Asriel tilted the picture frame a couple degrees to the left and studied it for a good long moment. What he saw horrified him as he quickly corrected it a couple degrees to the right. He pursed his lips together, trying to appraise if this was good or not. It was always so hard to tell. Back and forth he tilted it until it finally settled back into its original place, where it was meant to be. 
Once assured that it looked fine, he nodded to himself and instead focused his attention on Dess. “How does it look?”
“Like a really small detail that you’re fidgeting with because you’re extremely anxious. Something that Chara won’t even bother to look at, let alone comment on,” Dess teased, taking a sip of beer. She reached over and patted the spot beside herself on the couch. “Stop being a nervous spaz and come hang out already.”
Asriel glared at her but came over regardless, settling down right next to her. Of course, she naturally threw her arm over his shoulders, holding him close and proving, without a shadow of a doubt, that she was the big spoon in this relationship.
It seemed that she was watching sports of some sort. Whatever it was, it was kind of like baseball but instead of a bat it used a flat paddle and also a smaller ball that was tossed underhanded towards the ground. And there weren’t any bases or… what was this?
“What exactly are you watching?” Asriel asked.
Dess shrugged. “I have no idea.” She leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the cheek. “Are you excited?”
Asriel grinned, scratching at the scruff on his chin. “Maybe.”
“Maybe he says,” Dess teased, rolling her eyes. “As if you haven’t been pacing around the apartment all day.”
“I was getting the place clean!” Asriel yelped. “Which you were supposed to be helping me with.”
Dess smirked. “I did the laundry and cleaned the bathroom yesterday. I promise that it’s clean enough for Chara.”
Asriel nodded and tried to watch the game, doing his best to figure out why the monster hit the ball and then ran from some pins and… what was even the point of this game? Apparently, it could be bet on using some app that he had never…
His leg bounced up and down and he planted his hand upon it, gripping his thigh and trying to tame that brimming energy which was coursing through every fibre of his being. 
Why did his brain get like this when it came to this sort of stuff? He had slept with his girlfriend how many times before? And this wasn’t his first time hooking up with Chara either; far from it in fact. 
Why was he like this?
Because it’ll be my first time getting double teamed?
Asriel got up as that nervous energy became just too much to bear. He marched over to the bathroom and slipped inside. Honestly, he had to admit that it was absolutely spotless, just like Dess promised. 
He braced his hands against the sparkling sink, looking into the spotless mirror. 
The monster who looked back at him didn’t look nearly as nervous as he felt. Just a handsome goat with shaggy blonde hair, a little scruff on his chin, a slender body which he would never admit was twinkish, and a little black eyeshadow which was definitely not for twink purposes. No, not in the slightest. He just liked the way it looked. All of this not twinkishness was wrapped up in a neat package of light blue skintight jeans and the black t-shirt for some prog rock band he liked.
“Oh, come on!” Dess called. “Is the ref really going to let that slide?”
Asriel poked his head out. “What happened?”
“I don’t know!” Dess grumbled.
Asriel shook his head but took a moment to really look at his girlfriend. 
December was still that same girl from high school, the jock with a strong build and sturdy features. She was the very definition of queer with straight black hair with purple tips that nearly dropped to her shoulder, a few piercings dotting her ears, a ring bridging her nose, a few more piercings on her bottom lip, and still two more metal studs hidden away upon her tongue. It was almost enough metal to make someone miss the pair of mighty antlers poking forth from her head.
She currently wore tight shorts and a t-shirt with the logo of Home City FC plastered upon it. He tried his best not to gawk at the bulge nestled tightly within those shorts. Was she seriously going to wear those around Chara?
…
Of course she would. She was utterly devoid of shame.
“Hey babe,” Dess teased, reaching down and cupping said bulge. She pulled the fabric taut against it as if wanting to show off its full dimensions to him. And yes, they were very full dimensions indeed. “Do you like what you see?”
Asriel nodded quickly. “A-always.”
