“Do you trust me?” I asked.
Asriel looked up and carefully nodded. There was something in his eyes, something that I wasn’t entirely used to seeing.
It was hard for me to parse but it maybe felt like devotion, trust, and faith. At least to some degree. I wasn’t entirely comfortable with these feelings and it felt so utterly strange to earn them after a life that had been sorely lacking in these responses. It felt foreign and powerful, like a narcotic that I couldn’t help but get addicted to and crave more of.
I looked him over, enjoying my position straddling his stomach. He was so handsome and beautiful with a face that I couldn’t help but adore and long blonde hair that I wished to get lost in as I ran one of my hands through it, feeling his silky locks between my pale fingers.
His form was strong, yet soft, with a white coat that felt like a blanket against my skin. He was bulky, so much larger than myself. Yet, this only made him feel more like a teddy bear than anything even remotely scary.
Everything about him was so utterly alien and weird. I could’ve lost countless hours on a quest in becoming familiar with him. And there were many nights where I had.
I looked to the headboard of our bed, seeing the chain of the handcuffs anchored around one of the sturdy cast iron bars. His hands were restrained, held above himself. Each was clenched into a fist with his left holding a metal baton which would sound so loud if it were to come crashing down upon the hardwood floors below.
“You’re beautiful,” he said.
I looked down at myself, wanting to disagree but stopping myself from doing so. It wouldn’t do any good and would probably ruin the moment. No, I would accept the compliment, keeping the unkind opinions about my bony body and flat features to myself. If he saw beauty in me then that was his right, no matter how wrong he was in having it.
Before he could say anything more, I learned forwards and straddled him fully, pressing my body into his as I forced my lips against his own. His mouth was so much larger than mine and the shape of our lips didn’t quite match. Yet, it barely hindered him from returning my affection.
I nearly got cold feet, losing myself to how nice this moment felt. In all honesty, I could’ve laid here for another hour, feeling his warmth and enjoying the rhythmic rise and fall of his powerful chest. I could waste a whole afternoon smelling the shampoo he used and tasting his very essence upon the air.
Yet, we had a game to play.
“So,” I said, forcing myself to sit up upon his lap. With his hands bound, there was nothing to stop me from reaching out and booping the tip of his nose. “I’m in charge tonight?”
He nodded.
I grinded backwards, brushing the bulge in my panties against the far larger bulge within the crotch of his boxers. “And you’re okay with that?”
“I wouldn’t have let you tie me up if I wasn’t,” Asriel teased, winking at me.
I nodded. His words made sense even if I still didn’t trust them. 
After all, who would willingly put their trust in me? Me of all people!
Bad thoughts… bad.
“Chara,” he said.
I swallowed and looked down at him, realizing that I was giving far too much away. “Yes?”
“I’m okay with this,” he said, smirking at me. “I trust you.”
I nodded. Yet, the mental roadblock still wouldn’t clear itself. “Are you sure?”
“Well now that you mention it…” He took a moment and pondered this question, purposefully bobbing his head from side-to-side as he did so. In the end, he rolled his eyes and looked right at me. “Yes, you absolute moron, I trust you just as much as I did five seconds ago.”
I giggled. “Shut up?”
“Or what?” Asriel teased, grinning at me. “You’ll sit here for another two minutes and waste even more of my time until I talk you down from the ledge for probably the ninth time tonight?”
I glared at him and could feel my indecision quickly fading, being replaced with a very real irritation. It would seem that he had finally found something more powerful than my anxiety to help me overcome any lingering hesitation.
So, I decided to reward him as I sharply pinched his nipple between my forefinger and thumb. The pressure was enough to make him tense, quivering underneath me as I tore a gasp free from between his lips. I could feel his anatomy pulse against my own, begging for freedom. As such, I sat down even more firmly than before, pressing the totality of my body’s weight into him.
“Fuck you,” I growled. Though I let up soon after as I instead looked towards the bar in his hand. “Remember… your safeword.”
“My safeword,” he said, nodding right on back. “I’ll use it if I need to. I promise.”
“You better,” I jabbed.

I drew my hand down to his chest and dug my painted nails into his thick fur, pushing through and resting each of them upon the skin of his chest. It took a second, a moment for me to overcome another hurdle. Yet, I was able to really dig in, dragging my claws downwards, nice and slow. He wouldn’t bleed but I could still scratch him to the best of my abilities, feeling his skin and dust beneath my nails.
It was enough to make him gasp and groan, quivering so violently against me. It was thrilling, making my brain tingle.
