Kris smacked against the wall. The picture frames upon it quaked as they threatened to fall to the floor below. It was much like themself as their knees practically almost buckled underneath them.
They were kept upright as they felt large lips against their own, panting and hungry as they meld together and tangoed tongues with the monster in front of them. White fur pressed against their tanned flesh, sharp claws danced upon their fragile skin, and a long tongue battled with their blunted human equivalent. It was exotic, it was wrong, it was everything that they had been told not to want.
Yet, they couldn’t stop themself from accepting Asriel like this.
They clung to his plaid shirt, holding his large body against their own. They grinded their smaller petite frame against him, wanting him to feel just how much they wanted him right now. He was so big, so strong, yet he was still reserved, letting them lead and dictate this little game.
Kris drew in a breath through their nose, feeling their heart hammer.
He smelled so familiar, like their bedroom used to when they had lived together so many years ago. They couldn’t help but pull away from the kiss, burying their face into his shirt and drawing in a breath instead. There was just something about his scent which was nostalgic, precious, something they knew that they wanted to cling to and hold onto with all their being.
“Kris?” Asriel teased.
Kris groaned. “Just need a second.”
Asriel didn’t rush them because of course he didn’t rush them. He had always been so patient with them. Instead, he reached behind their head and gently petted their hair, running those large fingers of his through their locks.
Kris enjoyed the smell for a few more moments before drawing back and leaning forwards, locking lips with Asriel once again. Their mouths became one, unified as they ventured forth and explored one and another’s being.
Asriel was definitely more defensive, clearly cautious of his size, allowing Kris to set the rhythm and take the lead. Perhaps it was something that he had learned from Chara and Frisk.
Kris reached forward and toyed with the top most button on his shirt. They fumbled with it but managed to pop it open, feeling the plain white undershirt below. Asriel let out this tiny growl as Kris moved onto the next button, toying with it as well.
Asriel suddenly pulled away from the wall, bringing Kris along with him. They couldn’t see where they were going but they knew their apartment. He was leading them towards their bedroom.
The two of them fumbled with one another’s bodies, fiddling with buttons and clothing. They kept kissing as they did so, holding onto one another. The only breaks in their passion were brief diversions as they lost shirts and accessories, removing pants, shoes, and whatever other attire remained.
Kris lost track of time, barely realizing that they were in the bedroom until they were finally there. They were only made aware of the fact as Asriel suddenly pushed them away, practically flinging them onto the bed.
It was hard to focus through the haze of endorphins toying with Kris’ mind. They looked down at themself and saw that they were as naked as the day they’d been born, devoid of any attire. Their erection was rock hard, standing as tall and proud as they were able to get it.
Asriel was also completely nude with a body that Kris couldn’t help but shiver at the sight of. He was sturdy, well built, with strong arms and a plush core. His cock was also starting to ease forth, not quite full mast but at least fully exposed from the sheathe which protected it.
Yet, he looked indecisive, biting his lip and looking off to the side. “Is this wrong?”
“Probably,” Kris replied, laying back and running a hand through their hair. The moment’s pause gave them time to think, to react, to properly appraise if they were doing the right thing. “Do you… do you want to stop?”
A pause.
“No,” Asriel admitted.
He clambered upon the bed and towered above Kris, looking down at them. There was this anxiousness about him but Kris didn’t mind. They very much felt the same way, honestly, feeling this swarm of frantic butterflies swirling around within their stomach.
Kris reached forward and touched the blonde stubble upon his cheek, brushing their fingers through it. This seemed to spur him into action as he finally started to lean forwards, pressing his lips against their own. The two of them became one, intimate in their sinful union.
Their hands came forward as they pawed at Asriel, holding him. At the same time, one of Asriel’s paws pressed down upon their breast, feeling it beneath his fingers. He toyed with their sensitive little teat, ushering forth a frantic moan which bubbled forth from the very back of their throat.
Kris trailed a hand further down, trying their best to reach lower upon his body. Yet, he was a large monster, making it difficult to find the proper angle of attack. A shame, all things considered.
Thankfully, Asriel seemed to take the hint, drawing away from the kiss. He inched higher, placing his chest before Kris’ face. This brought their crotches roughly in line as there was soon something hot and slick brushing against their girth.
As they looked down, they saw that Asriel’s cock was pressing against their own. They decided to play ball, grinding against him as well. These first few motions were especially clumsy, sporadic and difficult to properly time. Yet, there was something sinful about touching cocks with their older brother.
“Kris,” Asriel groaned.
Kris buried their face into his shoulder, breathing him in. “Yes?”
“I want you,” Asriel whispered.
“Then do something about it,” Kris jeered, grinning. “I’m right here, onii-chan.”