“Did you just stutter?” Dess asked, turning to look at him. She had an oddly wolfish smile for a supposed herbivore. Though Asriel was used to contending with that kind of smile when it came to her. “You’re such a fucking dork.”
“Shut up!” Asriel yelped.
Dess cackled. “Angel sake, you really are nervous, huh?” She grabbed the remote and muted the TV. Instead, she got up and made her way over to him. “Do you want to talk about it?”
Asriel shrugged. “I don’t really know what there is to talk about.” He leaned into her embrace as she came up behind him, squeezing him tightly against her body. “I really have no reason to be nervous. I’ve slept with both of you before. And like… there’s no logical difference between sleeping with both of you separately or sleeping with both of you at the same time, right?”
“I get you,” Dess said, kissing the side of his neck.
Asriel shivered as those soft lips tickled his coat.
“If it makes you feel any better…” Dess trailed her hand down, cupping his crotch. The contact felt warm even through the unforgiving denim. “We’re going to mercilessly bully you no matter how nervous you are.” She snickered. “So, probably not a good idea to be worrying about it, right?”
Asriel scoffed. “Thanks, Dess. I’ll make sure to tell my brain that.”
There was suddenly a knock at their apartment door, drawing both of their attention towards it.
“They didn’t buzz,” Asriel whispered.
Dess scoffed and peeled away from him, making her way over to the door. She leaned next to it and folded her hands in front of her chest. “Who is it?”
“The police!” a voice barked.
Asriel rolled his eyes. “We don’t mess with no pigs.”
“Just let me in,” the voice softened, revealing that it was in fact Chara. Shocker of shockers.
Dess unlocked the door and opened it for them. “How did you get in?”
“One of your neighbours let me in,” Chara explained as they stepped into the apartment. 
Chara was as Chara as ever, short and slender with this expression that seemed incapable of looking anything but downright mischievous. They had opted to go for the rare hoodie and skirt combo, wearing a plaid knee length skirt and a deep blue hoodie. They were currently shoving their pale hands into the hoodie’s front pouch, obviously trying to keep them warm against the cool spring air.
A strand of their fiery hair poked through from under the hood, matching those red eyes which looked towards Asriel. Those irises seemed like the stage which imps would trapeze through, getting up to all sorts of mischief. This was their curse to bear but they seemed to bear it with glee.
“How are you two doing?” Chara asked.
Dess smirked. “I’m fine but Azzy is about three seconds away from having a nervous breakdown.”  
“Dess!” Asriel yelped.
Chara snickered and dropped their bag onto the floor. Only then did they finally pull back their hood, showing off their head of frazzled red hair. “That sounds like Asriel.” They came over and booped him on the tip of his nose. “Is he doing the leg thing?”
“Yeah,” Dess said.
Asriel glared between them. “Everyone does the leg thing. We’re all literally neurodivergent here.”
“I’m not,” Dess lied.
Asriel rolled his eyes.
“Yeah, but it’s still fun to bully you about it,” Chara said, sticking out their tongue at him and blowing a raspberry.
Dess made her way over to the fridge, opening it. “Do you want something to drink. We have beer, coolers, milk, and sparkling water.”
“Give me one of Asriel’s girlie drinks,” Chara said.
Dess grabbed one and offered it up to them. She didn’t seem even remotely interested in defending her boyfriend from these terrible accusations being flung in his direction. These two were the absolute worst, unforgiveable by every stretch of the word.
“Are you two done yet?” Asriel grumbled.
Chara shrugged. “At least until I have you between my legs.” They cracked open the can and took a sip from it, smacking their lips together as they examined the label. “That’s when the spicy language really comes out.”
Dess snickered and came up behind him, slapping him on the ass. It impacted with a dull thud but still managed to make him blush. The important thing was that it made her point crystal clear by proving who was and wasn’t in charge tonight. “Why wait? I think the faggot whore should know that he’s a faggot whore.”
Chara shrugged. “I guess that I’m just classier about it than you.”
“You wound me,” Dess said, faking a gasp.