“Angel, you make such cute noises,” I teased, winking at him. “For a slut.”
“Sluts…” Asriel groaned. He was cut off by another hiss as I extended my fingers and dragged them across his skin yet again, not letting up as I did so over and over in quick succession. It took a moment for him to finally speak, whimpering through clenched teeth as he did so. “They tend to make cute noises, you know.”
I ignored him and looked down at our conjoined hips, appreciating the way that the crotch of my panties had become damped with lust. There was an equally pronounced wet spot upon the crotch of his boxers, showing how eager he was to be with me. All that really separated our intimate anatomy were two thin barriers of cotton.
A part of me wanted to draw away and expose him, taking what was rightfully mine. Yet, that thought had to contend with my other desire to make him mew and whimper. The boy was totally at my mercy and I wanted to take full advantage of that. Something which was made so difficult by the hundred different desires vying for dominance within my grey matter.
So, I rested my hand upon his cheek, brushing my fingers through the scruff upon his face as I scratched one of my potential itches. The look in his eyes could only be described as devotion, the purest form of it imaginable. I found myself lost in those eyes, lost in him, wanting nothing more than to melt and become one with him.
“Don’t wimp out me now,” Asriel chided.
I flushed. “I’m not wimping out.”
“You’re totally wimping out,” Asriel jeered, grinning at me. “You’re a big softy.”
I knew that he was goading me and he knew that it was going to work. My hand lifted away from his cheek as I struck him across the face instead. The impact was sharp, a snap as my flesh connected with his.
Asriel looked dazed and I felt my heart skip a beat. Two emotions came to me at once, each just as violent in its intensity. 
The first was an intense guilt, an ugly sensation which only served to reinforce the idea that I was useless and a burden for simply existing. It accented every essence of self-loathing that I felt in my person, nearly making me shatter there and then.
The other emotion saved me from the depths of this growing despair. It was sadism, plain and simple, a sick and satisfying thrill which filled my heart and ebbed throughout my body. It felt good to see him like this. It felt so overwhelmingly divine to feel his breathing halt and to see his worry and fear painted upon him.
I hardened even more, shivering as I grinded my panties against his bulge.
Without even thinking about it, I lifted my hand away from his cheek and instead moved it away, tracing it along my own lithe form instead. I cupped one of my petite breasts and played with it, toying with my nipple and the little steel bar embedded within.
Asriel seemed to settle, snapping back to the moment and returning to a somewhat stable equilibrium. “Damn… I didn’t think you’d actually do it.”
“Of course I would!” I yelped, feeling a heat in my cheeks. “I… I just needed a little time to get myself in the zone is all.”
“And are you in the zone now?” he asked.
I nodded though really thought about it, wondering if I could push on. My attention was on his throat and those delicate carotids. 
There was a little dye upon his fur, two blue fingerprints over those arteries. They were striking, easy-to-see markers which we’d placed earlier in order to make things safer.
I could do this… right?
My chest rose and fell as I pushed myself harder, reaching out and cupping his throat within my hand. I hadn’t even applied pressure yet and I could already feel a thrill start to form, bubbling up from the very depths of my mind.
“Remember the baton,” I said.
He nodded. “I will.”
I swallowed a lump in my throat and applied pressure, nice and slow, compressing those two delicate veins of aether. I could feel his pulse thump against my fingertips, each beat feeling so intimate.
He smiled, looking loopy as he playfully squirmed within his restraints. I could feel him harden even more, his knotted mass pressing out against his boxers.
My grip tensed even more and surely not so much as a whiff of oxygen was making it all the way to his brain. It felt powerful to be in this position and I couldn’t help but grin with a downright ecstatic glee. 
He was so much larger than myself yet with those restraints, his stature meant absolutely nothing. His muscles and size were meaningless. All of his power was tamed by little old me.
I groaned with a satisfaction that I was not used to, shivering as a bolt of euphoria crawled up my spine. A part of me despised myself for deriving a thrill from this. Yet, that voice was drowned out by the satisfying chorus which rumbled forth from the depths of my personhood.
We were being safe. There was a safeword. He wanted to be hurt. 
All of this was true but it was so woefully difficult to make myself believe that I was doing the right thing.
I lifted my hips and reached down, fiddling with my attire. It was clumsy work but I ensured that I never let my gaze flinch away from his complexion as I exposed myself. I wanted to see his beauty and fear and desperation. I desired his pleasure and euphoria as if it were my own.