Asriel groaned at that but it didn’t make him stop. He just kept grinding into them, bumping his anatomy against their own. The two of them were frotting, in a way, if being a little clumsy about it. And little by little, Asriel was making his reputation known as the big brother.
When Kris caught a glance of his erection. They could see this impressive pink organ protruding from below the waist. It was thick and large with a speared head and a burgeoning knot lingering down near the base. It was so mighty compared to Kris’ own.
“Azzy,” Kris groaned.
Asriel pushed himself up, resting upon his knees. He towered above his younger sibling, looking nervous but in complete control. He reached down and took both of their erections within his large hand, stroking at them.
It was so warm within his grip, his fur getting stained by both of their pre. It was like getting jerked off by felt, so soft. The tenderness of it was enough to make Kris gasp and groan, shivering upon the bed. This was a downright divine sensation.
“Fuck!” they yelped.
Asriel slowed down. “Too much?”
Kris shook their head, gripping the sheets below. “Keep going.” They whimpered, on the edge of going mad with desire. It was so hard to articulate themself when they were this pent up. “Please.”
Asriel nodded and kept stroking away, being firm with his grasp. His erection was white hot, pulsing against Kris’ own. The look on his face was equally divine, his brow knitted as he seemed deep in thought. It was obvious that he loved this just as much as the human.
“Kris,” Asriel said, swallowing. “Can I…”
“Can you?” Kris asked, gasping as their cock twitched against his own. They grinned at him. “Come on, use your words.”
“Fuck you,” Asriel growled.
Kris winked at him. “Go for it.”
This made Asriel pause as he looked down at them as if not believing the sincerity of their remarks. It was kind of cute to see the concern in his eyes. Were those last nagging little voices of a conscience telling him that this was wrong?
Kris once had those voices too. Though they were long gone after enough lotion and tissues expended.
Asriel looked off to the side and then around the room as if trying to spot something. Kris was already well ahead of him as they reached out and opened a drawer upon the bedside table. Just one of the many places they had squirreled away lube as they grabbed a half-used bottle and offered it to Asriel.
Asriel took it and snapped it open, easing back and getting off of Kris completely. “Could you lift up your legs for me?”
Kris did just that, exposing their rump to him. They watched as Asriel loudly popped open the cap on the bottle. Though he once more looked around helplessly. If they had to guess, lube probably didn’t go well with that thick shag fur which covered his hands.
Which made them roll their eyes as they beaconed towards him. “Hand me the bottle before you make a mess.”
Asriel handed it over and Kris instead poured a generous amount of the stuff onto two of their fingers. These were maybe as thick as the tip of his cock but it was woefully hard to tell, considering how much Asriel’s organ twitched and spasmed, looking so very eager to breed.
He at least grabbed Kris’ ankles, holding their legs up for them. 
This allowed them to reach down and press those same two fingers against their backdoor. There was a bit of pressure, some resistance to the mere concept of penetration. Yet, those fingers slipped inside soon enough, causing them to gasp as they clenched around their digits. They fingered their hole, spreading that slickness around inside themself. It was a pleasant enough sensation, making them shiver as their fingers brushed against their prostate.
Asriel watched attentively, gawking at the sight. It was adorable to see how needy he seemed, how desperate he had become for this. He was panting for breath, hungry and lustful. His cock shuddered and a bead of something pearly and white oozed from the very tip. He held out his hand and Kris handed him the lube.
They kept fingering themselves, watching as he poured a generous amount of the stuff onto his cock. He then wrapped his fingers around his girth and started to stroke, working it into his erection. A deep note of pleasure rumbled forth from him as he did so with this hungry look infecting his gaze. There was even a dollop of predatory saliva which dripped from his lips, landing upon Kris’ chest in a heavy bead.
Kris pulled their fingers out, wiping them off upon the sheets. This was their little secret that they hid from Noelle and Susie. They then grabbed their legs, holding them up while they waited for their brother to finish getting himself ready.
Asriel stroked his erection for a little longer, not stopping until the whole organ was practically sparkling with lube. Once finished, he then clambered over them, aligning his cock with their tight little hole. He grinned as he probed at it, so close to slipping inside.
“Ready?” he asked.
Kris laughed at that. “Nah, I just fingered myself for the fun of it.”
“It did look pretty fun,” Asriel ribbed, sticking out his tongue.
“It was pretty fun,” Kris admitted, reaching forth and booping him on the tip of his snout with their clean hand. “But this seems like it would be more fun.”
Asriel seemed to accept this as he started to ease forwards, pressing against Kris’ backdoor. Slowly, inch by inch, he managed to advance into them, pressing that speared tip inside with a certain degree of caution. He groaned under his breath as he did so, letting out this shrill bleating sound as he pushed forward.
Kris’ eyes widened. “Holy shit.”