The two of them approached one another, invading each other’s personal space. It was like watching two bucks about to clash antlers, seeing who was going to be the one getting the right to breed. Were they going to fight? Were they not going to like each other?
Asriel nervously tapped his foot upon the ground. Should he intervene and stop them before they got too heated? 
Yet, they didn’t devolve into conflict. They instead leaned in and kissed one another. It was a gentle peck but also the first genuine gesture between them.
Asriel just gawked at the display.
“Yeah, I can see what Azzy sees in you,” Chara teased, reaching up and patting Dess on the cheek.
Dess nodded and nipped at them in turn. “Same.” She then looked at her boyfriend. “See! Nothing to worry about.”
“I wasn’t worrying,” Asriel grumbled.
Dess and Chara shared a look, each of them lifting a brow at one another. Those brows stayed raised as they both turned their gaze back towards him.
“He was absolutely worrying,” Dess teased.
Chara nodded. “I know.”
“So…” Dess began, moving over to Asriel and dragging a finger across his shoulder. She came up behind him, standing so very close. “Did you bring the party favour?”
Chara walked over to their purse, taking a knee right next to it. There was that mischievous little smile, making its proud return. It was just brimming with that impish energy which seemed to exist at the peripheries of their personhood. They drew out a little box from inside and showed it off to the two of them.
And that’s when Dess sprung into action. She hooked her arms underneath Asriel’s armpits and pulled him back against herself, restraining him and ensuring that he was off balance. 
Asriel yelped and attempted to fight back but his girlfriend was an athlete, easily able to handle someone like him. And that was made even worse by the fact that he was struggling to find his footing in the first place.
“Oh, so we’re going right into this, huh?” Chara asked.
They slid over into a position kneeling right in front of him. Their smile made a chill crawl up his spine as they reached up and carefully grasped his zipper. Slowly, oh so slowly, they started to inch it down, taking their time with it. This was their foreplay, the warm up to get under his skin.
“You’re the freak who wanted to get dommed,” Dess teased, whispering her threats into his ear. “We’re just being good partners and following through with that.” She scoffed. “Don’t lie. We know that you like this, you little freak.”
Chara finally undid his fly and grasped the waistline of his pants, hooking their fingers underneath both it and the boxer briefs below. They pulled both of these down quickly enough, yanking them around his knees in one jerking motion. In less than a second, he was fully exposed with his semi-erect cock now out in the open with everyone looking right at it.
Asriel flushed bright red but restrained himself from saying anything. He knew how these two operated and he wasn’t about to just give them exactly what they wanted to hear. His pride was still intact and he intended to run with that for as long as he possibly could.
“He looks so cute when he’s blushing,” Dess teased.
Chara scoffed. “Tell me about it.”
It turned out, ‘as long as he possibly could’, lasted a grand total of thirty seconds. Which honestly was a new record for him!
Chara lifted the box, making sure that it was within his field of view. They lifted the lid off and showed him what was inside. It was a blunted chastity cage, looking much like a flat silver disk with almost no room for any sort of anatomy to linger underneath.
Which was extremely problematic as he felt himself harden at the mere sight of this dastardly contraption.
“I think he’s getting hard,” Chara teased.
Dess scoffed. “I’m surprised that you can tell with how small that thing is.”
“Oh look, he just twitched!” Chara beamed, reaching forward and booping it. They used a cutesy voice like an adult being condescending to a child. “It’s so cute.”
Asriel closed his eyes and whimpered, despising how his treasonous anatomy responded to this sort of treatment. 
Yet, his erection didn’t seem to deter Chara in the slightest. They started to slip the cage into place, carefully grasping his balls and easing them through the ring that would secure the cage in place. The metal soon settled against the base of his shaft, fitting into place easily enough. Hell, it was almost effortless, only aching a little as the top plate slid into place and squished down his poor little cock.
Why had that been so easy to put on? Surely he wasn’t that small… right?
