Chapter Four
Was this hell?
Frisk had never really been one for religion but they knew of Dante and his rings. One of those was lust, a realm for people who were enthralled by flesh and carnal desires. That’s how this place below the Earth felt.
Perhaps they had died during the fall. Didn’t that make more sense? No one could possibly survive a tumble like that and who would really believe that there was somehow a bed of flowers capable of cushioning their impact.
Maybe it was just better to give in, to join Chara in their bliss.
They looked at the other human, seeing the way that they were currently bouncing upon Asriel’s cock. This poor creature seemed far too happy with their lot in life, desperately riding their owner with a pleased, nearly braindead glee.
Maybe that wasn’t so bad?
See… you deserve to be in this ring of hell? What sound-minded individual would look at something like that and think that it was a good way to live life?
Frisk gritted their teeth and pressed a palm into their forehead. Why was their brain just adding onto their baggage, making all of this so much more terrible to think about and endure. This was unfair, they hadn’t asked for this.
“Hey!” Asriel barked.
Frisk yanked their hand away from their face and looked back at the duo, like he’d instructed them to do.
Asriel chuckled and winked at them. “Can’t have you trying to hide from me now. I like looking at your pretty face too much.”
He looked right at them as he kept pumping into Chara. They had been at it for awhile now, yet he hadn’t seemed to succumb to bliss just yet.
Frisk glanced down at their own crotch, seeing the way that their lips glistened. Wasn’t that a funny development? It was like their body was ahead of their brain, making this decision for them as if it knew long before their intelligent mind had come to the realization.
They didn’t want to be caught, however, so they quickly looked back up.
These two bodies crashed into one another, heavy and lustful. The beast gripped his human tightly, holding onto them with his sharp claws. No blood had been drawn but it wouldn’t take much effort for a mistake to happen.
Why are you still fighting him? Just let him have his fun.
Maybe it was time to just give in.
[hr]
Asriel snarled as he bottomed out inside of Chara. Why was this so difficult? He never got like this, never had an issue performing before. There was something about this hole which just didn’t feel right, this time around. He needed something different, something new.
He glanced at Frisk, feeling this intense hunger brewing inside of him.
Hadn’t he promised to wait until they surrendered? Yes… but he was horny and they seemed just the fit to help him with sating his ravenous desire.
Asriel gripped Chara’s shoulder and flung them to the side. He didn’t care where they landed though a part of him was pleased to see them thud upon the sofa at the very least. A strand of fluids erupted from them, pre and their pleasure plastering the cushions as they crashed into place.
He breathed in through his nose, picking up on the scent of lust and fornication. It clouded his mind, meddled with his less than sound judgement.
His gaze fell upon Frisk and he could see that understanding within their gaze. They knew what was about to happen and that just spurred him on that much more. He got to his feet and approached them, lumbering over with his heavy cock bobbing in the air in front of him.
Frisk attempted to scurry back though there was nowhere for them to really go. This room was locked and even if they escaped there was no little chance that they would get away from him for very long. When that reality finally dawned on them, they went rigid, sighing and looking at him with this pitiful understanding.
Asriel reached down and grabbed their hips, yanking them upwards. Their carnal features were already so wet and he forced his nose against them as he drew in a deep breath. A smell that was so foreign greeted him, filling his mind and activating every single neuron in his body. It was like he’d just consumed the very essence of ecstasy, feeling utterly in tune with the world.
He would remember this scent, remember it for a good long while. It was his scent to claim and do with as he pleased.
“Please,” Frisk whispered.
Asriel flung them over his shoulder, handling their weight with ease. He lumbered over to the bed and tossed them upon it as if they were nothing more than a bag of produce. This was an object, a thing he would use to finally get off. Unlike that useless creature who was lounging on the couch. 
Perhaps it was time to discard them and consider an upgrade?
Frisk attempted to kick at him, aiming a leg at a fairly fragile part of his personhood. He caught their leg, however, and used it to roll them over, onto their belly. Instead, he lifted them up, bringing his anatomy roughly in line with their lower lips.
“Before you ask…” Asriel grinned. “Feel free to cum.” He gently patted them on their hip. “I want your first time to feel special, you know?”
Frisk wasn’t given a chance to reply as he pushed forwards, forcing his way into their body. The tip of his pulsing erection met some resistance but he just kept pushing, inching his way inside of them, little by little. He worked his hips, pumping in these fretful little strides. This was much like conquering Chara, a slow battle fought for inch after lethargic inch. It wouldn’t be wise nor pleasurable to rush things in that regard.
