Digimon... and suddenly attacked!!!


“SPIRAL TWISTER!!!” shouted Biyo, flapping hard as she fired a helix of green flame at her fellow Defenders.


“FEATHER BOOMERANG!!!” yelled Hawk, tossing the feather from his headband as a lethal, razor sharp projectile.  The Defenders scattered, evading the attack.


“What the heck d’you think you’re doin’?!” Pal yelled in anger, “POISON IVY!!!” Pal thrust her arms forward, and her claws extended into long green vines, lashing out at Biyo and Hawk like whips.  Biyo looped and twirled in midair, evading them, but Hawk got tangled and slammed to the ground.  Vee immediately ran forward, trying to restrain the male bird.

“GATO!” called a voice.  Gato looked up to see Rena pointing up at the sky.  The black objects flew into the base at high speed.  It was then that Gato realized that they were hundreds of the same type of collars that Hawk and Biyo were wearing.


“Protect yourselves!!!” cried Gato desperately, rushing forward.  The cloud of Black Collars flew into the crowd of Digimon… and almost instantly, what had been a well-organized defensive formation devolved into complete chaos.  The Collars snapped shut around the necks of the Defenders, and they began to turn on one another.  Blasts of flame, ice shards, bolts of lightning, spires of rock, blasts of wind, bursts of light, shadow, and a dozen other elements began to fire off in the crowd.


“Non-lethal force!!!  Use non-lethal force!!!  They’re not in their right minds!!!  LIGHTNING CLAW!!!” shouted Gato over the commotion.  As several collars approached her, her paws suddenly flashed, moving too fast for even the best-trained eye to keep up with, shattering the metal devices in mid-air…  But for every one she destroyed, ten more took its place.


“Look out, Rena!” cried Guil, tackling the tall, yellow-furred vixen to the ground as a Black Collar flew right past where her neck had been.  Undeterred by missing its intended target, the Collar simply flew straight at Guil!


“Guil! Watch out!” shouted Renamon, much too late.  The collar latched tight around Guil’s neck.  His eyes went wide, then fell half-lidded and began to glow as his paws dropped limp to his sides and he slumped slightly.  Rena had no time to feel sorry for him as a second Collar latched around her neck…


Pal’s vines cracked and snapped loudly as she lashed them like whips, shattering any Collar that came within range.  She weaved a deadly net with her vines, leaving piles of shattered metal around her.  She gave a raspy battlecry, unaware that a Collar had somehow weaved through the web of vines… and snapped shut with a click firmly around her neck.  Pal’s battlecry faded to silence as her vines retracted almost instantly and she stood still…

Vee punched and kicked, a blue-scaled blur as he fought his way through the Black Collars and his former allies.  He grunted as a pair of large paws wrapped around him, a Monzaemon pulling him into a literal bear hug.  He kicked hard, using his immense leg strength to knock the giant teddy bear to the ground and freed himself… only to be driven to the ground by ten different Digimon, all of whom had a Collar around their necks and glowing eyes.  There was a loud CLICK… and the Digimon drew away and wandered off.  Vee stood up and did the same, his red eyes glowing with an unnatural light…

Gato growled loudly, firing off Lightning Claw after Lightning Claw, shattering dozens of collars. As a Champion-level Digimon, Gato was stronger and faster than most of her friends, who were Rookies.  However, because of her diminutive size, she had less stamina than her power level would suggest.  Using special attack after special attack took up immense amounts of energy. She panted heavily, her vision growing hazy as she forced herself to use another Lightning Claw to destroy yet another group of Collars flying at her.  Her paws felt heavy, as if they were slowly turning into lead.  She could finally do no more.  Her knees buckled and she slumped to the ground, gasping for air. 

Somehow, the Black Collars seemed to realize her defeat, because they hovered around her for a moment, almost tauntingly.  Then one slipped from the crowd and slowly closed around her neck with a very final “click.”


The effect was near instantaneous.  First, Gato felt a tingle run down her spine, and then spread throughout her entire nervous system as a specially crafted virus infected her.  Her mind went blank as the virus shut down all higher thought programs.  Her body trembled from head to toe as all thoughts, emotions, and desires were drained from her head.  She slumped over slightly, her paws going limp at her sides as her eyes fell half-lidded and a vague, indefinable contentment washed over her.  Finally, the only thing that was left was the uncontrollable urge to…


“…Obey… Obey…”


The remaining Defenders fell back and regrouped, forced to defend themselves against the Collars that swarmed about like mad flies and their own former allies.  They fought back-to-back, launching attacks and working their way back towards the shelter.

“What do we do?  What do we do?!” yelped Pata.  “BOOM BUBBLE!!!”


“We’re losing here, Agu…” Gabu said, launching a wave of icy blue flames at a collar.  


“The subbasement can be sealed off…  All the newbies and low-rankers are down there already.  I say we make a run for it…” said a Gomamon, brushing a paw through his mane of red hair.  Underwater, Goma was extremely dangerous… but the battle had carried him away from any source of water, leaving him next to useless in combat.  He slashed desperately with his claws, managing to protect himself barely.

“Sounds good to me…” Agu said.  With Gato and Rena out of action, he and Gabu were the ranking members.  “Get moving, go, go, go!!!”


The four of them ran as fast as they could towards the main building, fireballs, blue flames, and concussive blasts launching in every direction.  Their paws pounded the ground as they ran as hard and fast as they possibly could, racing to the building.  The Black Collars flew in close behind them, whirling through the air.  Behind the collars, their friends slowly shuffled towards them, as if they were all sleepwalking.