Asriel looked down and saw the glimmering metal, watching the way it reflected the light of the room. The steel was already warm to the touch, quickly taking on his body heat as it grinded against his tormented anatomy. A small mercy, at the very least. He couldn’t imagine how miserable it would feel cold. 
It was strange to be constrained like this. Not bad, necessarily, just strange. Though it was difficult to contend with being this horny but struggling to express as much through the traditional means.
Chara locked him up, drawing back and showing him the way that the tarnished brass key looked. Only then did Dess let go of him, allowing him to draw away. Though he was now effectively trapped between a rock and a hard place, even more helpless than before.
Dess grabbed her beer and stood next to Chara, taking a sip from it as she examined her boyfriend. “Looks cute.”
“I think it could be smaller,” Chara murmured, sipping their cooler.
The two of them were like wolves, eyeing up the poor little prey they intended to devour. They were playing with him and he knew as much.
Asriel balled his hands into fists. “You two are the worst.” He whined, shuffling against the confines of this tight restriction. “What do I have to do to get out of this thing?”
“Get out of it?” Chara grinned, tilting their head to the side. “You just got into it, silly.”
“Could start by stripping though,” Dess said.
Asriel nodded and stepped out of his pants since Chara had done most of the work to get rid of them in the first place. He then pulled off his t-shirt, casting it aside. Just like that, he was now as naked as the day he’d been born, devoid of even a scrap of clothing. 
His body was supposedly as twinkish as his face, slender and soft with not so much as a single imperfection present upon his shaggy white coat. The only colours upon his person were his red eyes and the silver cage.
Instinctively he covered himself.
Chara shook their head. “Hands behind your head.”
“What?” Asriel barked, flushing. At this point, he just assumed that he’d remain beet red for the remainder of the night.
“Don’t you want this key?” Chara teased, showing it off.
Asriel flushed. “Well yeah…”
“Then you’ll do what we say,” Dess warned, reaching out and taking the key from Chara. She grasped it between the forefingers and thumbs of both of her hands. A threat, plain and simple. “Or I’ll snap this in half.”
Chara gasped, holding a hand to their chest. “And I don’t have a spare!”
Asriel groaned and lifted both of his hands away from his crotch. Obediently, he placed them upon the back of his head, exposing himself fully to the duo. He somehow grew even redder as he did so, unable to see anything aside from the pleased little smiles that both of them offered him as he did this.
“Well, that was easy,” Chara said.
Dess thankfully released the key and instead held it in just one hand. Yet, it was obvious that this wasn’t the only concession that they were going to be demanding of him. He knew how these two operated after all and it wasn’t by being kind to boys like him.
“Now tell us what you are,” she teased.
Chara nodded. “I agree. I think it’s very important that you admit to us what you are.”
What I am?
His eyes widened. “I am not going to do that!”
Dess lifted a brow and once more grasped the key, threatening it without so much as a second thought. She didn’t have to say anything, merely applying a tiny amount of pressure, enough to flex the metal but not damage it… hopefully.
“It’s offensive to use that language,” Asriel tried.
Chara smirked. “I’m giving you permission to use it.”
“He doesn’t need permission,” Dess said, looking at them. “It’s his slur to reclaim after all.”
She then looked back and grinned at him.
“I’m not that though,” Asriel whined.
“Man, you could’ve fooled me,” Dess said as she applied just a little more pressure to the key. “Because you moan like one.”
Asriel whimpered. “I’m…” He balled his hands into fists. “I’m a faggot whore.”
“There we go!” Dess beamed.
Chara hummed and tapped a finger against their chin. “I don’t know if I heard that. Could you please repeat yourself?”
“He could afford to say it a little louder,” Dess agreed.
Asriel closed his eyes, knowing that he must’ve been as red as a tomato at this point. He drew in a breath, trying his best to push down all those voices that were telling him that he wasn’t supposed to speak like this. It was honestly surprising that he managed to say it with a little more strength than before. “I’m a…” He groaned. “I’m a faggot whore!”
Why did he twitch when saying that? What the fuck was wrong with him?