Eventually I managed to yank my panties down while also freeing his erection. Both of our anatomies were now out in the open and pressed against one another with no barrier between them. He was so much larger than myself, making my meagre erection feel small and feeble in comparison. Yet, I didn’t mind as I grabbed both of them within my hand. Our combined slickness acted as an excellent lubricant as I began to stroke.
Asriel moaned. He actually moaned at the sensation of being choked!
I wanted this to last forever. I wanted that noise to become my eternity. If this was what cloud nine felt like then I never wanted to leave it.
“Azzy,” I groaned.
I closed my eyes, moaning as well. Yet, my voice was far daintier than his.
He didn’t respond. Though how could he with my hand clenched so firmly?
I loved this power. I adored the fact that I held his life within my clutches. Who knew that it could be some much fun to be the reaper who held sway over life and death, granting him permission to keep on living.
What the fuck, Chara…
I tented my brow and shoved this toxic thought aside. How dare my mind try to smother this intimate moment with cruel self-satisfying thoughts.
I heard a piece of metal hit the ground and clang so loudly. Yet, I kept my hands wrapped around his throat, pressing down even harder. How dare that note try to deny me the satisfaction of what I so obviously desired. How dare he safeword when I was enjoying myself.
My grip remained firm and I continued to stroke both of us, jerking off our conjoined cocks with a briskness that I didn’t know I possessed. The pleasure inside of my core was becoming hotter and hotter, so wonderfully pronounced in its intensity.
I wouldn’t dare stop, not now, not ever.
Asriel started to squirm, gently at first. Yet, it wasn’t long before he was properly thrashing and trying to remove me from him.
Wait…
My eyes snapped open and I ripped my hand away from his throat.
Asriel gasped for breath. “Fuck!”
I looked down at him and saw his fear and panic, the betrayal in his eye as he looked up at me. There was a raw kind of anguish in him, the kind that came from his trust dissolving in real time.
“I’m sorry!” I yelped, covering my lips with a hand. “I’m sorry.”
Disgust, fear, repulsion. Each of them filled me. The good vibes were totally gone and left nothing but a hollow and self-loathing hatred behind. I was angry at myself but I knew that I deserved it for what I had just done.
It was only a couple seconds but each felt like a damning condemnation of the person that I was. I couldn’t be trusted. I didn’t deserve to be trusted after something like that. How could I have done that to him? HIM OF ALL PEOPLE!
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” I whimpered, closing my eyes and trying my damnedest to head off the tears that were brimming within them. “Please don’t hate me.”
Asriel was silent for a good long moment. I couldn’t see him but I could only imagine the way that he looked at me now. 
“Key,” he finally said in a voice that was eerily level. It felt as damning a statement as any. 
I reached for my necklace, feeling the small stainless-steel key which dangled from it. In a moment, I had it off and was using it to unlock his binds. It didn’t take very long before each of his shackles snapped open. 
Once he was free, I then flinched away, trying to get up. I didn’t want to be there. I didn’t deserve to be there.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered, wishing that I had the strength to say it a hundred more times just for good measure. Yet, I had to content myself with only one more additional utterance. “I’m sorry.”
“Chara,” Asriel said, lifting his hand.
“I’m sorry!” I yelped.
“CHARA!” he shouted back.
I looked at him, shocked into a stupor by the sheer force of his voice. He never raised his voice... never… not in a million years. I really had fucked up, hadn’t I?
He sat up and patted the spot next to himself. There wasn’t a verbal order attached to that statement but there didn’t need to be one. It was implied easily enough.
So, I returned to the bed and sat down upon it. I was unable to look at him and didn’t even bother to do so as he placed his hand upon mine, squeezing it. The comfort felt wrong, improper for what I had just done.
“Chara,” he tried.
I didn’t reply. What could I possibly say except uttering the words ‘I’m sorry’ to him for probably the tenth time in the last minute?
“You made a mistake,” he tried.
I wasn’t having it. “I hurt you.”
“Hey, hey, hey,” Asriel reached out and grabbed both my shoulders, using his leverage to turn me towards him. As I looked at him, I could see the sincerity and care in his eyes. I hated myself even more for making this about me. “You made a mistake. Mistakes happen and I’m okay.” He smiled and held a hand against his chest before drawing it up towards his throat. “Look. No dust. No bruises. Nothing. I’m okay.”
This was true, there wasn’t so much as a single welt left behind upon him.
“I could’ve killed you,” I whispered.