As they reached the building, Pata and Goma rushed inside, yelping in terror.  Gabu and Agu looked back, only to see the collars closing in fast.  They looked at each other for the briefest moment…  Before Agu made a fateful choice…


Before Gabu could even open his mouth, Agu shoved him inside the door and slammed it shut.  Gabu got back up and pounded on the door, shouting his friend’s name.  What he heard from outside sounded something like this:


“PEPPER BREATH!!!”  BOOM!!!!


“PEPPER BREATH!!!”  BOOM BOOM!!!


“PEPPER BRE…”   …Silence…

“…Obey… Obey…”


Gabu moaned mournfully, leaning against the door.  Goma came up beside him and gently placed a paw on his shoulder.


“…Gabu, we gotta get downstairs to the subbasement… Agu bought us a little time, we should take advantage of it…” Goma said gently.  Gabu looked at the door, thinking of his friend on the other side…  He sighed and turned away, leading the others down the halls.  Anywhere they ran into their fellow Defenders, they sounded a retreat, taking them down to the subbasements.  The Digimon made their way to a massive bulkhead door, placed there for exact situations like this, where the Defenders needed to hide and take shelter.  Gabu and a few of the recruits pulled and tugged on the massive steel door, slowly pulling it shut with a resounding slam.

The Black Collars which followed close behind them smashed into the blast door…

*****


The Defenders’ base had fallen silent now that the chaos had calmed down.  Every Digimon that hadn’t managed to take shelter in the subbasement of t he compound now wore a Black Collar around their neck.  They all slowly shuffled into the main courtyard, their minds empty, the Collars directing their actions.  The Defender’s roster was always shifting, with members coming and going.  On this day, there were over one-hundred and twenty Defenders on File Island; of that number, over ninety of them now stood with collars clasped tight around their necks, completely subdued.

Gato was in front of the group through a simple accident of placement.  She just happened to be in the right spot when she had been captured by her collar.  She murmured softly, her eyes glowing red as she drifted in a deep, warm trance.  Her mind was empty of thought, blissfully hazy as she swayed on her feet a little.  Suddenly, she turned, lifting her paws straight out like a sleepwalker as she shuffled towards the middle of the courtyard.  The rest of the crowd moved in unison with her, following her slowly.


The remaining Collars flew down, opening as wide as they could and connected with one another, forming a large circle.  The collars began to rotate slowly and the air inside the circle seemed to ripple as if there was a heat haze.

Without hesitating, Gato shuffled forward and stepped through.  There was a strange sensation, like stepping through a blow dryer… and Gato suddenly found herself elsewhere.  She didn’t look around; just simply followed the directions the collar gave her...  From what she could see, she was in a massive marble hall decorated in gold and onyx.  Her feet padded against the ground and she heard the others following her slowly.  Agu and Pal followed directly behind her and the others trailed behind them slowly.

The Defenders entered into a large throne room.  The very distinctive and instantly recognizable sound of wet fur slapping against more wet fur echoed through the room.  Gato barely noticed as she led the group to stand before the throne and stood at silent attention, still as statues as they stared mindlessly ahead.

Before them, a Mojyamon, a large, white-furred Yeti Digimon, was pumping its hips and growling.  Its cock was fully erect, and buried inside a Digimon like Gato had never seen.  She was humanoid, covered in a light coat of dark grey fur.  A long tail with a flat spade-like tip whipped back and forth in time with the Mojyamon’s thrusts.  Large, holey bat wings sprouted from her back, flapping and flexing as she moaned in pleasure.  She had long black hair cascading down behind her, her eyes covered by an ornate dark-blue visor.  As the creature pounded into her, she cried out, a long tongue lolling out of her fanged mouth.  She was clothed, if one’s definition of clothing referred to a few straps across her waist and gloves and boots.  Her large, bountiful breasts bounced with every thrust, black nipples sticking out of the soft grey fur.


She glanced up and smirked as she noticed the large crowd of subdued Digimon approaching.  She continued to rock her hips back against the Mojyamon, groaning as his precum splattered her inner walls.   

“Well, well, well!  I-It seems our guests have arrived…” the buxom creature said with a wide grin.  The Mojyamon suddenly gave a bellow and buried itself to the hilt, shuddering as it pumped what must have been literal gallons of semen into her.  The Digimon moaned in pleasure and rocked her hips back against him, clearly having a climax of her own.  Gato could see streams of gooey white fluid dripping down the grey fur of the somewhat feline-like creature, the Mojyamon having overflowed her tight tunnel.  He pulled out in mid-orgasm, stroking his shaft hard and fast, gushing over the Digimon’s perfectly shaped rear.  She cooed in pleasure as she wiggled her rump before him, presenting herself as a target.

The Mojyamon slumped back in the throne with a weak groan.  From the sunken look on its face, it had been at this for a very long time, looking quite dehydrated.  The creature looked back at him as she stood up from the throne, tapping her foot.


“Awww… Is that all you have?  After 20 times in a row, you’re all out of spunk?  You didn’t even come CLOSE to breaking my record, dear…  Looks like you’ll have to pay a penalty for that…” she said, her voice honey-sweet, but carrying an ice-cold undercurrent.  The Mojyamon looked stricken.


“W-W-Wait… I think… I can get it up again…” the yeti said weakly, pawing feebly at his shaft… but it was no use.  His member remained completely limp in his hands.  The creature gave a laugh that had no mirth in it.


