Chara groaned as they started to awake, flinching as a bead of the unrelenting morning light crawled in through the windows of their chamber. It peaked in from between the break in the curtain and drew their attention to the clock on their bedside table, seeing that it was only a few minutes past eight in the morning.
Early, far too early.
Yet, it was a workday and workdays sadly required otherwise tardy humans to be punctual.
A loud snore, coming from behind, made them sigh, glancing over their shoulder at their companion.
Now, if only certain monsters would get the memo as well.
Chara turned over, facing their boyfriend and looking at his sleeping disposition. Even they had to admit that he looked cute in the morning, so peaceful and happy. His large floppy ears were so fuzzy, his snout covered by the barest bristle of blonde, and his shaggy mane had one of the worst cases of bedhead imaginable, only being beaten by the messy coat which covered his cheeks.
Still being cute would not save him from the cold reality of it being time for him to wake up.
“Azzy, wake up,” Chara said, keeping their voice low, at least for now.
Asriel brow creased but his response came in the form of a lazy little snore.
“Oh, my fucking Angel,” Chara grumbled, bonking their head against his shoulder. “Please make this easy for once in your stupid life.”
“Two more hours,” Asriel murmured, smacking his lips together.
Chara scoffed and lifted a brow. “Two more hours?”
Asriel nodded.
Chara bonked him again, a little harder this time. “I’ll blow you, if you wake up.”
Asriel smirked and cracked open one of his blurry eyes. “You’ll blow me anyways.” Then he shut it once again as he turned away from them. “Nice try though.”
“Don’t make me take drastic action,” Chara huffed.
Asriel smirked. “Go for it.”
Chara looked at him, knowing for certain that he was awake. No one could possibly sleep talk that coherently. “Asshole.”
“Your asshole,” Asriel teased.
Chara sighed and rested a hand upon his shoulder. “Don’t say that I didn’t warn you.”
Asriel’s eyes snapped open. “Wait…”
Chara smirked, knowing for a fact that it was too late, far too late to stop themself. They dipped forwards and sunk their teeth into his shoulder, sharply biting into his flesh. Even through all the fur and hide, their teeth still found purchase, snapping into his skin quite sharply.
“Fuck!” Asriel yelped.
Chara snickered as they drew back. “Oh hey, look who’s awake!”
“Why did you do that?” Asriel growled, sitting up and glaring down at them. “Jerk.”
“Your jerk,” Chara teased as they batted their lashes at him.
“Why do I even put up with you?” Asriel bemoaned, thudding back down amongst his pillows. He rubbed his temples between his forefinger and thumb, trying to massage the sleep out of his eyes. “You’re the worst.”
“Because you’re an absolute dork who fell helplessly in love with me,” Chara teased, propping themself up upon one of their arms.
Asriel rolled onto his side and turned to face Chara. He reached out with a powerful arm, using it to pull them in close. He was so much larger than them, easily an extra two feet with a whole wall of powerful flesh attached to his impressive frame. His hand alone covered almost the entire real estate of their belly as he touched it, stroking at it with his claws.
He carefully flipped them over, forcing them to be the little spoon as he cuddled them from behind.
“And what do you have in mind?” Chara chided, rolling their eyes.
Though they felt it soon enough as Asriel ground his hips against them, ensuring that they could feel the noticeable present that lingered under his belt. Much like the rest of him, this organ was sizeable, powerful and impressive. It was also so hot, radiating all of the heat that seemed to be contained within his body and channeling it into this one spot.
Chara sighed. “And what makes you think that we have time for that?” They didn’t pull away, however, merely letting him grind in place. “It’s already past eight and you know that mom wants us to be ready for nine.”
Asriel scoffed. “Because we always have time.”
His hands trailed down, moving along their belly. The tip of two claws prodded at their sex, stroking it. He let out an amused little snort as he soon discovered just how wet they were.
Chara flushed, feeling their natural moisture as well. It was plentiful, soaking into the fur of their lover’s fingertips. “You’re insatiable.”
“And you’re just as bad,” Asriel teased, pressing his snout into their rich brown hair before taking in a nice long deep breath. “It’s why we make such a good team.”
“Maybe I’m not in the mood,” Chara teased. Yet they knew, just as much as him, that this wasn’t the case. Like he said, they were in sync… a perfect match… an ideal team. “Maybe I’ll make you wait until we’ve finished with…”
They were cut off by a sharp moan as Asriel carefully pushed just the tip of one finger into them, carefully easing his way inside.
Chara flushed, feeling a fresh ration of rosy red flood into their otherwise pale cheeks.
“Were you saying something?” Asriel teased. His cock pulsed against their back, a bead of something pearly oozing from the very tip and dripping upon their flesh. “It seemed like you were about to say something.”
Chara shivered. “Don’t you dare.”
“You know maybe you were onto something Chara,” Asriel teased, kissing the top of their head. “Golly, maybe we should just stop what we’re doing and get ready for court. Surely, I can wait until the end of the day to fuck you.” He scoffed, shaking his head. “After all, what type of sex addicted freak would need a quickie first thing in the morning? To even suggest such a thing was foolish of me.”
He started to pump his finger into them, nice and slow, teasing them, taunting them with this meagre penetration.
Chara whined.
“What’s the matter, hun?” Asriel chided, toying with them using just his voice alone.
Chara shivered. “Don’t stop.”
“And why shouldn’t I?” Asriel asked, grinning. “Obviously, I’m the only one who needs to get off in the morning. And if I can go without, then surely…”
“I need this,” Chara whispered.
Asriel paused. Even though Chara couldn’t see his lips, they could still feel the wolfish smile which had now overcome him. It was carnivorous, just brimming with a bastardly glee as he exposed all of those razor-sharp teeth.
“What was that?” he asked.
Chara closed their eyes. “I… I need a morning quickie too.”
“Oh yeah?” Asriel asked. “How badly?”
“Fuck you,” Chara whined.
Asriel scoffed and stopped pumping his digit into them, instead letting it remain idle within their sex. He merely held them there, letting them feel his raw size, his closeness, his overwhelming warmth. Then, with an agonizing lethargy, he started to pull his finger out.
“Wait, wait, wait!” Chara yelped, clenching their hands into fists. They didn’t want to admit that they needed this, didn’t want to concede to him in the slightest. Yet, in the end, they sighed, knowing that it was the truth. “I… I need you to fuck me.”
“You do?” Asriel asked, purring as he spoke. “Shocker.”
“Shut up,” Chara huffed.
“Well, I guess I can’t let my sex obsessed partner be all needy for the entire day,” Asriel said, drawing back from them, if only a little. “I suppose I could make the sacrifice if you really needed me to help you out.”
“I hate you,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel smirked. “No, you don’t.”
He pulled his finger out of them and started to push himself up, clambering over top of them. There was a predatory glee lingering deep within his eyes, a mischievous smile etched onto his lips as he flashed all of those wonderfully sharp teeth that were inside of his mouth.
From this new vantage point, he was utterly over top of them, bracing his hands on either side of their head while pressing his knees into the quilt beside their legs. He leaned forwards and planted his lips against their neck, kissing them.
Chara gasped and reached out, resting one hand upon his shoulder while using the other to grasp a nice fistful of his mane.
“I think you should wear a scarf today,” Asriel teased.
Chara blinked. “Huh?”
His reasoning became apparent soon enough as he bit down upon their neck, digging his teeth into them, just enough to indent flesh. He suckled firmly, and for a good long while, pulling the flesh taut and surely leaving one hell of a lovebite behind. 
Chara absolutely adored it, gasping and shivering, pressing their body even tighter against his own.
“S-scarf it is,” they replied, their voice soft, barely a flutter upon the atmosphere of the room.
Asriel snorted and decided that one of these marks wasn’t enough as he traced his way across their throat before nipping at the other side as well. His eyes met theirs and he promptly dove in, lightly biting this side of it before suckling firmly, leaving what was surely a nearly identical welt behind.
Chara squirmed, squeezing him even tighter than before, digging their fingers into the solid wall of fur that was his back. Their body ground against his, almost instinctively. They could feel the way that his erection pulsed against them, dripping even more of his virile pre upon their stomach.
“Angel…” Asriel teased as he drew back, leering down at them as he smiled from ear to ear. “You look kind of cute when you’re all needy like this.”
“I’ll end you!” Chara hissed.
Asriel smirked. “No, you won’t.”
He finally drew back, lifting himself away from their body and perching himself upon the bed with just his knees. From this position, he utterly lorded over them, being so much taller and larger, a foreboding wall of a monster that seemed impossible to overcome.
Ever so carefully, he reached out, grasping their hips and lifting them up so that they were level with his erection. He pressed the organ against their belly, allowing them to appreciate the full size of it as it rested there. It was probably a solid foot in length with a speared tip, a ridged length, and a sizeable knot near the base. All of which came forth from a fuzzy sheathe which had parted to accommodate for this obtrusion.
This wasn’t the kind of thing that a human should be able to take. Hell, it wasn’t even a thing that a human should’ve been able to witness in the first place.
Yet…
Yet, Chara wasn’t like most humans, they had the power of determination and a hentai-based education on their side.
Asriel growled as he ground his hips forwards, continuing to rub his shaft against their belly. There was a perverse smile lingering upon his lips, the edges of it peeling back. It was a mix of predatory and cocky with a generous dose of arrogance in there for good measure. 
It was a look that Chara hated but one that they also adored.