“You didn’t hear anything!” Asriel whined.
Kris had certainly heard something. Though they didn’t say a thing, instead focusing on his presence inside of them. They reached down and fondled their own erection, taking it within their hand and playfully stroking it. The sensation felt nice as this gentle moan lifted free from their lips.
Asriel groaned and started to pump inside, rearing back before thrusting forwards. His pace was slow, purposeful, taking his time with using them. Ever so often, he would pause and pour a little more lube onto his cock. It was much appreciated as this was so much thicker than most of the things that Kris had experience with.
He was even larger than Susie’s girthy strap.
“Fuck,” Kris groaned.
Asriel moaned, nodding quickly in agreement.
He braced his arm upon the sheets, holding himself steady. At this point, he was nearly all the way down to the base, taking things right to the brink of his burgeoning knot. Though instead of pushing this inside, he started to buck his hips, easing back before plapping forwards with every inch above that especially pesky girth.
“Let me know….” Asriel shivered, cooing. “Let me know if this starts to hurt, okay?”
Kris nodded quickly, biting down on their other hand. They didn’t know why they were trying to hide their moans. Maybe it was a reflex to being in this position. It wasn’t like mom was around to overhear them all the way in Homecity.
Asriel scoffed. “Cute.”
“Shut the fuck up,” Kris groaned.
“I’ll do no such thing,” Asriel growled, gripping the sheets. It wouldn’t surprise Kris if he had poked a hole through them with how tense his grip was. “Fuck, you’re tight.”
Kris looked off to the side, burning something fierce. There was no denying that this was completely and absolutely true. But who could honestly blame them? Noelle was a handful and an absolute bottom, leaving little room for…
They gasped loudly, feeling a bundle inside of them pop with an ecstatic energy.
“Oh, so that’s where your prostate is!” Asriel beamed, grinning with a wolfish glee. He reared back and eased forwards again, brushing against that pesky bundle oh so carefully. It was obvious that he took pleasure in finding it. “Golly! Isn’t that useful to know.”
Kris was ready for it this time but they still moaned, feeling their back arc away from the sheets. Little by little, their body was growing accustomed to the sheer scale of his penetration. 
“Should call you a gyro,” Asriel chided.
Kris blinked. Their vision swam due to how good this felt. “H-huh?”
“Because you’re…” Asriel reared back, pumping forwards to the very edge of his knot. It was one jerking and deep motion, knocking another moan free from Kris’ lips. “You’re stuffed full of goat meat.”
Kris cackled between their rampant moans, feeling their composure rapidly fraying. There was this warmth in their core, this burning fire. It was tantalizing, beaconing them closer, beseeching them to lose themself to the depravity of the moment.
Asriel slipped his hands away from the sheets and instead grabbed their flanks, digging his claws into them. He growled and huffed, puffing as he started to pick up the pace. He was now a monster on a mission, desiring to use this little human for all they were worth.
He started to pump forwards, forcing his way inside. His movements became far more regular, predictable, plapping away at their hole with no hint of reservation. Each of his motions was met by a deep guttural grunt as he forced his way inside. Spittle flew from his clenched teeth as he seemed so very beastlike.
Yet, he never used that knot, always stopping just shy of that fateful point. It was both a threat and a promise, warning and teasing them at the exact same time. This was going to go inside of them and that was final.
Kris reached out and placed a hand upon his cheek, running their fingers through the white fur and blonde scruff upon it. They tried to lean forwards and go in for a kiss but it was hard to do so from this angle. Thankfully, Asriel seemed to take a little mercy on them as he leaned closer and kissed them himself.
It started as a gentle peck but quickly deepened. Asriel’s tongue forced its way into their mouth and his grip tensed. All the while, he kept on using their hole.
Any illusion that they were equal had been cast to the wayside. They were now an object of pleasure, something to be exploited.
Kris stroked themself so very quickly at the thought of that, groaning and moaning as the fire in their core continued to mount. The kiss certainly wasn’t helping with that as their back lifted away from the sheets and these muted chirping notes slipped free from the back of their throat.
“Fuck,” Asriel groaned as he pulled away.
He eased back and looked down at the human, grinning at them. “You’re so fucking hot.”
“So are you,” Kris teased, sticking out their tongue at him.
“Must be genetic,” Asriel replied, smirking. “Guess I’m finally queer enough to compete with my little sibling, huh?”
He took in a breath and collected himself. With care, he slowly drew back before pumping forwards rather forcefully. Then he did so a second time and then a third for good measure. Each of these thrusts brought him all the way down from the very tip of his cock to the start of his knot. These movements seemed more rhythmic and forceful as he started to properly dog their hole.
“Fuck,” Asriel groaned.
“Fuck,” Kris moaned in agreement.