“Sorry, sweetie…  Looks like you’re all used up…” she said, “…so here’s your reward!”


The creature pointed at the Mojyamon with her index finger, her diamond-encrusted claw poking through a hole in her black glove.  Suddenly, her finger extended like a spear, piercing the begging Mojyamon’s forehead.  The creature’s red eyes grew even colder as she twisted her elongated finger, pierced clean through the yeti’s skull and brain.  Its eyes rolled up in its head and it gave a weak gurgle, before abruptly exploding into small glittering shards that vanished after a moment.  The creature giggled to herself, then turned to face the crowd of entranced Defenders.


“Well, what are you waiting for, dearies?  Come closer!” she greeted, as if she had just prepared a meal for her guests rather than committing a cold-blooded murder in front of them.

Gato moaned softly, feeling a wave of arousal rush through her body as she and her entranced companions drew closer to the Digimon on the throne.  It was like there was an invisible, but palpable field of energy tingling every inch of her body.  She gasped and shivered, feeling the fur of her inner thighs grow damp with her honey.  Beside her, she was vaguely aware of Vee’s penis beginning to slide out of its sheath.  A thick, pink rod of flesh pushed out of the sapphire-scaled pouch.  Gato was almost aware of the rest of the captured Defenders moaning and shivering beside her, but as soon as the thoughts emerged, the Collar around her neck wiped them away.


“Ah, it seems you’re all feeling my Arousal Field.  Good.  This is a delicious little passive power of mine.  Anyone who comes within fifty feet of my person will find themselves becoming uncontrollably… horny,” said the creature with a soft, lustful purr.  She stood up and sauntered down from the throne, clearly savoring the moans and gasps of the entranced crowd.


“I am Succubimon.  I am your new eternal mistress.  You are my new slaves,” said the Digimon.  To the hypnotized Defenders, her words were the truth.  Their old lives as heroes and peacekeepers dropped away, leaving them with nothing but obedience to their mistress.


“We are your slaves…” Gato mumbled mindlessly, hearing her fellow slaves echo her words.  Her big eyes glowed faint red and were half-lidded and glassy as she swayed on her feet.


“My Black Collars have sapped away your free will and forced you into a deep hypnotic trance.  I control you, body and mind.  Make no mistake though, even IF you could somehow remove them, I have vast mind control powers.  You can’t escape me.  You belong to me,” bragged Succubimon, giving an annoying tittering laugh.


“We can’t escape.  We belong to you…” repeated the slaves in a monotone.


“Good…  Now…  You four there.  Step forward and tell me your names,” commanded Succubimon, pointing at Gato and three others.


“…Gato…” the feline droned emotionlessly, gasping softly as her arousal grew as she drew closer to Succubimon.  She heard voices that she recognized in the back of her mind as Biyo, Pal, and Rena mumbling their names.


“My, my, my…  Aren’t you all CUTE!” Succubimon remarked.  Rena’s yellow fur bristled in instinctive annoyance at being called “cute.”


“…But frankly, you won’t do as slaves as you are.  You see...  In order for you to serve me properly, I’m going to have to give you a little gift.  This might feel a little odd…” Succubimon said with an almost feral grin.  She reached out and placed the clawed tip of her finger on Gato’s forehead.


The feline let out a yowl as a sensation like pins and needles spread through her body.  The digital cat was vaguely aware that Succubimon was hacking into her program, rewriting her code.  She cried out in discomfort as her entire body trembled under Succubimon’s touch.  Suddenly, the pins-and-needles began to focus in one particular part of her body: her loins.


The fur above Gato’s vagina began to ripple and shift, turning to a wireframe image momentarily.  She moaned and yowled as the fur suddenly bulged out slightly, and an opening formed on top of the lump.  The discomfort turned to pleasure and Gato moaned again as the bulge swelled up, blood rushing into it.  A moment later, a bulbous pink shape pushed out of it.  It took Gato’s entranced and slightly traumatized mind a minute to recognize her new appendage for what it was.   Her newly formed penis rose slowly into the air, growing longer and more rigid with every passing heartbeat.  In less than a minute, what was once featureless fur had become a diamond-hard ten-inch cock.  Under the head of her shaft were rows of little barbs, resembling that of a normal feline’s, but the overall shape was humanoid.  The sheath melded seamlessly into her original anatomy.


If Gato had been conscious and able to think on her own, she might have questioned her sanity.  Thankfully, her trance cushioned the psychological blow; making it seem as if it were happening to someone else.  She mewled weakly and panted in the aftermath of her transformation.  Unfamiliar and powerful sensations rushed through her body as her cock throbbed and pulsed.


Beside her, she heard similar moans coming from her companions.  One by one, Succubimon pressed her fingertip against Biyo, Rena, and Pal’s foreheads, rewriting their programs similar to Gato.  Within a minute, the other girls possessed throbbing erections of their own.  From between Biyo’s legs, an eight-inch rod of jet-black flesh rose from a pink-feathered sheath.  The bird cooed softly, shivering with arousal.  Rena stared straight ahead, the collar around her neck glowing.  A massive fifteen-inch cock pulsed against her stomach, the tip resting just slightly below her fuzzy breasts.  Pal rounded out the group with a green-colored rod, nine inches long.  What was unique about the flower’s “stem” was that incredibly thick and sticky pale-green sap dripped and spurted from the tip constantly.  The plantgirl barely seemed to notice as her new member bounced up and down with her heartbeat, pumping spurt after spurt of gooey opaque sap onto the stone floor in front of her.