“There we go!” Dess beamed as she clapped her hands together. “That was much better.”
“I can’t believe he actually said it,” Chara said, snickering.
Asriel opened his eyes and glared at them. At the very least, Dess had seemed to move that key to her pocket, storing it away somewhere safe where it hopefully wouldn’t get damaged before he was let out of this infernal trap.
“Can I lower my hands?” Asriel asked.
Dess shook her head. “I think we need to examine what we’re playing with here. She made her way over and started to slowly circle around him. “Twinkish belly, fat ass, locked clit…”
Chara came over as well, enjoying the view. “Cute face. Eyeshadow.”
“I think we’re dealing with a bottom here,” Dess said.
Asriel grunted. “No shit.”
“Silence from the peanut gallery,” Chara said, tutting. They placed a hand upon his rump, giving it a firm squeeze. “Remember who’s in charge tonight.”
“Unless you want to tap out,” Dess jeered.
Asriel very much did not want to tap out but he didn’t say as much. He wouldn’t give these two the satisfaction of hearing how much he wanted this.
“We should dress him up,” Chara said.
Dess scoffed. “Maybe later. Right now, I want my cock sucked.”
“You know…” Chara tapped a finger against their chin. “That actually sounds really nice.”
They drew their hand back and gave his rump a little smack before slipping away and making their way over to the couch. Dess followed behind and both of them soon settled down, right next one another, fiddling with their respective attire.
Dess unzipped her fly and shifted from side-to-side, easing her pants down and her panties along with them. She was already pretty hard, wrapping her fingers around her shaft and idly fluffing her erection. She flashed a smile and winked at him for good measure, clicking her tongue around the roof of her mouth as if she were cocking some sort of invisible gun.
She was a sizeable girl, easily seven or eight inches long with a girth that was almost intimidating. Impressive for a reindeer like her, or at least, that’s what she assured Asriel whenever the subject came up.
Chara simply lifted their skirt and slipped their panties down, exposing their own erection. It was smaller than Dess’ but still larger than Asriel’s own. They casually stroked it, gliding their hand up and down their shaft in gingerly little motions.
Asriel came over and just stood there, looking between them. He had no idea how he was going to manage something like this. Like what if one of them got bored while he was busy with the other. What if he fucked up or…
“Yo!” Dess barked. “Out of your head and get your lips around my dick, slut.”
This snapped Asriel out of his head as he dropped to his knees in front of the couch. As Dess had asked for it first, he settled before her, leaning forward and positioned himself directly above her erection. He could already smell her essence, picking up on the fact that she’d gone to the gym earlier.
“He’s a good cock cleaner,” Dess teased.
Chara grinned, watching him. “I’m aware.”
Asriel flushed and took his girlfriend into his mouth, picking up on her earthy taste. It was savoury and strong but he was a good slut, rolling his tongue around it without so much as a single complaint.
At the same time, he reached over and took Chara’s cock within his hand, casually stroking them as well.
“Do you want to try double penetrating him after this?” Chara asked.
Dess perked up. “Like both of us in his ass at the same time.”
Asriel tensed.
“I mean I think it would be fun to see how stretchy he is,” Chara quipped, letting out a thin moan as they grinded against his palm. “I can fit my whole fist inside of him at this point.”
Dess groaned as well and placed a hand upon the back of Asriel’s head. She didn’t apply any pressure but let the threat linger there, proof that she could take control and fuck his face whenever she so desired.
Not that he knew that from experience or anything.
“He’s obedient when he’s locked up like this,” Dess said.
Chara nodded. “I need to do this to him more often.”
“Nothing says that we need to let him out at the end of the night,” Dess said, grinning as she ruffled his hair. “It’s not like he needs that little clit or anything.”
Asriel’s ears folded back.
Dess smirked. “Don’t worry, I’ll let you fluff the guys that I bring over to fuck me. I wouldn’t want you to feel left out or anything.”
Asriel groaned, feeling that cage get that much tighter at the threat. Curse December for knowing how to smash his buttons like that. 