His cock was already so slick and he spread this upon their belly, ensuring that he left a literal puddle of pre behind. It was like he was marking them, ensuring that they knew that they belonged to him. The smell of it was immediately noticeable, pungent as it came to dominate the venue, smelling like a mix of something earthy and salty ladened with hormones that meddled with their mind.
Chara glared at them, feeling themselves grow frustrated through the high. “I thought this was supposed to be a quickie.”
“Patience is a virtue, hun,” Asriel replied, winking at them. “Plus, it’s really cute to see you get all needy.”
Chara huffed and struck out with their left leg, kicking him in the side. Though their attempt at resistance fell flat as this didn’t seem to even phase Asriel, not so much as garnering a grunt from him at the impact. In fact, it only seemed to make his smile that much more devious in nature.
“Come on, Chara, you know how we get the things that we want,” Asriel teased.
Chara glared at them. “I’m not begging.”
“I’m not asking you to beg,” Asriel replied, continuing to grind against them. “I’m just asking you to ask me politely.”
“That’s just like begging,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel scoffed. “I think we learned drastically different lessons from mom growing up.”
Yet, even with this, he refused to stop grinding, pressing those hips into them again and again. His cock was so hot, so wet, just dripping with a desire to use them. And Chara wasn’t ignorant about how their own lower lips were absolutely soaked, desperate for use just as much as he was.
In the end, they sighed, looking off to the side and refusing to make eye contact. “Azzy, could you please…” They whispered the rest, their voice softer than even a murmur.
Asriel smirked and stopped, slowly drawing back. For a moment, it seemed that this concession would be enough as he rested the speared tip of his cock against their lower lips, prodding at them but not quite pushing inside. He was so, so, so close to giving them exactly what they wanted. All it would take would be one little action, one tiny movement forwards.
Yet, he lingered there.
“Azzy!” Chara yelped, trying to press their hips against the tip of his cock. “This isn’t funny!”
Asriel snorted, drawing back in order to deny them. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch the rest of your statement. You need to speak a little more clearly if you want something from me.”
His grip tensed, just a little, seizing their sides. He was just about ready to plunge inside, that much was obvious. All it would take would be that one magic word for everything to come crashing down. All they needed to do was…
“Please fuck me,” Chara repeated, a bit louder this time. The strength of their voice managed to make them blush. “Please.”
They couldn’t bear to look at him, not trusting themself. Yet, the moment grew longer, the silence almost suffocating in nature.
In the end, Asriel snorted as he nodded his head. “Gladly.”
And with that, he started to push inside, pressing into their pussy. At first, he only used the tip, that speared organ parting their walls as it inched forwards. Though soon the tip gave way to ridges which brushed against their inner walls, easing into them, one after another. Each of them felt so enticing in their own right, stimulating their sex in all sorts of interesting ways, each more divine and pleasurable than the last.
Chara grasped and reached out, tightly gripping the quilt. They dug their fingers into it as they shivered and quaked against their partner.
“God you’re soaking,” Asriel teased.
Chara whined, unsure if they could even trust themself to speak at this moment. Instead, they braced themself, holding onto the bed for dear life. They rocked their body against his larger counterpart, hating how just the first few inches managed to make them such a mess.
Why had biology made them such a size queen?
Asriel eased forwards a little more, feeding a couple more of those ridges into them with caution. After only a few, he then started to ease back. Instead, he bucked into them, pumping away again and again as he started to actually fuck their pussy. His pace was shallow and careful, taking his time and clearly not wanting to rush things.
“Fuck,” Chara whispered, closing their eyes. “F-fuck.”
Asriel reached out and placed one of his large paws overtop of their hand, giving it a squeeze. He started to buck a little harder, being aided by the abundant amount of natural lube which his pre and their cunt had produced. It wasn’t long before he had built up a respectable pace of his own, thrusting away and delving deeper and deeper with every one of his increasingly energetic strides.
Chara groaned and moaned, feeling themself being pressed into the sheets. Their entire being ached, craving him, desiring more and more of his pride. They wanted to be stuffed and filled and used by this monster, absolutely ruined.
“Such a good plaything,” Asriel murmured, his voice a breathy whisper. It was tainted by the edge of fatigue, the impending desire for release lingering deep within his voice. He was utterly in the zone and succumbing to his carnal desires, his beastliness coming through upon his increasingly husky voice, each syllable delivered like a growl. “Who do you belong to?”
Chara gasped as he pumped deeper still, venturing closer and closer to his knot. They already felt so full, so stuffed by their suitor. Yet, they only wanted more of him inside of them.
“Y-you,” they whispered.
“My toy to fuck,” Asriel growled, punctuating his statement by pounding even more forcefully into this hole. “My trophy to flaunt and show off.” He brushed his lips against their ear, whispering into it. “The perfect little jewel in my crown.”
Chara whined.
“Who does your pussy belong to?” Asriel asked, his voice betraying that he already knew the answer.
Chara gasped. “You!”
“Good human,” Asriel teased, nipping at them. “You’d do well not to forget your place. So, try and remember who makes you feel good.”
Chara was beyond words; the concept of language having fled them. Instead, they whimpered and groaned, nodding so frantically to his speech. They felt his ownership, appreciating it with every ridge that ground against their lower lips.
Asriel huffed and drew back, now plunging forwards without restraint. He fucked them with no hinderance, not even a whiff of reservation or mercy. The crude sounds of slurping and plapping were a constant companion, growing louder and louder, more visceral in nature.
There was heat inside of Chara, a fire that was positively brimming inside their belly. It broiled with fury, kindling away and threatening to spill over. 
“I’m going to try and get the knot inside,” Asriel whispered.
Chara nodded quickly.
Asriel’s pace started to slow, fading away with every passing moment. He slowly traded his speed for depth, grunting and growling as he worked his way inside. Inch by inch, he pushed further and further, retreading familiar terrain. Until finally, the edge of that familiar knot was nestled right against Chara’s lips, teasing their hole.
Chara gripped Asriel’s hand tightly and the quilt even tighter. They opened their eyes and looked up at him, surprised by what they saw. The feral dominance, the cocky arrogance… both were gone. Instead, his gaze was locked upon their face with an analytical care lingering deep within his eyes.
Was he… worried?
“We’ve done this before,” Chara whispered, snickering. “Like plenty of times.”
“It’s just…” Asriel idly rocked his hips. “It’s a whole lot of cock, Chara. I don’t want to hurt you.”
“And it’s my cock,” Chara teased.
Asriel looked confused and it seemed that there was a comment lingering upon the tip of his tongue. Yet, it didn’t have a chance to come forth as Chara ripped their hand away from the quilt and instead grasped the back of his neck, firmly squeezing his scruff. 
He bleated, looking surprised.
“I can take it,” Chara stated, grinning at him. “Now knot me, you freak.”
Asriel nodded and pushed forwards, pressing inside. He was still oddly cautious, remarkably careful, easing that knot forwards. The sudden thickness did prove a little difficult as Chara’s lower lips were a smidge uncooperative at accommodating it. Though slowly, they started to concede, allowing him to inch forwards, winning this battle nice and slow.
Until finally there was an audible slurp with him plunging all the way inside, clapping his hips firmly against their backside.
Chara gasped. “Fuck.”
It felt divine, utterly divine. There was no other way to really describe how nice they felt in this current moment, how utterly stuffed they’d become due to their partner’s cock. The two of them just lingered like that, frozen, locked together and unified as one.
“H-how much time do we have before court?” Asriel asked.
Chara glanced at the clock, sighing. “We need to get ready ASAP.”
Asriel nodded and reluctantly started to draw back, pulling that knot back out. Instead, he resumed thrusting, bouncing them along his shaft. He fucked them with only a meagre portion of his cock, denying them that sacred knot. Slowly, he built up his tempo, once more, growing faster and faster all the while.
The heat inside of Chara had caught, building in tandem. They could feel themself nearing the edge, the precipice of pleasure. Their hand squeezed his own while their gaze caught his. The two of them shared a shaky little smile as both of their breathing had now grown so laboured, feral, desperate, and ragged in quality.
“I’m close,” Asriel groaned.
Chara nodded. “S-same.”
Asriel dove forward, plapping away. Each of his thrusts fed into the warmth inside of Chara, turning it into proper flames. Soon, they were upon the brink, teetering there, ready to succumb to the alluring temptation of utter bliss.
A couple more thrusts, so desperate in quality, visceral and loud as flesh and coat clapped together. That was all it took before the dam finally burst.
Chara cried out, feeling themself plunge into the depths of pleasure. Their orgasm came hard and it came fast, their walls cradling tightly around him as their juices splashed against his person, soaking into the thick fur that lingered around the base.
“Fuck!” Asriel cried out in unison, bleating his pleasure.
He pressed all the way down to the edge of his knot, lingering there as his own orgasm twitched. A rupture of cum soon gushed forth, so potent and virile, launching forwards in an impressive strand of fertility. It was promptly followed by a second and third and…
Well, plenty more after, each coming in quick succession.
Chara had learned quickly that monsters were apparently virile creatures, able to breed quite effectively. Hell, it seemed that his orgasm was actually longer than their own, leaving one hell of a sticky mess behind. Their cunt and legs, and even the bedding below, were all covered in a sheen of raw depravity by the time that his euphoria had run its course.
Asriel’s chest rose and fell sharply as he wolfed down breath. His expression was haggard, exhausted even though they had literally just woken up. Yet, he also seemed to be in a state of nirvana, setting up his new home somewhere within the realm of cloud nine as he let out a shaky laugh of raw pleasure.