Somewhere deep in Gato’s mind, there was a tiny part untouched by the Black Collar’s spell.  She watched her friends and remembered the fact that every Digimon species had a different unique sexual attribute meant to increase pleasure or assist in the mating process.  She knew her feline barbs and powerful orgasms were attributes of the Gato species, and she guessed that Pal’s constant spurting was part of her species.


“Ah, there we go.  Much better, isn’t that?” Succubimon asked, licking her lips lustfully.  The four entranced Digimon nodded their heads slowly.


“Yes, Mistress…” the four female Defenders mumbled quietly.  Suddenly, a grating high-pitched voice interrupted Succubimon as she was about to speak.


“Uh, Succu-Boss?  I hate ta break it to ya…” the voice said hesitantly.  Succubimon looked up to see a strange creature.


It was what can only be described as a head with wings and talon-like feet.  The creature’s yellow eyes glowed and its fanged mouth seemed to be formed in a permanent grin.  The bat-like creature wore a mask with a skull symbol on the forehead.


“DemiDevimon, I TOLD you NEVER to bother me when I’m about to start an orgy,” Succubimon growled, sounding rather miffed.  DemiDevimon sweatdropped nervously.


“B-But, Boss…  We didn’t capture ALL of the Defenders…” the bat said, wincing in anticipation of the explosion to come.  In one moment, Succubimon’s demeanor went from lustful and seductive to outraged and irritated.


“WHAT DID YOU SAY?!!!” she screeched, her voice echoing off the marble columns, sending many of her Floramon and Gazimon slaves running for cover.  DemiDevimon shook his head (an odd movement when one’s head IS one’s body), and took a deep breath.


“I was watchin’ the images recorded by the Black Collars.  They didn’t capture all o’ the Defenders.  Leomon wasn’t at the headquarters, and a buncha them made it to some kinda vault that the Collars couldn’t get into,” DemiDevimon explained.  Succubimon’s crimson eyes went wide and she clenched her fists.


“What?!  We didn’t get Leomon?!!” she asked.  DemiDevimon looked around exaggeratedly, before turning back to Succubimon.


“Yeah, there’s an eight-foot tall LION standing entranced in this crowd of four-foot tall guys and you didn’t see ‘im,” he said sarcastically, “According to the data we managed to hack from the Defender’s databanks, Leomon has been there only once in the past ten months.  He’s always out at the other bases.”


“Watch your tone, DemiDevimon…” Succubimon said with cold venom.  She took a deep breath, calming herself.  When she next spoke, the harshness was gone from her voice and she had returned to a lustful purr.


“…That’s alright… The Collars are already subjugating the North and South Server Continent bases and the next batch is on its way to the East and West Folder Continent bases.  After that, there are only smaller bases and outposts scattered around.  We’ll get Leomon eventually… and by the time the Defenders raise their defenses, it’ll be too late for them to do anything about it,” Succubimon said, sighing. 


“What about the ones that get to shelter like the ones at File Island?  I mean, according to the records, only a couple of Officers made it and the rest were newbies and novices…” DemiDevimon said.


“They can’t remain in shelter forever and they’ll want to save their friends.  We’ll be waiting,” the demoness replied frankly.  She looked up at DemiDevimon and glared at him.


“Now get out of here.  I wish to enjoy my new slaves,” she ordered.  DemiDevimon scoffed and fluttered away.


“…Hrmph.  It’s not MY fault my species reproduces asexually and I don’t have genitalia.  Stupid sex-crazed slut…” he grumbled under his breath.  Suddenly, a black fireball seared by his temple, slamming into a column next to him, melting the marble.  He sweatdropped as he realized JUST how close to deletion he was.


“…I HEARD THAT,” Succubimon growled.  DemiDevimon flew away at top speed, not wishing to enrage his boss further.  Succubimon took a deep breath, calming herself once more, and turned back to her new slaves.  The crowd of Digimon stared blankly ahead, not seeming to have noticed even a word of the conversation.


“I suppose all of you are wondering WHY I have enslaved you and am in the process of doing the same to all of your friends…” she said, knowing full well they weren’t wondering anything of the sort… or thinking of much of anything at all in their trances.  Like most evil Digimon, it seemed to be programmed into her to brag about her intentions.


“You see, as my name implies, I am a bit of a vampire… I absorb lust energy from the atmosphere around me.  The more Digimon who are aroused around me, the more powerful I become.  Then there is the fact that most of my powers revolve around inducing lust in others and controlling their minds… which makes it a bit of a vicious circle,” explained Succubimon, “With the Black Collars, I can both take out the Defenders, the biggest threat to my rule, and increase my powers at the same time…”


Seeing the mindless Defenders were less than interested at her plans for world domination, Succubimon sighed heavily, looking slightly dejected.


“…Aw, who am I kidding?  Bragging isn’t as fun when your audience doesn’t care.  Let’s just get down to business,” she grumbling.  She snapped her fingers and her assorted slaves around the edges of the room suddenly scrambled out, leaving their mistress alone with the large group of Digimon.


Succubimon grinned as she watched the myriad penises of the males (and the four females in front of her) throb and twitch.  The females in the group had the fur, feathers, scales, and skin of their inner thighs soaked through with their nectar.  The Digimon closest to Succubimon were positively panting with arousal, her Arousal Field leaving them desperate for relief and release.  The demoness purred softly, feeling her nipples grow as hard as diamonds, her inner thighs drenched.  Succubimon was blessed and cursed with a permanently hyperactive libido.  She was ALWAYS horny no matter how many times she found release.  Luckily, she had hundreds of mind-controlled and sometimes even willing servants to serve her every beck and call. 