He kept bobbing along her erection, trying not to think about sucking off some random guy just so that this same dude could plow Dess. That certainly wasn’t something that he was obsessed with and he certainly wasn’t a little cuck who was getting painfully hard at the idea.
His world was grounded by the intense taste of Dess as her sweat, grit, and pre coated his tongue. If anything, it just proved that he was useful, cleaning her up like a good boy.
“You’re forgetting someone,” Dess teased.
Asriel’s eyes widened as he realized that Chara was starting to go soft in the palm of his hand. Had he forgotten to stroke them? Was he already fucking up with his duties?
He quickly drew away from Dess’ cock, panting for breath and taking the barest moment to collect himself. A web of depraved fluids hung from his lips, connecting him to her erection. These strands snapped free with each of his rasping breaths as they succumbed to gravity, dripping onto his girlfriend’s pelvis instead.
Once settled, he quickly switched things up, snapping to the side and giving Chara his full and undivided attention instead. He took them into his mouth, savouring the taste of the floral beauty products that they wore. Their anatomy just tasted more delicate, feminine with a cock that was too much fun to play with. It was night and day to compare them and Dess.
And just like before, he spared a hand, this time using it to fluff Dess. He was careful this time around, ensuring that he stroked up and down, not letting his mind wander to the point of denying either one of them satisfaction. Occasionally, he would even focus on her sensitive head, stroking it so very firmly.
“Fuck,” Chara groaned. “You have a good cock cleaner, D-Dess.”
“Like I said, he’s one of the best,” Dess teased, reaching out and playfully fussing his hair. “He’ll do a whole lot if he thinks there’s even a chance that we’re letting him cum tonight.”
“Are we?” Chara asked.
Dess scoffed. “Like I’m going to reveal that to him.” She flicked him on the forehead. “Let him lament it for a little while longer first.”
Asriel rolled his tongue around Chara’s anatomy, moving around it in these dutiful little strides. Around and around, he went, making sure to clean his friend’s cock just as diligently as he would’ve cleaned Dess’. 
His jaw already started to ache but he ignored it. It was weakness and he wasn’t about to let that get in the way of being a good boy for his Mistresses.
“Have you painted his face before?” Dess asked.
Chara nodded. “He looks cute wearing my cum.”
“Yo!” Dess quickly reached to the side, grabbing her phone. “Want to compare pictures?”
Asriel flushed bright red but just kept bobbing, rolling his tongue and suckling so crudely. It wasn’t his place to talk back. He was too in the zone, too submissive to dare try pulling back and refuting their bullying.
He did pull back for another reason, however, gasping desperately for air. A strand of drool dripped from his lips and landed upon one of the human’s legs. He allowed himself only a few fleeting moments but he spent them wisely, resting his jaw and trying to sate his need for breath.
Then he was back at it, turning back to Dess this time around. He took her into his mouth, slurping and suckling, bobbing deeper and deeper than before. Soon enough, he felt her tickling at the back of his throat, causing him to let out these pathetic little sputtering sounds.
Not that this would stop him as he forced himself all the way down to the very base, deepthroating her like a good goat.
He let out a series of stifled gags, retching desperately upon the shaft currently lodged in his airway. His eyes watered but he fought through the sensations. He wasn’t some little bitch boy who was about to back down from a challenge. 
It took a lot of willpower not to pull back and even more concentration to make sure that he kept on stroking Chara all the while. Apparently, it was a lot of work to try and service two people at the exact same time. Who knew?
“Fuck babe,” Dess groaned. “Your throat feels amazing.”
Why did Asriel’s tail wag at that? Why was his body making him that much more of a bottom? Was it treasonous? It felt like his body was acting pretty treasonous.
He drew back, a little, before bobbing forwards again. His motions were curt, dutiful, gliding along a few inches of his girlfriend’s meat. Her taste was divine, becoming more and more salty as her pre mingled in, telling him that he was doing a good job.