Chara felt the same way as that heat in their core gave way, being replaced with a euphoric warmth which seemed to permeate throughout their system. This was the afterglow, the moment where all of their problems faded away and were replaced with an almost omnipresent sensation of ‘good vibes’.
They closed their eyes and smacked their lips together. “Time for a nap.”
“Nope,” Asriel teased. “We have to go to court.”
“Can you cover for me?” Chara asked, trying to squirm back into the sheets.
Asriel scoffed. “Absolutely not.”
He drew back, pulling his cock out with an audible squelch. Soon an eruption of his seed gushed out, spilling along Chara’s flesh and draining upon the bedding below. The sensation made them shudder, feeling this stickiness upon their skin.
For good measure, he even slapped his cock against their cunt a couple of times, as if needing to further prove his ownership over them. It was a silly gesture but not as silly as how excited it made Chara feel, tingling at a little voice which lingered at the very back of their mind, telling them just how much they were owned. 
Chara smirked and opened their eyes, looking down at the mess that had been left behind. Absently, they touched the spot between their legs, collecting a generous amount of cum upon their fingers. They then popped them into their mouth as they suckled them clean.
It tasted… well it tasted like his cum but his cum just happened to be rather pleasant.
Asriel drew away and lumbered to his feet, cracking the stiffness out of his back. He huffed and made way over to their dresser. Instead of going for his clothing, however, he instead opened the top drawer which contained all of their more… risqué accessories.
He grabbed something and then turned around, holding a small black collar within his paw. It was made of a simple leather with no distinct features upon it, save for a single silvery loop upon the very front. There was a small golden locket affixed to it, a charm which was probably older than either of them.
“Oh, is that what’s happening today?” Chara teased, pushing themself out of bed. 
They groaned as they felt a slosh of fluids move around inside of them before it started to ooze out, succumbing to gravity. Their groaning intensified as they realized that there wasn’t any time for them to take a shower. 
“You think I’m going to wear that?” they scoffed, looking at Asriel.
Asriel smirked and rolled his eyes, not dignifying them with a verbal response. Instead, he merely jostled the accessory, causing the little charm to jingle, like a bell on a kitten’s collar.
Chara decided to placate him, coming over and crossing their arms in front of their chest. They tried their best to look displeased though even they knew that this fell flat.
“Just thought it might make Tuesday a little more interesting,” Asriel teased, moving around behind them. “Plus, it’ll help cover up all those nasty little welts that I left on your neck.”
Chara glanced towards a mirror, wincing as they saw the practical ocean of purples and blues which now covered both sides of their throat. It would take more than an inch of black leather to cover that up, far more than that. Still, it was a good start.
Asriel drew the collar around their throat, affixing it in the back. Even with such big hands, he was careful, ensuring that the material wasn’t too tight nor too loose, being just right as it settled against their skin. That one accessory… it filled Chara’s heart with all sorts of fun little emotions.
They caught themself biting their lip as they glanced at their reflection, catching a glimpse of the black against their pale skin. It accented the purples and blues so nicely.
“I suppose…” Chara sighed. “I suppose I can tolerate it for a day.”
“Tolerate is doing a lot of heavy lifting there,” Asriel teased.
“You’re lucky that you’re such a big teddy bear,” Chara ribbed, glaring at him in their reflection. “You know that, right?”
Asriel scoffed and placed a hand upon their shoulder, leaning in and giving them a kiss upon the cheek. “Love you.”
Chara scrunched their nose. “Love you too.”
“Anyways, get dressed and go find a scarf, I’m sure mom and dad are going to have a ton of work for us to do once we get to the office,” Asriel said, patting them on the shoulder before drawing away.
Chara nodded and opened their closet door, spotting a dozen identical robes inside. Yet, they still stopped to ponder which one of them they should wear.
[hr]
Toriel’s gaze narrowed as she sniffled purposefully at the air, looking from one of her children and to the other. “Really?”
Chara grinned nervously. “What are you talking about?”
Asriel was silent, offering the same nervous smile in response.
“Dear,” Toriel said, rolling her eyes as she affixed her human child with a cold look. “I am more than four centuries old, I have the nose of a wolf, and you two are nowhere near as smart as you think you are. Did neither of you consider taking a shower after you woke up and conducted your… business?”
Asriel groaned and buried his face into his hands.
“It was early in the morning?” Chara tried, looking at their mother sheepishly.
“I guess I shouldn’t be too surprised,” Toriel murmured, scoffing before looking at her son. “After all, it seems that you take after your father in that regard.”
“I don’t need to hear about this,” Asriel groaned as he made a show of covering his ears.
Toriel smirked. “And I didn’t want to smell it either. So, I think that makes us just about even. Wouldn’t you agree?”
Asriel simply nodded.
Chara hung their head and moved over to a coffee maker set up in the royal office, grabbing a mug and filling it with the pot. They then repeated the process, filling another mug before adding just a splash of cream and far too much sugar to it.
“Anyways,” Toriel went on, allowing her cold demeanour to slip. “There are a few reports that I’d like you two to look at while I’m busy handling court with your father. Nothing too important but I want a trusted pair of eyes to review things.”
“Of course, mom,” Asriel said, his voice gaining a bit of bravery, inching away from the shame of the moment. “We’d love to help.”
Chara returned with both mugs in hand, offering the creamy coffee to Asriel who accepted it. They then took a sip of the black one themself.
“It shouldn’t take you too long,” Toriel explained. “So, you’ll have a chance to take a shower sometime before you’re expected at court.” She looked over her children and offered a warm smile. “And Chara?”
Chara perked up. “Yeah?”
“There are some ice packs in the freezer,” Toriel said, allowing her smile to grow just a little more wolfish in quality.
Chara blinked. “Pardon?”
“While that is a very lovely scarf, you aren’t fooling anyone,” Toriel teased, moving towards the door. “It’s best to treat hickies as soon as possible, if you want the pain to abate.” 
Chara groaned and Asriel flushed bright red.
Toriel snickered and offered a wave. “You two have a good morning and wish me luck in court. We’re apparently dealing with quite the delicate situation between the denizens of Snowden and the Hot Springs this morning. Sounds like it’s going to be some pretty nasty business to sort out.”
“Good luck mom!” Asriel called.
Chara merely raised their mug in salute before taking another nice long sip of it.
The door closed behind Toriel, leaving the two of them alone. Neither of them talked as they focused on their respective work.
The office itself was pretty standard with only a couple nice desks with comfy chairs, a small kitchen nook, and a mountain of paperwork that needed doing. Thankfully, it seemed that only a couple of reports had been left behind upon Chara’s desk.
Chara went over and took a seat, placing their mug down next to the reports. Carefully, they flipped through the first one, feeling their eyes glaze over as they tried to comprehend the many metrics and complex figures that were being presented.
“Babe, just read the brief,” Asriel teased.
Chara glanced up and saw that his gaze was on the first page, scanning the summary. “You only read the brief?”
“Yeah, that’s where all the most important shit is,” Asriel replied, taking a sip of coffee. “Anything else is for the nerds like Alphys to worry about.”
Chara scoffed. “Someone isn’t taking their job very seriously.”
Asriel chuckled and shook his head.
Chara couldn’t fault him though, feeling their gaze drawn back towards the first page. Three paragraphs… three meagre and concise paragraphs were all it apparently took to summarize the nearly thirty pages which were in their hands. Surely, it couldn’t have been that simple, could it?
“And approved,” Asriel murmured, just audibly enough to be heard, using a red pen to strike a checkmark across the page.
Chara huffed. “Bullshit. You might’ve missed something.”
Asriel looked up at them and lifted a brow. “I didn’t.” He tapped a single finger against the document. “They want to install a hydroelectric dam along the river from the Hot Lands. At the estimated output it would power twice as many homes as Snowden has and it wouldn’t displace any monsters in the process. Along with that the ferryman and any ice blocks would still be able to navigate the river using a secondary canal that the project manager intends to install.” He smirked at them. “Do I really need to know more than that?”
“Then why are these so thick,” Chara whined.
“You think you’d be used to things being too thick,” Asriel teased, batting his lashes as he smiled with such catty glee.
Chara huffed and glared at him.
Asriel smirked right on back, gesturing to the document. “It’s because the nerds like to nerd at one another. They liked their numbers and graphs and I’m sure they’ll appreciate it when they get to review each other’s work.”
Chara sighed and instead flipped back to the first page of the document they’d been assigned to go over. It seemed that Undyne wanted to expand the royal guard by another four monsters in order to better patrol the Waterfalls because of increased use in recent years.
They blinked. “Why did this need to be like thirty pages long?”
Asriel shrugged. “Tell me about it.”
Chara reached for their scarf and took it off, placing it upon their desk. They knew that their neck was exposed but didn’t care as it was just the two of them in the room.
“You look cute in that collar by the way,” Asriel teased, striking off another red check. “You should wear it more often.”
Chara scoffed. “Maybe you should wear yours more often.”
“I don’t know, I don’t think that a collar looks nearly as good on fur,” Asriel teased, motioning to his own throat before gesturing to theirs. “Plus, they just look really good with those bruises and you can’t leave hickies nearly as well as I do.” He pursed his lips together as he gave those marks another look. “I hope they don’t hurt too bad by the way.”
“They’re manageable,” Chara replied, scanning through another brief and checking it off. “This feels like cheating.”