The feline-like creature smirked, her eyes picking out the Digimon she wanted to take first.  Nodding to herself, Succubimon spoke up.


“Okay.  You, you, you, you, and you.  Gather around me,” ordered Succubimon, pointing to Gato, Agu, Vee, Rena, and Guil. The Digimon obeyed, mumbling her command quietly, moaning as the Arousal Field got more intense closer to her.  The demoness climbed into her throne and pressed a button on the arm.  The throne whirred suddenly and it suddenly shifted as hidden gears began to work, reclining back.  Succubimon grinned wide and spread her legs, revealing her fuzzy cleft to the five Digimon.


“…Renamon, press your cock into me and begin pumping.  Gato, come up to my mouth.  You, dinosaur,” she said, pointing at Agu, “and you, dragon,” she pointed at Vee, “ come up to my sides.  As for you, lizard, stick your member into Rena,” Succubimon commanded Guil.


“…We obey…” the four Digimon droned, slowly climbing up onto the throne, their shafts seeming to lead the way.  Gato clambered up to a small platform beside the throne, seeming to be made specifically for this purpose. She sat down, her member sticking out, right at the perfect height for Succubimon’s mouth.  The demoness grinned and stuck her tongue out and lapped at the tip, making Gato jump in surprise at the jolt of pleasure it created.  Agu and Vee clambered onto similar platforms on either side of Succubimon, and she wrapped her fuzzy hands around their engorged shafts, slowly stroking them.   Rena obediently moved up between Succubimon’s legs, slowly pressing the tip of her cock into her mistress’ cleft.  Ever the warrior, Rena didn’t make a noise as she pressed the meaty length inside the delightfully warm and tight tunnel, but Succubimon could sense the pleasure the fox was feeling.  Rena huffed quietly as she slowly rocked her hips back and forth, working her way into the vise-like grip, finally hilting inside after a minute.  She then lifted her big, bushy tail, revealing her glistening muff to Guil.  The red-scaled lizard leaned in, sniffing at her in an almost feral manner.  He growled, arching his hips to reveal a ridged crimson shaft, almost thirteen inches long.  With almost no hesitation, he buried each and every inch into Rena’s tight cleft, making her cry out in joy!

“As for the rest of you…  Go at it with whoever is closest to you.   …Well?  What are you waiting for?!” she said to the rest of the Digimon.  The formerly still crowd suddenly burst into action, males grabbing females, females pouncing males, females going after each other, and males mounting other males.  The collars compelled each and every one of the Defenders to obey their mistress, beginning a massive orgy.


Hawk slowly pressed his shaft deep into Biyo, groaning as each and every inch of his length slid into her incredibly tight muff.  The pink-feathered avian moaned softly, her inner walls spasming around him, her jet-black shaft resting against her soft stomach.  Pal moved up to them, staring dully ahead.  Her green shaft dripped wetly, the green semen oozing from the fat helmet as she pressed it against Biyo’s beak.  The bird obediently accepted it into her mouth, moaning as the shaft bounced off her tongue.  Pal’s cock had a strange feeling to it; it wasn’t hot like flesh, but cool and smooth.  Her gooey sap dripped against Biyo’s tongue, and the avian’s entranced mind recognized the sweet flavor of apples in the liquid.  Biyo began to slowly suckle on the shaft, gulping down mouthful after mouthful of Pal’s cum, even as she pumped her hips back against Hawk.

Rena finally gave a moan of pleasure as her massive shaft slid in and out of Succubimon.  Despite just having taken the Mojyamon’s penis, almost half again as large as Rena’s, the cat-like demoness was exceedingly tight.  The fox’s hips pumped quickly and efficiently, moving just like the martial artist she was, no wasted movement.  The vixen could feel Succubimon’s hard clitoris grinding against her shaft with every thrust, making the woman shiver in delight.  Rena shivered as she felt wetness drip down the fur of her inner thigh.  Her ample breasts bounced with every thrust, her hard, rosy nipples showing through the thick fur.  Behind her, Guil growled and huffed like an animal as his hips slapped against her.  Most Digimon’s penises were semi-humanoid in shape, consisting of a helmet-shaped head, a shaft, a sheath or slit, and in males, a sack.  Guil’s cock, however was shaped differently, with a strangely wide and pointed head, giving it the appearance of a spear.  It was dark red and heavily veined, with rows of little bumps down the shaft designed to bring pleasure to his partner.  Now, this ridged length slammed into Rena’s tight muff, the ridges rubbing along her sensitive walls!  His arms wrapped around her waist as he thrust hard and fast, his grapefruit-sized testes slapping against her with every thrust!!!

Gato, on the other side of the throne, shivered as she felt Succubimon take the head of her penis into her mouth.  She felt the demon’s long tongue wrap around her shaft, almost yanking it further into her throat.  The feline’s barbs swelled slightly as her arousal built, extending further from her shaft with every bob of Succubimon’s head.  Gato’s paws lay limp at her side, but her tail thrashed around as the cat/bat Digimon swirled her tongue around each and every inch of her flesh.  Strange and powerful sensations coursed through the young kitten from her new organ, leaving Gato shivering and moaning in joy.  