Dess’ voice soon rose to fresh heights and her guttural song was music to his ears, enticing him along and getting him to venture further. He moved that much quicker than before, wanting to hear those lovely little noises and to experience those sinful sounds for himself.
Mostly he had an ulterior motive, a master stroke to get some payback. All he needed to do was wait for…
“Close,” Dess groaned.
And that was Asriel’s cue as he abruptly pulled back, yanking himself off of her cock. He panted for breath, feeling spittle fall from his lips. Webs of pre and saliva linked him together with her pulsing pink pride.
“Azzy…” Dess warned.
Asriel allowed himself a faint smile as he quickly moved over and shoved Chara’s cock into his mouth instead. They were far easier to handle, only tickling at the back of his tongue, nowhere close to choking him. Yet, he treated them just as kindly, giving them just as much reverence. He suckled firmly and went low and deep with every single motion.
“You bitch!” Dess yelped.
Asriel flashed her the middle finger before wrapping that same hand gingerly around her cock. He could’ve given her the shittest handjob imaginable but he refrained from doing so as he did a proper job fluffing her, stroking her shaft and massaging the bare head.
If she stayed hard then that would make the aggravation all the sweeter. After all, he would know; shuffling against his cage and all.
All the while he glucked and sputtered, giving Chara his nearly undivided attention. There was something so interesting about human erections, having this soft, almost delicate, mouthfeel to them. It was a treat as he circled his tongue around it in these dutiful little circles, sampling this wonderful little marvel of biology.
It seemed that they appreciated this curiosity as they let out these guttural little groaning sounds. As he looked up, he saw that they had thrown back their head, tensing their jaw as they shivered so intensely. How much longer would it be before they popped?
“Just a little more,” they whispered.
Of course, Asriel would never abandon someone who was so near the edge. So, he kept on going, faster and harder, bobbing quicker and quicker. He ignored the uncouth comments from Dess that claimed something about him succumbing to favouritism.
Chara’s erection quivered and shuddered, twitching with life. Their core strained as they were brought right to the brink. Asriel could certainly feel as much. They even started to buck their hips upwards, almost instinctively, trying to rock between his plush lips in some feeble gesture to get even a little more penetration.
It was adorable to see the way that they grasped their skirt, digging their fingers into the material of it.
Asriel jerked forward so sharply, slamming down to the very base of their shaft. He felt Chara twitch one final time as they cried out, letting their euphoria be known. A moment later and their erection shuddered as they spilled their seed upon his tongue.
It was so thin compared to what a monster could provide but he didn’t mind. He savoured every last drop of their lust, suckling upon their erection until they were utterly spent and had gone completely soft against his tongue. Only then did he finally draw back, looking up and winking at them.
“Not bad,” Chara groaned.
Asriel then looked at Dess, idly stroking her still hard shaft. Up and down, he moved his hand, gliding it along her erection. He was just playing with it, teasing and fluffing, enough to keep her hard but not enough to actually push her much further than that.
Dess growled. “Well?”
“I think I’m actually a little tired,” Asriel murmured, working his jaw. He faked a yawn for added effect. “Also, my jaw hurts. Maybe we could take a little break before moving on?”
That last part wasn’t necessarily untrue.
“Bullshit!” Dess yelped, glaring at him. “You can’t do this to me?”
“I mean… he kind of can. He’s doing it right now,” Chara teased, giggling from behind their hand. Those demons of theirs were quick to return to the fringes of their gaze, their lip turning upwards as they sought out the most mischievous outcomes possible. “He’s doing it right now.”
Dess scoffed. “Whose side are you on?”
“The side of chaos,” Chara beamed.
“Of course,” Dess grumbled, shaking her head. “Why am I not surprised?” She then glared right at Asriel. “Blow me right this second or I’ll keep you locked up.”
Asriel smirked and went to using only a single finger, tenderly moving it up and down her shaft. He was barely even touching her at this point. “You’ll keep me locked up anyways.”