“Our parents used to do it all the time,” Asriel replied.
The conversation slipped away as Chara focused on their coffee instead, taking another sip. 
Brief after brief crossed their path, none of them seeming particularly disagreeable. In the end, the work didn’t seem nearly as cumbersome as it once had with the pile of accepted proposals being much larger than that of their rejected brethren.
All in all, it had only taken them about half an hour, at most, to get through their pile. Hell, it wasn’t even a two cup of coffee kind of job.
Leave it to monsters to actually have effective governance.
They looked up at Asriel, watching the way that he was chewing on the end of his pen. It seemed that whatever problem was on those pages was puzzling him, keeping him distracted from everything else.
Chara smirked and dropped their pen. “Whoops.”
Asriel grunted a response.
“Let me get that,” Chara teased, ducking underneath their desk.
There was no backing to either of the desks, meaning that it was a clear shot between them. They gave it a moment’s thought before they crawled over, snickering as they slipped underneath the hem of his attire.
Asriel sighed. “You’re insatiable.”
“Hey don’t blame me for finishing with my work quicker,” Chara chided, moving up the length of his legs. “Just focus on your work, I can take care of everything else from down here.”
Asriel scoffed though didn’t say anything, clearly getting back to his work as Chara could hear the sound of a pen checking off another document.
They smirked and found that there was no barrier between themself and Asriel, nothing to stop them from getting exactly what they wanted. His sheathe was front and centre with only the barest sliver of red poking out of it. This was their goal as they eased towards it, planting a line of gentle little kiss against the fur around it.
The scent was powerful, a musk which meddled with their mind. It was alluring, a mix of sweat and something deeply instinctual, taking anything that may have once been coherent and rapidly devolving into an utter mess within their grey matter. They didn’t know what it was about monsters but their smell just had a way of destroying their rationality.
The term cock-drunk came to what little of their mind remained.
“Fuck,” they whispered.
They drew down towards his heavy sack, pressing their nose right into it. Each orb was heavy, sizeable, easily filling up an entire hand if they chose to fondle them. Instead, they drew in a deep breath, getting his smell straight from the source.
Asriel took in a deep breath of his own though tried to hide it with a noisy sip of coffee.
Chara moved higher and planted tender little kisses around the edge of his sheathe, nipping and toying with it. At the same time, they reached up and fondled his sack, playing with his balls in the palm of their hand. They rolled the orbs around, toying with them, feeling how they were just brimming with a desire for release.
Slowly, he started to succumb to the treatment, letting out a deep rumbling moan. He reached down and placed a hand upon the back of their head, through his gown, giving their hair a firm pat. At the same time, his anatomy started to respond as that little sliver of red started to press outwards, parting his sheathe as it advanced.
Chara was there to greet it, grinning as they peppered this portion of his flesh with even more little kisses, slurping and suckling as it advanced further and further out. Inch by inch, it expanded, growing harder and increasingly more erect. It wasn’t long before it stood out in the open, pulsing in the middle of the air.
“Chara,” Asriel huffed.
“Yes,” Chara teased, reaching up and holding a single finger against the head of his cock. “Golly, you seem to have gotten pretty worked up, babe.”
“Don’t you golly me,” Asriel whined.
Chara smirked. “I’ll golly whoever I damn well please.”
They eased forwards and took the tip of his erection between their lips. At the same time, they reached out and cupped the base of his shaft in both hands, stroking at it with the help of his natural lubricant. It was a powerful organ, larger than any reasonable human could ever hope to handle. As such, it required some creative means in order to properly pamper and take care of it.
As Chara began to bob, they also started to stroke, doing both at a relatively tame tempo. This was merely a fluffing, a warm-up, something meant to entice him into abandoning his work.
Sadly, it seemed that he was holding steady, muffling his moans between tightly clenched teeth. He huffed under his breath, cursing in between pent-up little notes. His pen scratched across another document, the paper soon landing heavy atop one of the piles.
“Chara,” Asriel growled. “You’re making it…”
Chara dipped forwards without warning, taking several inches into their warm mouth. Their tongue rolled around his shaft, bathing him with it. The sudden penetration seemed to catch him off guard, making him whine out whatever he was about to say.
The derailing of his train of thought was delicious, making a sinful little voice beam from deep inside. It was just too much fun to toy with him, just too much fun to make his prim and proper demeanour slip away.
His hand came down, resting upon the back of their head. He stroked at their scalp, through his gown, brushing against their rich brown locks.
“Chara,” Asriel warned. “I’ll have to take drastic measures.”
Chara decided not to heed his threat, bobbing along, going back and forth, faster and faster. Their tongue coated his pride in a solid sheen of saliva, circling around in curt little motions. They could feel the way that he wanted this, sensing his cock twitch between their lips.
Azzy’s hand tensed, spasming just as a fresh moan escaped his lips.
“I can’t work like this,” Asriel huffed.
He pulled away from them, drawing his cock forcefully out of their hands as he rose.
Chara offered the most shit eating of grins, their expression almost like a Cheshire Cat in its quality. Yet, they were not prepared for the frustration that lingered in his eyes.
“Such a disobedient human,” Asriel teased.
Chara snickered. “You know it.”
Asriel reached over and opened one of the drawers on his desk, withdrawing two objects from inside. He kept them out of view as he moved away from his desk and instead walked over to a sturdy table that was near the kitchen nook.
Chara pushed themself out from under his desk and followed right after him, having a pretty good idea about what he would be doing with that erection.
“Come on, if you’re saving so much time by reading the briefs, then surely, we have plenty of time to fool around,” Chara teased, batting their lashes at him. “Right?”
Asriel looked at them for a moment, studying them, before he smirked. “Right.”
He motioned to the kitchen nook’s table which just happened to be level with his crotch. His command didn’t need any verbal instruction. After all, they’d fucked in here at least a hundred times before. As such, Chara laid down upon the table, grinning up at him and trying to seem that much more enticing.
Asriel smirked and showed off the first of the items, dangling a simple pair of handcuffs in front of them.
“Kinky,” Chara teased.
Asriel scoffed and walked over to the head of the table, snapping them open. “Hands above your head.”
Chara didn’t dare decline, obediently lifting both of their hands above their head. Asriel affixed one of the cuffs around one of Chara’s wrists before feeding the chain through the sturdy metal of a neighbouring shelf. There was just enough slack to the chain in order to reach their other wrist which he also locked up.
The shelf was sturdy and made of a heavy material which was bolted to the wall, ensuring that it wouldn’t budge very easily. This meant that Chara was constricted, trussed up and vulnerable for him to exploit as he saw fit.
Asriel then walked to the other end of the table where Chara’s legs dangled over the edge. Their hips were perfectly inline with his own, accessible and so easy to use. Carefully, he flipped up the hem of their robe and exposed the lack of panties underneath.
Yet, instead of exposing himself, he produced the second object from his pocket. It was a simple egg vibrator with a small wired controller attached to it via a thin black cord.
Chara lifted a brow. “What are you up to?”
“Well, I need to get some work done and you’re obviously too horny to function,” Asriel commented, touching a pair of fingers to their lower lips. He stroked at them, gently grinding his digits against their cunt and collecting their essence upon them. “So…”
He punctuated his statement by spreading their lips and pressing the egg into them, pushing it a couple of inches inside.
Chara gasped. “You wouldn’t…”
“I would,” Asriel replied, strapping the controller to their leg.
He touched the dial on it and turned it on, causing the device to rumble to life. It hit with a modest amount of force, making them moan as they shivered upon the table. The sensation was electric and uniform, tickling at their frame.
“Don’t you dare,” Chara hissed.
Asriel smirked and patted them on the leg before making his way back over to his desk. “Think of it as me prepping you for later. A few minutes with that and I’ll just slip right in.” He flashed a smile before settling back into his seat, returning to his work. “Golly, Chara, didn’t you see this coming?”
Chara whined. “Bastard.”
Asriel shook his head and focused on his work, flipping open the first page on another report. He ignored their pitiful whimpering as he scanned the brief, taking his sweet ass time with it.
He couldn’t be serious about this, could he? Surely, there was no way that he intended to leave them like this while he focused on his work.
Yet, there he was, genuinely reading what was in front of him and not caring a smidge about what was happening to them.
“I…” Chara shuddered. “I could help, you know?”
Asriel hummed. “Nah, you already finished with all of your work…” He smirked and checked off this document, adding it to the confirmation pile. “It would be pretty unfair of me to make you do my work too.”
“Being in a relationship is…” Chara gasped, closing their eyes and shuddering. “Is about helping people with their hardships.”
“Hardships?” Asriel asked, scoffing. “I love doing my job, Chara.” He grinned at them, leering from his roost. Angel, he looked so fucking smug “In fact, I’m really enjoying it right now.”
Chara whined. “Motherfucker.”
Asriel grabbed the next of the documents and flipped it open to the brief. Thankfully, this was the second to last one that he actually had to look at. His attention lingered on the cover for a good long moment before purposefully flipping to the first page.
“Golly Chara, I’m even letting you get off while you wait for me,” Asriel teased, offering that wolfish smile that only a Dreemurr could manage. “You’d think that you’d be happy about that.”
“I can’t get off like this,” Chara whined, tugging pitifully against their shackles. “You set it too low.”
It was at that aggravating point, being just hardy enough to make them tense and quiver, moan and groan, but nowhere close to the point of actually granting relief. This was a torture, a torment brought about by a hundred tiny sensations.