Vee and Agu both were in the process of getting what amounted to the best handjobs of their lives.  Succubimon’s hands were covered in the softest fur either of them had ever felt, and it slid up and down their hard flesh.  She started by gently fondling Vee’s incredibly large and heavy sack, feeling his full testicles.  Then her hand delicately wrapped around the throbbing, pulsing ten-inch length, sliding up and down.  On the other side, she rubbed her palm into the head of Agu’s eleven inches.  He groaned, feeling his cock twitch at the touch, closing his eyes lazily.  Succubimon gasped as she felt something odd; Agu’s cock seemed to be heating up as she stroked and squeezed him.  Agu moaned as his species’ sexual attribute kicked in, his penis growing unnaturally hot in her grip.

Hawk moaned as he suddenly buried himself to the hilt inside Biyo.  His cock began to pulse powerfully as his body trembled in orgasmic pleasure… but not a single drop of semen erupted from his tip.  Like all males in his species, Hawk had multiple dry orgasms before a final ejaculation.  The more climaxes he had, the more he would spurt when the time came.  Biyo moaned in pleasure as she felt his shaft rippling inside her, but all that spurted from his tip was a sticky burst of precum.  His feathery sack swelled visibly as he panted in the aftermath of his orgasm, beginning to pump again.  The sharp impacts of his hips caused Biyo’s penis to bounce off her downy stomach, and she moaned in delight as an incredibly sticky dribble of pre splashed against her chest.

In contrast to Hawk’s dry orgasms, Pal’s cock was a literal gusher, sending spurt after spurt after dribble of thick, gooey sap into Biyo’s beak, but was not climaxing.  Pal shivered in pleasure, stroking Biyo’s curled forefeather as she felt her cool sap boiling up her length and out into the bird’s mouth.  Biyo, for her part, licked and suckled at the strangely cool rod, feeling it bounce off her tongue.  Some of Pal’s green spunk dripped down her chin and onto her chest.  Biyo moaned around Pal, sending little vibrations down her length.  The bird’s shaft pulsed against her stomach, a thick dribble of her precum leaking from the tip onto her feathers.  She wrapped her wing around the rod of black flesh, beginning to stroke in time with Hawk’s thrusts.

“Mmm…  Yesssss…  I can taste your lust…  So goooooood!” moaned Succubimon, “Give into the pleasure…  Give me everything you have…” 


She took Gato’s cock back into her mouth, taking the entire length deep into her throat!  Gato’s glassy, glowing red eyes went wide in bliss and shock at the sensation.  She arched her back, her rump tensing, her inner walls spasming.


“N-Nnyahhhh…  G-G-Give into th-the p-pleasurrrrrre!  O-Obey…” Gato moaned as her collar glowed, enforcing her obedience.  The small feline’s paws laid limp at her sides, but her tail thrashed back and forth hard, showing the immense pleasure she felt.  Her prespunk gushed from her tip, splashing the back of Succubimon’s throat as she whimpered in ecstasy.  The cat was in the grip of a pleasure far beyond anything she had ever felt, sensations unfamiliar to her coursing through her body.  

The feline began to tremble from head to toe, her cock pulsing and twitching.  She felt a strangely pleasurable ache rush up her length, then a sudden rushing sensation.  In the next moment, she let out a high-pitched yowl as her penis began to gush thick, gooey semen from the tip!   Gato’s inner walls spasmed more powerfully than ever before as the single most intense orgasm she had ever experienced ripped through her!!!  Succubimon’s cheeks ballooned out with the force of Gato’s spray; thick, white liquid spurted out of the corners of her mouth and running down her chin!  The demoness began to gulp loudly and desperately, trying to keep up with Gato’s climax!

Echoing Gato’s cry of joy, Rena buried herself to the hilt inside Succubimon’s cleft.  With a shudder that shook her entire body, Rena felt her shaft begin to pulse hard and fast.  At the base of her cock, a bulge suddenly swelled out, growing large and wide, locking her inside Succubimon.  She groaned as her shaft rippled, pumping thick, gooey cum into the demoness.  Her inner walls spasmed and clenched around Guil, milking his ridged length, squeezing his large tip.   Rena leaned forward as instinct drove her to rock her hips in time with her gushes, driving each creamy rope of spunk deep into the other woman.  Her knot formed a perfect seal, preventing even a single drop of her semen to escape from within Succubimon’s tunnel.


Guil growled, his tail whipping back and forth like a dog’s.  He pounded into Rena several more times, the force of his thrusts shaking her body.  When he felt her inner walls begin to spasm around him, growing hotter and wetter, he gave a roar and buried himself to the hilt inside the foxgirl.  Snarling, he arched his hips hard, beginning to pump his own cum deep into the vixen.  He easily overflowed Rena within a few seconds and his spunk began to run down her inner thighs in thick creamy streams.   His semen wasn’t white, but instead a shade of bright red, similar to his scales.  He suddenly pulled free of Rena with a sharp jerk of his hips, beginning to thrust against the cheeks of her rump, launching thick streams of crimson cream over her back, splattering her fur.

Agu soon joined Guil in climax, giving a quiet grunt as his shaft began to shudder and jerk in Succubimon’s grip.  Sticky orange spunk blasted from his tip, splashing against Succubimon’s right breast, soaking into the grey fur.  Succubimon gasped in pleasure as she felt her skin tingle, the semen so hot that steam rose off of it.  Agu’s hips thrust into her hand, his shaft mimicking a volcanic eruption, sending blasts of molten-hot spunk the color of lava over his Mistress’s fur. Agu growled and grunted, shoving his hips forward as each spurt boiled up his length, drenching Succubimon’s chest.