Frisk whimpered against the penetration.
“Be thankful that you’re wet,” Asriel groaned. “Chara wasn’t so fortunate the first time.”
He started to buck his hips, slowly working his way into their cunt. Their hole was slowly adapting to the penetration, accepting him inside a little further and a little easier with each motion of his hips. They were so tight, cradling his erection. It was like he was fucking a sleeve which had been purposefully prepared for this purpose.
It was painful to admit but this was what he needed. Chara was fine but this was so many times better than fucking them. These walls clenched around him and the body this hole was attached to shuddered as he forced his way inside. This wasn’t something he could experience with Chara anymore. That pain, that pleasure, it was… nostalgic, in a terrible way.
“Please,” Frisk whimpered.
“Harder?” Asriel asked.
Frisk gasped. “No!”
Well too bad.
Asriel pumped more forcefully into them, digging his claws into their flesh for leverage. He scratched their skin, leaving shallow red lines behind. It seemed that he was succumbing to his animalism, feeling that fire and fury brewing in the back of his mind. A part of him craved blood and pain and all those things that would signify their debasement.
Spittle flew from his tightly clenched teeth and his core cried out for relief. Yet, he denied his libido that sort of sudden satisfaction. He wanted to work for it and enjoy himself fully.
The dull thuds of their bodies coming together were present upon the air, his flesh clapping against their own. He moaned and groaned, feeling his nuts clench. The humans made their own sounds, letting out these hollow and desperate sobs.
He supposed these first times could be overstimulating for those who were not prepared for them. A pity, all things considered.
As Asriel looked over at Chara, he saw them gawking. They seemed impressed by the sight, biting their lip and resting their hands within their lap.
“You can play with yourself,” Asriel grunted. “Even if you failed to get me off.”
Chara nodded and quickly got to work, rubbing at their lower lips. His pre wasn’t as good as the real thing but they still made sure to push it into their hole. Good on them for not wasting so much as a singular drop of his royal essence.
“Please,” Frisk wept.
Asriel reached out and grabbed the back of their head, forcing it into the sheets. He knew that he was suffocating them but he hardly cared. If they couldn’t act right then they might as well go limp and let him have his fun unimpeded.
At the very least, their body reacted just the way he wanted. Their lips clenched tightly around his shaft, milking him so divinely as he worked his way inside. They even shuddered when he neared the base, getting to the very edge of his knot.
He couldn’t wait to see how they reacted when he forced that thing inside of them. It was going to be delicious.
“Fuck, this feels so good,” Asriel groaned, steeling himself as he just kept thrusting away. Sure, this toy wasn’t nearly as energetic as Chara but their inexperience was good in its own right. It was something new, something fresh and exciting to experience. “Can’t wait to knock you up.”
He yanked back on Frisk’s mane and tore them away from the sheets. They immediately wolfed down air, sobbing and begging for mercy all the while. This only emboldened Asriel, making him want to really delve into their misery. There wouldn’t be too many times where he got to enjoy something of the sorts, so he might as well take full advantage of it while he could.
“Whore,” Asriel grunted, bringing himself right to the start of his knot. “Look how wet you are. We both know that you want this.”
His words were as sharp as his actions, biting and cruel. That was part of the reason that he adored them so utterly.
He lingered there, motionless, so very close to pushing inside. It was a tease, giving them time to feel his presence that far inside of them. Their demeanour said one thing but it was hard to argue with those walls clenching down around him. This slut wanted him even if they didn’t know it yet.
Though who could blame them? Everyone wanted Asriel. He knew it, this human knew it, and the whole fucking kingdom knew it. He was the Angel damned Prince of Monsterkind and there wasn’t a soul alive who would dare even think about denying him.
Instead of drawing back, he kept pushing forwards, forcing that knot against their hole. His progress was slow, agonizing, taking his time working his way into them. And it seemed to be working, little by little. It was delicious getting them like this, downright delicious.
He grunted and gripped them so very tightly. They whimpered and cried out which made him realize that he had cut into them by accident, digging his claws in just a little too tightly. It was fine, he could mend them, he could heal their wounds.
At least… the physical ones.
Right now, his pleasure was far more important than their silly health.