“Did I now?” Asriel asked.
Chara growled. “Yes!”
“Well that sure is a shame,” Asriel murmured. “Sadly, I’m too focused on my work to worry about that at the moment.” He licked the tip of his pen and crossed a purposeful ‘x’ through his current document, tossing it onto the discard pile. “Maybe you’ll learn a lesson from this. Though knowing you, even I find that unlikely.”
Chara didn’t speak, didn’t trust themself to, in this state. Instead, they watched him, seeing how he picked up the final document. It was a beast of a project, surely thirty… no forty pages in length.
“Oh, Alphys is submitting something for once!” Asriel beamed. “Her work always fascinates me.” He glanced at them, refusing to let his smile falter. “This one is going to take a minute.”
Chara’s eyes widened. “No, no, no…”
Asriel obviously tuned them out, humming a playful little song as he started to purposefully flip through the document. He started with the briefing page, dragging his finger across the text and taking his time to really absorb and understand all the concepts that were on display. Occasionally, he would murmur an affirmative response or the word ‘impressive’ under his breath.
Chara whined, feeling that dastardly little egg rumbling away. The heat inside of them refused to abate but also refused to slow either. They were being kept in this torturously equilibrium, denied any hope of salvation.
And they watched in horror as Asriel instead flipped to the second page.
“Azzy!” Chara yelped. “You read the brief!”
“You know, I just feel…” He chuckled and shook his head. “I feel like this essay requires my undivided attention. There’s something almost magical about Alphy’s work. Like the discussion she is having about the theoretical SOUL is…” He chef kissed, moaning as if the craftsmanship of the document was orgasmic in quality. “It’s a very fine read.”
“You asshole,” Chara growled.
“Shush, hun,” Asriel teased. “I might lose my spot and have to start all over.”
Chara steeled themself and closed their eyes. How hard could it be to deny themself? Surely, they could handle this.
Yet, as the minutes dragged on, and Asriel plodded ahead so lethargically, the tension in their stomach was replaced with one of a very real resentment. There was a pressure inside of their hole, a desire for release which was not being met.
Asriel glanced at them and they surely must’ve been in a sorry state if the sadistic twinkle in his eye was any indication. His gaze didn’t linger for long, however, as he soon looked back to his document, flipping through the pages, journeying through them one after another.
“You should really thank Alphys the next time that you see her,” he teased. “I was planning to read all of this but she seems to have a habit of filling the pages with graphs and charts. Plus, there are at least five pages of citations that I don’t feel like going through.”
Finally, he flipped to the very last page before swinging the entire document shut. At this point, it surely must’ve been hours since they’d been affixed to this table, eons, centuries of torment having come and gone.
“Gosh Chara, it’s been ten minutes,” Asriel teased, rolling his eyes as he looked at them. “You look like I’ve denied you for your entire life.”
He grabbed the pen and rested it upon the page, checking it off. Only…
“Huh…” Asriel sighed, tapping the pen a couple of times. “No ink.”
“Fuck!” Chara yelped.
“Language,” Asriel replied, looking quite peeved. He reached into his desk and fished out a brand-new pen.
He once more checked off the document, clearly having a little more luck as he tossed it onto the pile of approved proposals. And that was it, the end of his paperwork, the end of his torment, and hopefully the start of something better.
Carefully, he pushed himself out of his seat and turned to face them. There was a tent at the base of his gown, right where his crotch was. It was sizeable and powerful, ebbing with a masculine desire to be sated. It was an appetizing treat, almost making hearts blossom within Chara’s eyes as if they were a character in some adult manga.
He made his way over, lumbering towards them. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”
As he stood at the foot of the table, he leered down at them, smirking and showing off the glistening tips of his razor-sharp teeth. There was a playful sadism lingering there, an enjoyment for their torment that went well below the surface.
He reached out and brushed a single talon along their soaking wet lips, collecting their essence and allowing it to dampen his fur. Ever so carefully, he rested the soft pad of this singular digit against their clit, toying with it in tight little circles.
The sensation was almost electric, making Chara gasp and arch their back away from the table. Thankfully, he didn’t toy with them for long as he reached down and hooked a single powerful finger around the cord which was connected to the egg, yanking the vibrator free with a satisfying pop.
At the same time, he collected the fabric of his robe and lifted it up, exposing his impressive erection. It was already slick with pre, all lubed up and ready to go. He braced his free hand upon the table and lined himself up with them, teasing their folds with the tip.
Soon, he pressed inside, pushing forwards, nice and slow. The sudden sensation of hot cock made Chara gasp, closing their eyes. They could feel their lower lips cradling him tightly, clenching around him. There was little friction, their collective lust making things that much easier.
Asriel growled under his breath, going all the way inside, right to the start of his burgeoning knot. He lingered there for a good long moment before drawing back and pumping forwards again. His pace was initially tame, like always, gentle as he plapped away at Chara’s hole.
The sensation was intense, tingling and making their mind feel so warm and fuzzy. That pressure in their core continued to mount, for the first time growing, reaching out for its peak… the precipice of euphoria. They squirmed within their bondage, tugging upon the cuffs which constrained them.
“Fuck,” Chara groaned.
Asriel scoffed. “I should do this to you more often.” He leaned forwards and buried his snout in between their petite breasts, dragging his tongue along the flesh, tasting them. “You’re fucking soaking, babe. Can you feel it?”
Chara whined, unsure of how to respond to that, unsure if they could even respond with something more than incoherent moans.
Something seemed to click inside of Asriel, some sort of preprogrammed and almost feral instinct. His pupils dilated, shrinking as he drew in their scent through his nose. A deep growl escaped him as he propped himself up above them.
Just like that, his pace grew raw, forceful, pounding into them. He hammered against their cunt, growing harsher and harsher with each successive stride. This was a monster on a mission, a boy who desired nothing more than to breed them.
And Chara ate it up, their voice growing in tandem with the warmth inside of their belly. Their back arched away from the table and voice grew so guttural, pent up, and lustful in its quality.
“F-fuck,” they whispered before letting their pleasure out upon frantic bursts of exhausted breath. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”
Each curse word, every note that they took, seemed to feed into Asriel. There was this change in his demeanour, his eyes growing even more hungry, shrinking further and further. He let out a deep guttural growl, like a beast who shed its humanity.
He hammered into them, slamming his cock inside. There was no reservation as he pressed that knot into Chara, stretching them to their limits with every single thrust. It was so big, making them ache. Yet, they were used to it, savouring his beastliness and enjoying the discomfort that it bore.
“Mine,” Asriel growled.
He leaned forwards and now dragged his tongue along their throat, lapping at the bruises that he’d left behind in the morning. 
“Mine,” he repeated, tasting them as if he were tasing his ownership.
“Y-yours,” Chara whispered, feeling their voice waver.
Asriel dove forwards and mashed his lips forcefully against their own, drawing them together in an impassioned union. His tongue snapped forth, filling their maw, forcing aside their own meagre appendage as he claimed their mouth as his own.
All the while, he continued to hammer into them, using their pussy like a sleeve. His pace had reached a frenzied quality, desperate to sate himself. It was honestly impressive to hear the constant hammering of hips coming together, of flesh and coat crashing forcefully against one another.
Chara groaned into his mouth. All they could do was go limp, allowing him to have his fill as he enjoyed himself thusly. Their entire body rocked with every feral thrust as he practically fucked them into the very table itself. It was a miracle that the whole structure didn’t buckle under the pressure, creaking as he hammered into them.
Their tongues danced around one another, Chara’s following Asriel’s dominant lead. Though they soon drifted apart with both of them panting for breath. Asriel’s attention instead went to their shoulder as he bit down upon it. The pressure of it was enough to usher forth a gasp, yet not enough to break skin. It was a threat, a warning, a declaration of his dominance over them in all aspects sexual. 
And Chara absolutely devoured it, feeling their body shudder. A groan escaped their lips, their pleasure flying forth. They could feel themself approaching the peak, the precipice of pleasure, careening for the finality of it.
“Close,” Asriel growled, seemingly reduced to one-word declarations.
His pace had started to tarry, trading its rhythm for a series of raw forceful thrusts. Their hips clapped together violently as he fucked them with his knot each time, pressing this burgeoning growth deep inside.
Until finally, both of their hips came together one final time. A pair of euphoric moans promptly lifted away, mingling together as they rose to fill the room. 
For Chara, their orgasm came swiftly and it came hard, sheets of their arousal gushing forth and splashing against their lover. Their walls seized tightly around him, cradling him. They could feel his warmth deep inside, not wanting to let it go.
Yet, this was nothing compared to Asriel’s orgasm.
He was hilted deep inside as he teetered over the brink, spilling his second ration of spunk for the day. Unlike the first, this one was far more explosive as spurt after spurt of his fertility went crashing deep inside. It filled them with an impressive warmth, his seed coming far more violently than his last. While his first breeding had been impressive, this was above and beyond, seemingly not abating even after several long moments, approaching a full minute in length.
It was an impossible quantity, inhumane, fitting for a monster such as himself.
His knot flared, denying both himself and his cum the ability to retreat. Instead, his vitality filled them, making their stomach bulge, just a little, due to the sheer volume of spunk that he offered. It was overwhelming, intense, leaving both of them panting for breath by the time it eventually subsided.
“Holy fuck,” Chara finally croaked.