If Succubimon thought Gato’s orgasm was massive, she hadn’t seen anything yet.  Later on, she could swear the room shook as Vee’s hips began to thrust hard, his massive sack swaying back and forth.  His cock pulsed hard in her grip, before thick, blue semen gushed from the tip… and kept gushing… and KEPT GUSHING!!!


As Digimon were living, sentient computer programs, the laws of biology and sometimes even the laws of physics did not apply to them. Male Veemon proved this, as they were able to produce mass volumes of semen upon orgasm, far more than their tiny forms should have been physically able to produce.

Vee was no exception, spraying almost a cup of spunk with the very first spurt, splattering Succubimon’s chest with cerulean cum.  His second gush was even larger, his body trembling as a long, large stream of semen erupted from his length!  Succubimon’s eyes went wide in shock as the little blue dragon thrust hard into her hand, moaning in ecstasy, sending literal pints of spunk over her!


Beside them, Hawk’s body trembled in its fourth dry orgasm, his shaft throbbing and pulsing inside Biyo.  Her inner walls seemed to constrict tighter around him with every thrust of his hips.  He moaned and shivered, thrusting faster and harder.  His heavy, feathery sack slapped against her rump with every buck of her hips.  With a loud squawk, he buried himself within Biyo once more, moaning as his final climax ripped through him.  His swollen sack clenched, pumping all the collected spunk up his length and into the female bird.  His hips thrust in time with his orgasm, and he nuzzled into her feathers, grunting in pleasure.

This set off a chain reaction, causing Biyo to let out a cry of ecstasy that sounded like birdsong.  The pink-feathered bird arched her back hard as her black shaft began to pulse and ripple.  Hot, gooey pink semen spurted hard from the tip of her shaft, spraying high into the air.  Biyo’s cum was thicker than the thickest glue, splattering Hawk’s feathers with immense force.  Her inner walls clenched and spasmed around him, milking the boy for every drop of his spunk.  Crying and shivering, she wrapped her wings around him involuntarily as she thrust her shaft into the soft feathers of his stomach, sending thick ropes into his feathers.
 
Buried to the hilt in her beak, Biyo’s cries of joy sent vibrations down Pal’s shaft.  The plant-girl began to tremble from head to toe, her raspy voice giving a long moan of ecstasy.  Her spurts of sticky sap suddenly intensified, making poor Biyo’s cheeks bulge out with the amount.  Pal’s hips thrust hard, her cock jerking and twitching as it pumped sticky bursts of apple-flavored cum into Biyo’s beak.  The bird swallowed desperately, trying to keep up with the flow, but most of the green sap dribbled down her chin onto her flat chest, soaking into her feathers.  Pal stroked her clitoris in time with her orgasm, feeling her female nectar dripping down the green skin of her inner thighs.  Pal’s eyes shut tight as she trembled in ecstasy.


“Gather around me!  SOAK ME!!!” cried Succubimon, her own orgasm ripping through her with the force of a freight train.  Compelled by their mistress’ command, the Digimon pulled free from each other, gathering around the demoness.  Almost in unison, they took their shafts into paws, stroking in time with their gushes.  Incredible sprays of multicolored fluid drenched Succubimon from all sides in literal gallons.  She moaned like a complete slut and thrust her hips into the air lewdly, rubbing the thick, sticky cream into her fur.  The entranced Digimon echoed her moans, their glassy eyes staring dully ahead.

One by one, each of the Defenders’ orgasms came to a close.  They dropped to their knees or onto their backs, unable to support their own weight as the afterglow set in.  Succubimon sighed, her powerful and incessant libido satisfied for the moment. 


She looked up and smiled as she saw the ninety Defenders covered in each other’s semen.  The demoness smirked, clapping her hands three times.  A large group of her slaves, mostly Gazimon and Floramon came into the throne room and bowed down to her.  Succubimon adjusted her visor, grinning.

“Get our ‘guests’ clean, and take them to their new homes…  I’m sure we’re all going to enjoy having them among us…” Succubimon purred, gently stroking Gato’s ears.  

“Yes, Mistress…” a Floramon murmured.  The slave Digimon each led a group of Defenders out of the room.  A Gazimon led Gato and a few others out of the room.  The Defenders obediently followed, their eyes dull and glassy as their members and clefts dripped wetly.


“*Siiiigh…  Does the Mistress HAVE to do that with every new group of slaves she gets?  It’s a MASSIVE pain in my fuzzy butt to clean spunk off the walls every day.  Especially in that amount!” the Gazimon griped, his voice low and raspy.  He was a cat-rabbit Digimon, tall, with shaggy fur, long ears, clawed paws, and a shaggy tail wrapped with a series of small leather belts.  He grumbled, leading the group of Digimon down a winding series of corridors.  Apparently, he had done this many times before, because he seemed disinterested, ignoring the entranced Defenders behind him, instead focused on growling and complaining to himself.

The Gazimon sighed, gesturing to a row of empty rooms down a hallway, the steel doors open wide.  The Defenders stopped behind him, awaiting a command, their collars controlling them.

“Okay, slaves.  Welcome to your new homes.  Go in, sit down and wait for your new mistress to call ya,” Gazimon grumbled.  One by one the group of Defenders filed into their rooms.  However, as Gato passed Gazimon, his golden eyes fell upon her.