The sounds of sex punctuated the air, becoming heavy and lustful. They were joined by the overwhelming smells of fluids, sweat, and the fruity lubricant. This sinful tango was becoming an assault upon all of their senses as Asriel monopolized Kris’ senses of smell, sight, hearing, taste, and of course, touch. He became their world, total and absolute.
“Close,” Kris groaned.
Asriel nodded quickly, closing his eyes. “Can I…” His sentence faltered, a blush entering his complexion instead.
Now wasn’t that an interesting response.
“Can you what?” Kris asked.
“Can I knot you!” Asriel bleeted.
Kris grinned. “I’d be pretty upset if…” 
They didn’t get a chance to finish that sentence as Asriel chose that exact moment to force his way inside, not stopping even as the knot started to grow thicker. He forced his entire girth inside of them, pushing harder and harder until there was this loud popping sound as he finally slurped into place against their ass.
Kris gasped loudly, feeling their eyes bulge.
Asriel gasped, bah-ing at the top of his lungs. His cock twitched and Kris soon felt something thick and warm inside of them. Strand after strand of his virile spunk flew forth, flooding Kris’ hole and plastering their guts. It had been ages since they’d been with a cis guy. It was nice to feel something so plentiful after so long without it.
They watched as Asriel batted their hand aside and instead grabbed their cock, jerking them off himself. 
Kris focused on themself, feeling that warmth growing. They needed their bro, dancing so close to the edge. It was frustrating, being there and unable to actually tip over the edge.
“Come on, lil sib,” Asriel breathed, his voice a dark whisper against their ear. “Cum for big bro.”
Kris’ eyes widened. And their cock twitched as they finally slipped over the edge and plunged into the waters of bliss. They groaned as their erection quivered with their seed spilling over the head, being far feebler than the supernova which had been Asriel’s orgasm.
Yet, they shot their own little ropes, spilling their seed over his quaking knuckles. They felt their rump clench around him and another spasm of their feeble orgasm dribbled pathetically onto their brother’s fingers.
Asriel huffed and fell to the side, pulling Kris along with him. He was still wedged deep inside, that thick knot keeping them linked together. Kris didn’t know what to do in this situation but they had a feeling that it would be a bit before they were given the freedom to move once again.
“That was…” Kris whispered.
Asriel scoffed. “Everything you hoped it would be?”
“Yeah,” Kris said.
Asriel brought his hand over to his mouth and licked his fingers clean.
“Freak,” Kris jeered.
Asriel scoffed. “Okay, brotherfucker.”
“You’re also a siblingfucker!” Kris yelped, yanking their hand back and instead elbowing him in the ribs. “Don’t act like you’re better than me.”
Asriel grunted. “Freak.”
“You’re the freak,” Kris shot back, scrunching their nose as they looked up at him.
The two of them were silent, looking so serious about this. Then Asriel started to snicker, burying his face into the top of Kris’ hair. And as his demeanor cracked, Kris couldn’t stop themself from joining in, giggling as well.
“We’re fucked,’ Kris groaned.
Asriel nodded. “Absolutely.”
[hr]
Kris groaned as they lifted their hips into the air, feeling themself tip over the edge. Their seed came forth in two hot pulses of lust, heavy and pleasurable as they coated their fingers in a nearly translucent sticky sheen.
Their vision was spotty, blossoming with light. That felt amazing.
Azzy can never find out about this… no one can ever find out about this. 
These fantasies with Asriel were just that.  A sickness which they could never express.
Kris looked at the way their seed glistened upon their fingers, forming thin webs of depravity. As they looked towards their bedside table, they saw that their box of tissues was empty.
Motherfucker…
Their gaze settled upon their fingers, trying to figure out how to deal with this new mess.
…
They quickly popped their fingers into their mouth, suckling them clean.
[hr]
“Fuck!” Asriel snarled, thrusting upwards so very harshly. He watched as the tip of his cock shuddered and his seed shot forth. It launched high into the air, ascending until gravity had its way and pulled it back down upon his naked legs. His knot flared, desperate for a hole to fill as a second and third string came forth, bubbling over the tip in a far feebler fashion. “F-fuck.”
You’re a freak jerking it to Kris. What would they say if they knew about this? They’d probably hate you and then tell mom and then she’d hate you.
It just wasn’t worth it.
Asriel reached to the side and plucked a tissue out of his box, using it to clean off his shaft.
“Yo Azzy!” Chara called from the neighbouring room.  “Frisk is nearly here. Are you done cranking hog to your little sibling? Because I’d really like some help getting this place ready for our date.”
Asriel bleated as he snapped forwards into a sitting position. “How the fuck do you know about that?”
Chara cackled. “Lucky guess!” Then a pause. “Freak.”