“Fuck,” Asriel whispered in agreement, nodding as he drew away from their shoulder. “You have no idea how badly I needed that, hun.”
“I have a pretty good idea actually,” Chara teased, touching the bulge in their belly. The way its contents sloshed around made them shiver. “Fuck, I really need a shower.”
“Same,” Asriel murmured. 
He tried to draw back but his knot ensured that Chara came back with him. This in turn, made the cuffs dig painfully into their wrists. 
Chara promptly winced and glared at him. “What are you doing?”
“Sorry, sorry,” Asriel said, grinning sheepishly. “It might be a few minutes.”
“Let’s hope it’s only a few minutes,” Chara murmured, scrunching their nose. “My nose is starting to get itchy.”
Asriel smirked and reached forth, using his claw to gently scratch it for them.
“Look, I’m going to be honest with you,” Asriel said, gesturing through the air with his hand.
Chara smirked. “You left the key at your desk?”
“I left the key at my desk,” Asriel replied, sighing. “Sorry about that.”
Both of them glanced at the clock on the wall, watching the slow advance of time.
“So…” Chara began.
Asriel looked around the space and hummed. “I spy with my little eye…”
[hr]
“Fuck, why do mom and dad make us go through with all of this stupid crap,” Chara groaned. They picked up a pitcher of water from the green room’s refreshment table, using it to fill a glass before taking a sip. “Surely, they must be able to handle court on their own.”
Outside of the little room, the murmur of a dozen different monsters could be heard.
Asriel smirked as he popped a cookie into his mouth, chewing on it. “I believe it’s to give both of us some valuable experience in terms of how to operate this kingdom. You know, they do actually intend to retire some day.”
“It’s just so freaking boring,” Chara grumbled, lumbering over to one of the couches and face planting upon it. “Like what the fuck did that plant monster even want. I’m still trying parse what his specific fucking grievance even was. Why can’t they just clearly state what their problem is and what they want us to do about it? That would make stuff so much easier.” 
Asriel thudded down upon the same sofa, right next to Chara, reaching out and patting them on the shoulder. He stroked at their flesh with his massive thumb, easing out a little of the lingering tension that they felt. Though only a little.
“How much longer do we have to do this for?” they asked.
Asriel smirked. “I think there are about another five or six cases that we have to attend to today.”
“Five more?” Chara huffed. “Don’t make me go out there again. I hate the way that they just stare at me.”
“You can do this,” Asriel teased.
Chara rolled over and looked up at him, glaring. It seemed that they were about to say something heated. Though, at the last second, their smile instead grew a bit more mischievous, playful, their lips peeling back in their own predatory little grin.
“Maybe I could offer you an alternative,” they said.
Asriel scoffed. “Is the alternative sex?”
Chara rolled their eyes. “I mean you could’ve not ruined the surprise.”
“Babe… we fuck three times a day on a bad day,” Asriel teased, shaking his head “There isn’t any surprise left to ruin.”
Chara smirked and reached for the hem of their robe, lifting it up and revealing their pussy to him. With their other hand, they even touched a pair of fingers to it, stroking at their lips in coarse little motions.
The sight seemed to have some sort of effect upon Asriel as he huffed, looking towards the door. It was obvious that he was considering it.
“We have… what… thirty minutes until we’re expected back at court?” Asriel murmured, seemingly more to himself than them. He seemed to ponder this for a few more moments before looking down at them. “You’re insatiable, you know that, right?”
Curiously, he didn’t expose himself or guide them towards his crotch. What he did do was lift their hips high enough that he was able to rest their legs upon his shoulders, hooking them over his back and anchoring them in place for leverage. This ensured that his caprine muzzle was just long enough to reach their lower lips, his nose pretty much buried amongst their folds.
“That’s…” Chara shivered, feeling his warm breath caress their flesh. “That’s rich coming from you.”
Asriel didn’t delay as he pressed his lips against their lower counterparts, promptly pressing his tongue inside. There was apparently little time to waste as he got right to work. His initial penetration was careful, explorative, moving around amongst their folds as if this were his first time doing such a thing. His claws dug into their skin, indenting the flesh and applying just enough pressure to be felt but not threaten a wound.
His tongue was large, flat, and long, so nimble as it flowed throughout their sex. It wasn’t anything compared to his other anatomy but the sensation was still impressive, ushering forth a pleasured note from them.
“Mine,” he growled against their cunt.
He allowed one of his hands to slip away from their hips, instead tracing its way down along their side. He found their arm and then ventured across it, grazing past their bicep and forearm before brushing his hand against their own. It took Chara a moment to realize what he was intending to do as they grasped his hand, squeezing it within their own.
Asriel’s tongue swirled around a couple of times, testing this new terrain. It wasn’t better than his cock, nor worse, simply different. Sure, it wasn’t physically as impressive, but there was still something so divine about it, its dexterity making it a surprisingly enticing substitute.
“Azzy,” Chara whined as they drew in a shaky breath.
With their legs upon his shoulders, he managed to reach up with his other hand, holding it against their belly. He extended a single digit and pressed it against their clit, toying with this little button of flesh. Combined with his tongue, the twin sensations ushered forth a series of rather excitable sounds from the very back of their throat.
They knew that they were getting wet, could feel it against his tongue. Yet, Asriel drank from them, enjoying his ration, devouring this little treat. He huffed through his nose, sending twin contrails of warm breath curling against their stomach.
As they looked up, they could see the twinkle in his eye, the way that his gaze narrowed. There was that hunger, that desire to ravish them so utterly. And as they glanced down, along his body, they could spot a familiar bulge within the crotch of his robe, tenting outwards ever so slightly.
Yet, he didn’t use it, merely focusing on their needs. He swirled more vigorously, pressing his appendage to its limits as he curled it around within them. The sheer scale of his tongue assured that he managed to etch out all of their most sensitive places, brushing against them and stimulating them so utterly.
“Holy shit,” Chara panted, squeezing his hand even harder. They reached up with their other one and placed it over the hand on their belly, squeezing it as well. “K-keep going.”
There was a glint in Asriel’s eye, a coyness that Chara didn’t like to see. It was the look of a predator who was about to toy with its prey, the smoulder of a monster who wasn’t going to make things easy on them in the slightest.
“P-please,” Chara whined. “Please let me finish, Azzy. No games…” They gasped. “J-just this once.”
Asriel’s gaze narrowed but he still held himself in place, conceding to their request. They swirled and licked away, rubbing at their button with his fuzzy finger. His drive was relentless, his motions unstoppable. It was like getting eaten out by the tide, ceaseless and uniform in its intensity.
They were approaching the brink, feeling the fire in their loins catch and grow warmer and warmer. It wasn’t long before their legs started to quake, shivering against his back
“Just a little more, big guy,” Chara whispered. “Please… please… please! Just a little more, d-don’t you dare stop!”
Asriel moved his tongue a little faster, circling it around inside of them with even more fury. He dragged the appendage along their inner walls, brushing against those wonderful little spots that made them sing. Soon, their voice grew to an unwavering level, screaming their praise.
Until finally, they felt themself slip and plunge into the abyss. They cried out, feeling their legs shudder and juices come gushing out with glee. Their lust splattered against his lips, soaking into the fur of his face and utterly saturating it. Yet, he didn’t retreat, merely staying in place and weathering the storm.
It took several long moments of relentless euphoria before Chara’s lust had finally run its course. Only then did Asriel slowly draw back. The fur around his snout was soaked in a solid layer of lust with Chara’s musk darkening the fur.
“You taste delicious when you’re horny,” he teased.
Chara flushed. “Shut up.”
Asriel merely snorted as he drew back, pulling their legs off of his shoulders and dropping them both down onto the sofa instead. He slowly drew back, extracting himself from them as he lumbered to his feet. There was a carnivorous smile upon his lips as he finally pulled away.
Once free, he lifted up the hem of his gown and finally exposed himself, showing off his bright red pride as it stood so firmly in the middle of the air. It seemed so strong, not even a little withered from all its prior usage in the day. His endurance was honestly a little daunting in this regard.
“And what do you want me to do about that?” Chara teased, batting their lashes. “We obviously don’t have enough time to…”
They were cut off by a sharp yelp as Asriel grabbed them, lifting them off of the sofa and hoisting them up. 
Asriel held them against his body, ensuring that they could bury their face into his chest. Their crotches were close together, their anatomy mere inches apart. The way that he handled them was like they weighed nothing at all. Though considering his size, that might’ve actually been the case.
“Want to know what’s going to happen?” Asriel teased. “I’m going to breed your stupid little pussy and make sure that the whole court can smell my cum on you.”
Chara flushed. “Bastard.”
Though they hadn’t said no. In fact, the concept of denying him was the furthest thing from their mind at this moment.
Asriel pressed them back against the wall, wedging them between a rock and a hard place. His lips went for their neck, kissing the marks which still lingered there. The welts positively glowed against his affection. The mere presence of his lips against these sore spots was enough to make them shiver.
They reached out with both hands, placing one upon his shoulder while reaching out with the other and resting it on the back of his head. Their fingers dug into the solid mane of rich blonde hair, seizing it firmly and holding onto it for leverage. Not that Asriel seemed to mind. In fact, he positively revelled at this, kissing them again and nipping at the hickies he’d left behind this morning.
“Think we still have time for a quickie?” he asked.
Chara glanced at the clock, seeing that they only had about twenty minutes left. The chances were slim, impossible, risky and…
They nodded regardless, almost instinctively. “Yeah, totally.”