There was a mighty popping sound as he suddenly lurched forwards, burying himself deep inside of their soaking wet cunt. His eyes widened and body went rigid as this bolt of euphoric heat crept through every fibre of his being. He lingered there, feeling them flexing against him, feeling his own pleasure mounting in turn.
“They’re better than you,” Asriel growled, sparing a look in Chara’s general direction. “You could learn a thing or two from them.”
Was it mean to say that? Yes. Was it satisfying to see their bratty confidence rocked so utterly? Also… yes.
Once Frisk stopped milking him, he started to ease back, slowly, pulling out of them nice and slow. The extraction was a little smoother than the initial penetration, giving him space to start plapping away at their folds once again.
“Fuck,” Asriel whispered.
That tension in his core was so very hot, nearly too much to bear. How could any sane monster hope to contend with something like this? It was hard to ward off his desires, hard to make this last as long as it reasonably could.
He once more picked up the pace, fucking into them. His motions were brutish and hungry, slamming into their body with no thought spared for their wellbeing, let alone their pleasure.
At the very least, they had stopped crying, making these pitiful little whimpering sounds instead. It disgusted him but he hardly cared. If the pussy was good than what else did he honestly have to think about? 
Their feelings? Their comfort?
Don’t make me laugh. 
It was his duty to make humans pay for the crimes they had committed against them. After all, this was nothing compared to the pain of denying them the surface and the sun and the warmth of…
Maybe not the time or place to fall down that specific train of thought. Thoughts like those weren’t very conducive to his raging hard-on.
He shook his head and focused on his hips. His endurance was flagging, rapidly fading. He couldn’t keep this up much longer. He could already feel this sluggish lethargy brewing within his core. Before long, his tempo had slowed, reduced to these sporadic and powerful, yet increasingly desperate thrusts.
Until finally he slammed all the way down to the very hilt. He squeezed them tightly as he did so, groaning something fierce. His balls clenched and he felt his knot flare. How would the human react to that organ getting even thicker than before?
Apparently by whimpering even more. This fucking pathetic species disgusted him. They were barely worth his time.
Regardless, there was no stopping the inevitable. He spasmed and twitched amongst their folds, shooting his seed deep inside of them. Rope after rope of the stuff filled them, coming quickly and coming hard. In the end, it was so plentiful that it even came gushing back out, overwhelming their hole and spraying against his lap.
“Fuck,” Asriel groaned, bleating in bliss.
He drew back and pumped forwards again, desperate for even a little more penetration. It was hard work, feeling himself grinding against their tightly clenched inner walls. Their natural lubricant could only do so much, achieving little in helping ease him along.
Yet, as he worked through his load, filling them with his seed, he started to feel his endurance flagging. In the end, he returned back to the very base, linking them together with that intimate knot of his. With the moment passed, he started to collect himself.
The first thing he noticed were those miserable noises which were coming from Frisk. They sniffled and sobbed, sounding like a broken fragment of humanity who was sprawled out before him. A part of him felt bad, rushing things like that. But in the end, they were human, they deserved this and so much worse.
What he did feel bad about was the damage to their body. There were numerous scratches and bruises upon their flesh, a roadmap of purples and aggravated reds. It looked so ugly and he despised the fact that he had damaged their attractiveness.
It was an easy enough fix, however, as he touched a hand to their belly, to the place where his fertility was brewing. His life essence was just below the skin, sloshing around inside of them.
They twitched at the contact, trying to pull away from him. Not that they could really do so with that knot keeping them linked together as it did.
A green energy materialized within his fingers, pushing mana into their flesh and ebbing outwards throughout their body. The contact was warm and it started to erase the various marks, leaving their body as pristine as he had found it. Thankfully, none of his wounds had been deep enough to even come close to scaring.
“That was so hot,” Chara said.
Asriel scoffed and looked towards them. It looked like they had just came. Though he could hardly bring himself to care as he was very much experiencing his own post-nut clarity. Instead, he thudded upon the bed and laid next to his new concubine.
He didn’t hold them because they didn’t deserve to be held. Things that cried and sobbed while being used were things that were hardly worth his attention. Perhaps in time they would earn the right for something like that though Asriel wasn’t counting on that happening any time soon.
Chara had taken months and this one seemed even more stubborn than them.
Instead, he lifted his hand and condescendingly patted them on the pelvis. “Welcome to the underground, dear.”