Asriel snorted. “Chara, those handcuffs are cute but they weren’t going to hold me for very long.” He leaned forwards and rested his snout against my forehead, kissing me. “If I was actually scared then I probably would’ve ripped the headboard off of our bed before you even got close to causing me any genuine harm.”
“I’m sorry,” I whispered.
“I know you are,” Asriel replied, brushing his lips across my skin as he moved towards my ear. His voice softened as he whispered right into it. “I know you are and I know that you aren’t ever going to ever let that happen again.”
I nodded and couldn’t help but close my eyes.
He didn’t hate me even though he really should’ve. He should’ve despised me so utterly for what I had just done to him. Why didn’t he hate me? If I could hate myself then surely this should’ve been easy enough for him to do as well.
“Babe,” Asriel said.
I whined. “I hate that it felt good.” I whimpered and sniffled, trying my best not to cry. Crying is what I did when I wanted to win arguments and I didn’t want to win this. “Why did hurting you feel so good?”
“Because sometimes that’s what makes monsters feel good,” Asriel replied, shrugging. “In fact, I felt really good too.” He scoffed and let out a breathy note of laughter. “I wouldn’t have been that hard if I hated what you were doing.”
That was… a fair point.
“So, are you going to be okay?” Asriel asked.
I blinked and looked at him. A part of me wanted to laugh right in his face. I ignored his safeword and he was asking if I was going to be okay? He was concerned about my wellbeing even though I had just done that to him?
How could I have been so lucky to have someone like him in my life?
“Yeah,” I whispered.
He nodded and eased back, placing his hand upon my cheek instead. His eyes were now lost upon my own, sizing me up. For a moment, we stood at an impasse. Then he leaned in and pressed his lips against my own. This kiss was forceful and I could feel his tongue push forth once again. I decided to part my own lips and meet his affection somewhere in the middle.
One of his hands now rested upon the back of my head while the other traced along my side. I melted against him, moaning my passion into the union of our lips. My own hands eagerly roved his body with one grasping the fur on his back while the other pressed down upon his crotch, clumsily pawing at the impressive organ which had sprouted forth from his sheathe.
He moaned in turn, gasping and pressing himself even more firmly into the kiss. It seemed that whatever he was doing managed to get a response from my body as I could already feel my own pride harden once again. Before I knew it, it too was standing tall.
Though the kiss eventually had to end with both of us drawing away. I rasped for breath, knowing that I was now wide-eyed and gawking at him.
“Holy shit,” I whispered.
“How are you feeling?” Asriel asked, cupping my chin. He forced me to keep looking him in the eye and at the big dumb smile that he now bore. The tips of his canines poked through, just a hint of carnivorous intent bleeding through. “Feeling a little better after everything?”
I nodded, swallowing down my indecision. “Yeah.”
“Do you still want to do something tonight?” Asriel asked, drawing his hand away and instead running it through my hair. “It doesn’t have to be as exciting as bondage or breathplay or anything. We can just keep it simple.”
I hummed and thought about it. As I looked down, I saw that he was still at full mast with his pride even twitching. A bead of something oozed from the tip and dripped onto my own erection. Instinctively, I started to stroke myself, rubbing his fluids into my shaft.
“I…” I looked up at him. “I wouldn’t mind doing something else.”
He nodded and looked at me, saying nothing more. And that’s when I realized that he was looking for my opinion on what that something else should be.
“What would you like to do?” I tried, hoping that he wouldn’t make me choose.
Yet, all he did was lift a brow.
Oh Angel, he was going to make me pick.
I swallowed my fear as I bit my lip. “I… I wouldn’t mind getting fucked in the ass.”
Asriel smirked. “And I…” He reached around and cupped my rump in his paw, giving it a not so gentle squeeze. “Wouldn’t be opposed to fucking you in the ass either.”
I smiled and buried my face into his fur. “Thanks for understanding, babe.”
“Of course,” he replied, kissing the very top of my head. “I’ll always understand when it comes to you. And do you know why?”
“Why?” I asked. Yet, I had a feeling that I already knew the answer.
He scoffed. “Because I love you, you fucking dweeb.”
Yep… there it was.
“I’m not a dweeb!” I yelped, growling at him. “You’re a dweeb.”
“A dweeb-for-dweeb relationship,” Asriel teased right on back.
“But…” I closed my eyes. “I love you too.”
The two of us stood like that, holding one another as the moment went on. It seemed like it honestly could’ve lasted an eternity, being intimate and familiar and special and…
Asriel slapped my ass, jerking me out of my thoughts. “Okay, enough of that. I need to fuck your butt.”