“Liar,” Asriel said, scoffing as he scrunched his nose at them. “You were always a terrible liar, Chara.”
Regardless, he didn’t stop. With Chara wedged against the wall, he was able to reach down and adjust his robe, yet again exposing himself. He soon rested his cock against their bare leg, rubbing against it in some desperate attempt to derive stimulation. Even with two orgasms under his belt, his shaft was still rock hard and slick with pre, drenched in the stuff as it pulsed with masculine intent. 
It didn’t feel like it should’ve been humanly possible though that was probably the point. After all, Asriel Dreemurr was not a human. He just had a habit of fucking them.
His foreplay was quick, sporadic, and clumsy, with him groping wildly. He adjusted his hips and brought the tip of his cock in line with their absolutely drenched pussy, rubbing against it.
“Remember, no knotting,” Chara said.
Asriel smirked. “I’ll consider it.”
“Consider it?” Chara hissed, glaring at him. “I swear to god if we get caught because you…”
They weren’t given a chance to finish that thought as he thrust forwards, pressing deep inside of them upon one shockingly fluid motion. The sudden penetration made Chara gasp, causing their eyes to widen and jaw to momentarily stand agape.
“What was that?” Asriel asked.
Chara whined and glared at him, hoping that it would get their point across.
However, it didn’t appear to achieve this as he soon drew back and pumped forwards again, pressing them back against the wall with each of his powerful motions. Like so much about him, this rutting was animalistic, once more falling to those feral little urges that lingered under the surface.
He started to pant for breath, huffing as he fucked them. The warmth of his breath felt divine upon their complexion, curling against it. They could see the way that he was smiling at them, leering and flashing all of his canines.
“Golly Chara, cat got your tongue?” Asriel teased.
Chara glared at him, not responding with words. Instead, they grabbed his hair and pulled back upon a firm fistful of his roots. The response was exactly what they wanted as his eyes promptly widened and he bleated in distress. Still, this did little to stop him from pumping into them regardless.
They grinned, knowing that their sadism was barely concealed. It was just nice to turn the tables for once. “Golly, Azzy, cat got your tongue?”
They dipped forwards and dug their own face into the crook of his neck, biting down and suckling as firmly as they could manage. Sure, the hickey wouldn’t show through all this fur but it would be felt and that was the important part, that he knew that ownership wasn’t a one-way street, regardless of what their collar said.
The sounds that Asriel made were amazing, his dominant persona slipping, being shown a little much needed humility. Though sadly this was but a momentary lapse. He soon reinforced his grip upon their shoulders and pressed them back, forcing them away from his neck and against the wall.
“I think that the little human has forgotten its place,” Asriel chided, drawing a set of claws up along their body and hooking one through the ring on the front of their collar. He tugged upon it, just a little, ensuring that they felt it. “You’re not the one holding the leash today.”
Chara whimpered, feeling that brief moment of courage start to flag, fading away, falling to the wayside. They soon moaned as Asriel seemed to find his stride, pumping into them a bit more forcefully, thrusting with a renewed vigour.
“So here is how this is going to go,” Asriel continued, huffing as he plunged into them. “First, I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand. Second, I’m going to make sure that you’re dripping with my seed. And then finally, we’re going to conduct court while all of monsterkind smells how much you belong to me. How does that sound?” He snarled. “What about it, hole?”
No response came forth from Chara, their brain simply too fucked to even comprehend a response. Their only rebuttal was a meek whimper. Another pleasured gasp escaped them as Asriel grew harder still, snarling as he pumped so forcefully into them.
Asriel scoffed, shaking his head. “I bet you’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you? You always did like being my little human pet.”
Chara whimpered. “Bitch.”
“Deny it all you want,” Asriel teased, nibbling at their skin, nipping at it with his teeth. It was an example, showing off that he could do far worse from his current position if he so desired. A reality which Chara’s poor little brain ran with, flaring up. “But your pussy is telling me everything that I want to know right now. It’s telling me that you’re getting off to this, that you’re enjoying it.”
He allowed the hand to slip away from their collar as he instead smacked it down upon the wall. The blow was hearty, causing the picture frames nearby to wobble against the impact, threatening to fall off. Another impact shook the wall again, followed by one after that. These two were brought about by a pair of especially forceful thrusts, each so visceral in nature. It honestly seemed like he was keen on ruining the whole room in the process of fucking them.
That heat, that familiar bead of warmth, it grew inside of Chara. It was getting more and more intense with every passing moment.
“Azzy,” they whined, hating how shrill their voice had grown.
Asriel smirked. “Golly that really got you going, huh?” He snarled as he bottomed out inside of them, clapping his hips against theirs. A pleasured little scoff escaped him as he obviously noticed that Chara’s legs were wrapping tightly around him, as if they had a mind of their own. “Maybe I should be a good boyfriend and help you out with your pervy little monster kink.”
Chara gasped as they felt his entire cock inside of them, that knot stretching them like so few things were capable of doing. He lingered at the base with his body pressed tightly against their own, squeezing them.
A haggard breath escaped him, tainted by the edge of a surprisingly cruel mirth. It felt so unlike him but also so alluring, promising such dark things. “Maybe I’ll let some of the other monsters watch as I ravish you.”
Chara closed their eyes, gripping onto him for dear life.
“I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? I bet you’d get off to me letting the entire kingdom see you be my personal little toy,” Asriel chided. “Maybe if I’m feeling like a benevolent ruler, I might even let a couple of them have a sample of the merchandise.”
Oh no… that was hot.
Chara gasped and felt the fire in their core start to catch, emboldening and growing more and more frantic with every passing moment. The inferno was being fed fuel with each successive thrust, accelerated through a cocktail of pleasured kindling and orgasmic accelerant.
“Y-you wouldn’t dare,” they tried.
Asriel scoffed. “Wouldn’t I?”
As Chara opened their eyes and followed his gaze, they noticed that they were only a couple metres away from the door which led out to the assembly room. They flushed as they realized just how real the threat was, knowing what exactly could be done to them if Asriel decided to exploit it.
They wondered if the monsters outside could hear them. After all, if they could hear the murmur of hushed conversations from out there, then surely, the monsters outside could hear them getting railed as well. It wasn’t like they were exactly being subtle about it.
“Azzy,” Chara warned.
Asriel chuckled. “Just be thankful that I’m a spoiled brat who doesn’t like to share his property.” He kissed them upon the neck, suckling, gently enough to be felt but not furthering any of the purple marks he had already left behind. “But if you push me then maybe I can be a little less spoiled for the greater good.”
He braced both hands upon the wall, thrusting into them with his prior vigour. Yet, it was obvious that he was starting to tarry, his endurance tapering off with each successive thrust that he took. His breathing came out in desperate puffs, so hungry for this to come to an end.
“I’m…” Asriel began.
Chara simply nodded, saving him the words. “Me too.”
Asriel huffed and closed his eyes, groaning against Chara’s neck as he went on that last little sprint necessary to finish up with this marathon endeavour. He delivered thrust after thrust, battering himself against their body in a desperate effort to finish, drawing such crude little moans from Chara in the process.
It was like the collective heat of orgasm was shared between them, building higher and higher with each progressive note. In this moment, they became one, a singular entity unified in its purpose.
Chara looked him in the eye, watching the way that he started to slip from his calm domination and towards something more playful, maybe even a little feral in nature.
Wait… feral…
Chara’s eyes widened as Asriel decided to slam deep inside, their realization coming a moment too late as he wedged his entire knot deep inside of them and clapped his hips against their own. A final note escaped him, sounding so guttural and just brimming with sinful intentions. It was promptly followed by him groaning as he fell over the edge and returning to the depths of his pleasure.
Just like their prior round, their orgasms happened in near unison. Chara’s came forth in a burst of wetness, ushered forth by a few frantic yelps of pleasure. It splashed against his cock and drained out upon his fur, being plentiful and warm. Their walls even cradled tightly around him, holding him inside.
“T-two orgasms?” Asriel whispered, seemingly in awe.
Though those were the only words that he managed to get across as he tumbled over the edge as well. His cock twitched and his own orgasm came flooding forth. It was just as potent and virile as the last, filling their cunt with his fertile seed. 
Like before, his knot expanded, keeping him trapped inside and his cum along with him. This meant that Chara’s belly once more grew just a little bloated due to the sheer volume of cum on offer, his essence sloshing around inside of them.
The two of them rode through their motions together. Their collective moans were so loud, their pleasure weaving together into a single unified presence. It was euphoric, warm, and pleasurable, all of the things that made this sort of encounter worthwhile.
Yet, as the high began to fade, Chara’s mind quickly snapped back to the cold reality of the situation. 
“You knotted!” they hissed.
Asriel looked a little dopey as if he were drunk on bliss. “Huh?”
“You knotted inside me, you asshole,” Chara growled, drawing a hand back and then smacking a fist into his chest. “We have shit that we need to do.”
Asriel blinked, taking a moment to process this before his eyes snapped open. “Oh fuck.”
He pushed away from the wall though the position of his knot ensured that Chara came along for the ride. 
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he grumbled, looking around and spotting the green room’s couch. He lumbered over to it, cradling Chara against himself as he clumsily waddled. “I can fix this. I can fix this.”
That was debateable.
Asriel plopped down upon the couch and laid on his back, allowing Chara to rest on top of him. At the very least, this was a bit more comfortable; him being a giant teddy bear and all.
“Just let me…” he began, trying to draw back.