Gazimon let out a loud gasp as she passed, stunned at the sight of her.  Her pristine white fur (admittedly matted down with multicolored semen), her perfect, large eyes, her slim but lithe form…  He felt something flutter inside his chest, a rushing sensation deep in his stomach, a tingling in his loins.  He couldn’t take his eyes off of her…

Until Gato walked into the room, and the door slid shut automatically behind her, locking tight.  Gazimon scrabbled at the handle, trying to open it again so that he could see her, but the door remained closed tight.  After pounding on it for several minutes, drawing annoyed and confused stares from his fellow slave Digimon, Gazimon reluctantly walked away from the door.

His eyes narrowed as he wandered off to go back to his duties.  Already, he was planning how he would see the girl again…

*****

The File Island Defenders’ emergency shelter was a dark and dreary room, large enough to provide shelter and supplies for upwards of 200 Digimon for upwards of a month.  Only thirty now occupied the large room, the survivors of the Black Collars’ attack.  The shelter was designed with only the bare essentials for survival, collapsible cots to sleep on, a supply room with food dispensers designed to only give out meager rations, a bathroom, and a technology workbench and console.  Also in the corner of the room was an absolute last resort for if the shelter were breached, an Emergency Data Transfer.  The EDT was designed to convert a Digimon into binary code, then transmit the code instantly across vast distances, and then reconstitute the code back into the Digimon.  If the shelter were breached, the EDT could be used to evacuate to another Defenders’ base or to another safe location.


Morale was at a definite low as a cloud of gloom seemed to hover around the ceiling of the bunker.  Many Digimon were napping on cots, consoling each other, or wandering around listlessly.  Gabu was one of the latter, wandering down the aisles as he wondered what he was going to do.   The wolf sighed heavily, burying his face in his palms, hoping Agu was safe. 


“Gabu!” a high voice called.  He looked up from his despair to see Pata flying towards him.  The flying mouse landed in front of him and put his paws on his hips, his light-blue eyes narrowed in a glare.


“We gotta go save Gato!” he said, his young voice filled with anger.  Pata was the youngest ranked member of the Defenders at only ten cycles old, but he had proved himself both skilled and loyal.  Gabu knew that Pata was Gato’s second boyfriend, and they had very deep feelings for one another.


“We don’t know where she, Agu, or the others are…” Gabu said indolently, “They could be anywhere.  You watched on the security monitors…  They entered some kind of portal.”


“Yeah, and that’s why we’ll just start LOOKING for them!” Pata growled angrily, “We gotta contact the other Defenders!  We gotta save ‘em!” 


“Pata’s right, Gabu…  We can’t just sit here and mope around.  You know Agu would take on hundreds of enemies to get to you, so you gotta do the same for him,” a voice broke into the conversation.  Pata and Gabu turned to see Goma standing there, looking as serious as either of them had ever seen.  Goma normally had a jocular, joking personality, but now he was all business.  The wolf blinked a little, frowning.


“…What should we do?” Gabu asked.  Goma gave a snort, shaking his head.


“Don’t ask me!  In case you forgot, Gabu, you’re the ranking Defender.  You tell US what we should do!” the seal replied with a shrug and the tiniest hint of a smirk.  Gabu blinked momentarily, and then nodded.


“…Yeah… Okay…  We’re going to boot up the EDT.  Communications are down, so we need to investigate the other Defenders’ bases to see if they’ve been attacked too…  At best, we need to warn them and get their assistance if they haven’t… at worst we need to search for other survivors,” Gabu said after a moment of thought.  Goma and Pata grinned as they saw a determined spark come into the wolf Digimon’s eye.


“Sirs!  We want to help too!” a squeaky voice broke in.  The three Digimon turned to see Terrier and Lop standing there.  Lop looked determined, while Terrier had a rather sulky expression.  Gabu blinked in surprise.


“…And you are…?” he asked, not recognizing the two.


“I’m Lopmon and this is my brother Terriermon…  You’ve been training us for weeks, sir…” Lop said, looking rather dejected that his superior officer didn’t recognize him.  Terrier grumbled.


“Oh, right, right!” Gabu said, clearly still not recognizing them, but trying to cover, “Thank you, but I’m afraid the two of you don’t even have a rank yet...  For your safety, I can’t let the two of you go with us.”


“See, I toldja!  He doesn’t want our help!” Terrier grumbled at his brother.  Lop’s paw flashed out so fast that Gabu could barely see it, and slapped Terrier upside the back of his head.


“AHEM…  That’s true, sir, but we’ve been training for weeks for stuff just like this!  We BOTH…” here Lop glared at his twin, “…want to help in any way we can.”


“Gabu, I don’t think we’re in any position to turn down any help we can get,” Goma said bluntly.  Pata nodded his head in agreement, looking at the two cubs.  The twins were even younger than him, maybe only six or seven cycles old.

“You’re right… again.  All right.  We’ve gotta get going.  Our first stop is the Server Continent base…  After that, we’ll start looking for the others…” Gabu said, stepping up to the EDT pad. 


“I’ll stay behind and coordinate things from here…  Especially since you might need an emergency exit available…” Goma said, stepping up to the console, activating it.


“You sure about that?” Gabu asked.  Goma gave a sheepish smirk, shaking his head.


“Yeah.  I know what I can do, and I’m better at support than at scouting or combat.  I’ll stick around here and make sure the newbies don’t do anything stupid,” Goma said, activating the Emergency Data Transfer.  Gabu gave a nod to Goma, his eyes determined.


There was a blinding flash of light, and they were gone…

To Be Continued…