Chara winced as his thick knot tugged at their inner walls, stretching them to an uncomfortable degree. Yet, there was no success, no hope of retreat. Like it or not but they were stuck like this.
Asriel whined. “Fuck me.”
“Why the fuck did you knot?” Chara growled as they glared down at him.
“I just…” Asriel whined, his ears flicking back like a puppy who was being scolded. “I…” He whimpered. “You’re really hot?”
“I’m aware but that doesn’t save either of us,” Chara grumbled.
The two of them lingered in silence, locked together by the most awkward of circumstances. Each of them was still panting for breath, lingering in the collective afterglow of sex. Yet, not even that bliss was enough to overcome how bad this situation was.
Chara glanced at the clock and sighed. “Three minutes until court.”
Asriel looked like he was about to say something but there was suddenly a loud knock at the green room door.
“Yo!” Undyne called. “Are you two ready?”
“No!” Chara yelped.
“Ten more minutes!” Asriel added, a lingering fear creeping into his voice.
There was an audibly scoff as the knob started to turn.
Asriel looked horrified, practically a deer in the headlights. And Chara knew that they must’ve looked exactly the same.
“You’ve been in here for…” Undyne began as she stepped into the room. She promptly paused, as she saw what had just unfolded, going wide eyed with her jaw dropping by a noticeable degree. “I…”
All three of them just looked at one another, almost as if they were in the midst of a stand-off. It didn’t seem like any of them were going to break it, petrified, scared, having seen far too much of one another.
“I…” Asriel began.
Undyne sighed and clapped a hand to her face, groaning as she dragged it down her complexion. “This is the third time this month.”
“Only three times in one month isn’t the worst,” Chara tried, flashing a cheeky smile.
“That’s because it’s only the fifth…” Undyne muttered, shaking her head. “I’ll see if I can buy you two some time.” She flicked her wrist at Asriel. “Try to think of some non-horny thoughts for once in your fucking life, would you?”
[hr]
Chara sat cross legged upon the edge of their bed, looking at the TV in front of them with a gleeful smile. They slurped up a noddle from the package of Monster Thai food that they’d gotten after court, watching the TV intently.
Asriel’s meal was unattended as he peeked at the TV from between two of his fingers, using his hands to cover his face.
“Why are we watching this while we eat?” he whined.
Chara shrugged. “I heard good things about this series.”
“Chara, can’t we watch analog horror after we’ve finished eating?” Asriel asked, glancing at them with that single terrified eye peeking out from between his shaking digits. “I already bought you Monster Thai food to make up for the knotting.”
Chara scoffed and reached for the keyboard next to themself, typing in a quick command in order to bring the video to a premature end. They instead offered up the device to their boyfriend who seemed at least a little bit thankful as he removed the hands from his face.
“I don’t even know where monsters come up with these ideas,” Asriel grumbled.
Chara shrugged. “We’re trapped in a dark underground cave system that is poorly explored and barely understood. I’m sure that there are all sorts of weird shit lingering in the fringes that we don’t know about.” They smirked at him, batting their lashes. “Maybe there is some sort of utterly terrifying monster on the way to us as we speak.”
“That isn’t funny,” Asriel huffed.
Chara smirked as they looked back to the TV, motioning towards it. “You know, I bet I could design one of these monsters.”
Asriel picked up his food and started to ferry a few savoury noodles into his mouth using a pair of chopsticks. He simply lifted a brow and pointed his sticks at them, too busy eating to justify a response.
Chara smirked and picked up a red spicy pepper from their own food, looking it over. They hummed and then put it back in the box, deciding that this could wait until later. “So, I’m thinking that there is this like shapeshifting flower.”
Asriel snorted.
“You doubt me but…” Chara gestured through the air with their hand. “It can take on pretty much any form temporarily. Think about this creature that can become any monster or do anything it needs to while keeping the form of an unassuming flower as its cover.”
“Flowers aren’t scary,” Asriel grumbled.
Chara shrugged. “Sure, but imagine walking through the waterfalls and then feeling something looking at you. You look over your shoulder, and as you do, you see an innocent little yellow flower that you’re absolutely certain that you didn’t pass, just sitting there wafting lazily in the breeze. It’s one of a kind, the only member of its species that you’ve ever seen.”
“That is…” Asriel sighed. “Okay that would be a little creepy.”
He thudded to the side and rested his head within Chara’s lap, looking up at them.
“Want to go for round four?” Chara asked as they patted him on the head.
Asriel shook his head. “You’re not going to believe this but I think that I might actually be satisfied for once.”
Chara gasped, holding a hand to their chest. This was shocking, utterly unheard-of information. The prince of monsters, satisfied after only three orgasms. That was… that was honestly a little alarming. It was like the sky above was falling down upon them, showering the earth below with heavy rock fragments.
They smirked at him, sticking out their tongue. “You’re getting old.”
“Am not,” Asriel grumbled.
“Getting so old,” Chara teased, scratching him behind the ear. “Before you know it, you’ll start looking like our father.”
Asriel groaned and covered his face with a paw. “Don’t say that.”
“I don’t know, I think it’d be kind of hot,” Chara teased, batting their lashes as they finally popped the spicy pepper into their mouth. “Dad is kind of a DILF.”
“Chara!” Asriel bleated as his face brightened to a lovely shade of red. “You can’t just say that!”
Chara chomped into the pepper and immediately regretted it, feeling an intense wave of heat shoot out of the juices and coat their tongue. There was no chance at any further comments as they frantically waved at their mouth.
Asriel snickered and got up, making his way over to the little kitchen nook inside of their royal apartment. They opened the fridge and grabbed a cartoon of almond milk, filling up a glass with it. All the while, Chara still fanned at their mouth, barely managing to swallow the pepper.
Thankfully, their prince returned with the glass in hand, offering it up.
“Thank you,” Chara croaked, taking a sip. It helped, if only a little. “Fuck.”
Asriel shook his head and plopped back down. “And this is why I’m the dom. Clearly you humans can’t be trusted to make smart and rational decisions.”
“Oh, is that the reason,” Chara chided, narrowing their gaze. “We need monsters to…” They took another sip as they continued to fan at their mouth, doing so a little more gently this time around. “Make sure that we stay out of harm’s way.”
Asriel smirked at them. “I don’t think you’re doing yourself any favours.”
It took a few more sips before the heat of the pepper started to abate, lifting and leaving their mouth numb. At which point they rolled over and placed the glass on the bedside table, thudding down amongst the sheets.
“And what makes you think that you own me?” Chara asked.
Asriel slurped up a noodle and then pointed at them with his chopsticks. “You have hickies all over your neck, I pumped enough cum in you to produce three litters, and you’re still wearing a collar. That’s why I think that I own you.” He grinned at them. “Come on, tell me that I’m wrong.”
Chara’s hand drifted towards this band of leather, feeling it. There was no denying that this was a pretty noticeable sign of ownership.
“Valid,” they eventually rebutted, sighing. “But…”
They pushed themself out of bed and made their way over to their dresser, reaching for the top shelf and opening it. Inside were very few articles of clothing but plenty of discrete little boxes which contained all sorts of little treasures.
Gracefully, they took off their own collar, shivering as they felt the leather pull away from the purple welts around their throat. They placed the accessory back inside of its box before grabbing a larger box right next to it.
Asriel looked at them and rolled his eyes. “What are you doing?”
“Oh nothing,” Chara teased as they made their way over, plopping down right next to him. “Just proving a point.”
“Yeah, you’re really doing a good job of that while I can still smell my cum on you,” Asriel ribbed.
Chara opened the box and inside was a red collar, considerably larger than their own. It had a matching locket as its tag, dangling from a sizeable silver ring. As they looked at him, they noticed that there was just a hint of pink, a dusting of colour lingering underneath his white coat. It was adorable to witness, seeing the shift in his demeanour in real time.
“Cat got your tongue, Azzy?” Chara teased.
Asriel smirked. “Nope.”
“Good,” Chara said, leaning against him and nuzzling into his chest. “Because I think it’s important to remember that while you might own me today, I fully intend to turn the tables on you tomorrow. And I might not be so nice with my pet goat if he forgets his place.”
Asriel shivered at the threat.
Oh, oh it was far too delicious to watch the tables turn in real time.
A thin smile soon formed upon Chara’s lips as they bonked their head into his chest. “Bottom.”
“I mean sure, you might turn the tables tomorrow,” Asriel said, resting a hand upon their shoulder. “But you’ll still be smelling of my cum by the end of the day. So, this supposed ownership that you’re claiming to have, is just window dressing.”
Chara blushed.
“Golly, Chara,” Asriel teased as he smiled with a bratty glee. “You really thought that you were onto something, didn’t you?”
Chara sighed. “Fuck off.”
“You love me,” Asriel teased.
Chara smirked. “I do… even if you are a massive fucking dweeb.” They then closed their eyes. “What do you want to do for the rest of the night?”
“Snuggle and watch literally anything else aside from your creepy ass analog horror bullshit,” Asriel replied, giving them a gentle kiss on the top of their head.
“Snuggling I can do,” Chara replied. “But you’re stuck watching my creepy ass analog horror bullshit.”
“What if I ordered you to pick something else?” Asriel asked.
Chara smirked. “Then I’d brat and disobey your orders.”
Asriel huffed. “You suck.”
“Love you,” Chara teased as they flashed a cheeky little smile.
Asriel rolled his eyes. “Love you too.”