“Well yeah…” Dess huffed. “But I’ll…” She groaned. “Fuck it’s hard to think when I’m this hard.”
Asriel rolled his eyes and decided to grant her a little mercy. He once again took her into his mouth, easing her between his lips. It was hardly a moment before he was back into the swing of things, suckling crudely upon her erection. Hell, he’d even ventured back down to the very base, taking her into his throat without comment.
It ached something fierce but he worked through the sensations regardless, being the good little slut that he supposed he could be on these rare occasions. The sounds which Dess made certainly didn’t help combat those sinful desires. For all her jeers, she could sure moan like an absolute slut when he had his lips around her dick.
He kept at it for a little while longer, slurping away. It wasn’t long at all before he felt her twitching. More of her pre soon spilled upon his tongue. He savoured this treat, collecting it while rolling around in these dutiful little strides.
Dess didn’t warn him that she was close. Yet, it was as clear as day. Perhaps she was worried about more mischief from him if she expressed as much. Regardless, he could tell that she was nearing that point, so very close to the brink.
Then it came, quickly. Her cock twitched and a rupture of thick seed flooded his mouth.
“Don’t swallow,” Dess growled.
Unlike Chara, there was a bit of substance to her essence and more than one rope of the stuff as she shot a second and third strand onto his taste buds for good measure. Her cum was thick and salty, filled with the distinct taste that he had learned to associate with her. In total, she managed about three ropes before finally leaning back and thudding into the sofa.
Asriel leaned back himself and looked up at the two of them, opening his mouth and showing off Dess’ seed upon his tongue.
Dess smirked. “Cute.”
Chara nodded. “I can’t believe you trained him to do that.”
“It was pretty easy,” Dess admitted. “Nut in his mouth, tell him not to swallow, and…” She grabbed a little plastic device and pressed down upon it, causing it to let out this sharp clicking sound. It made him tense and sent this pleasant energy into his brain. “And if he doesn’t swallow then I do that!”
Asriel’s ears folded back. She didn’t have to put his whole ass out there for Chara to see.
Dess clicked the device again. “You can swallow now.”
Asriel closed his mouth and swallowed it all at once, smacking his lips together. “So…”
“You are not even close to being let out of that thing,” Dess said.
Chara nodded. “I think I’ll need at least five more blowjobs as good as that before I even consider it.” They smoothed out their skirt, hiding away their now wilted anatomy. “But I do appreciate your spirit.”
Asriel groaned, feeling a pang at that. His cock was so very tight down there, struggling against the flat and utterly unforgiving metal. It was unfair! So deeply unfair.
Dess got up and made her way over to the bedroom, not bothering to put her pants back on. Not that she really had to, considering what they just did.
“I think we should dress him up,” Dess said.
Chara nodded, merely smirking at him. “I agree.”
Asriel didn’t comment. He knew that anything he said would be used against him. Instead, he got up, stretching his knees. This of course brought his crotch more in line with Chara who reached out and poked the front of his cage, booping it.
“You know this is so flat that I bet we could stick a strap to it,” Chara said, aiming their voice towards the room over and not at him.
Asriel looked off to the side. “Probably.”
He glared towards their bedroom, wondering what exactly Dess was grabbing. Not that they really had a shortage of slutty outfits for him to wear. The question didn’t linger for long as Dess soon came back into the room. She was holding a frilly maid outfit which was supported by a hanger. “Thought we’d go for the classic.”
She unfurled it, showing off an outfit which asked the bold question: ‘what if a maid costume was somehow even sluttier?’ It consisted of a short skirt and a lace crop top that would show off the wearer’s midriff.
“I’m not wearing that!” Asriel bleated.
Chara smirked. “Yeah, you are.”
“Look at me, I’m Asriel,” Dess jeered, dropping her voice a degree as she mocked him. “I’m going to pretend to hate something that I’m totally rock hard about.” She scoffed, looking down at his cage and pursing her lips together. It was hard to ignore the taunting edge which crept into her voice. “Or would be rock hard if we didn’t lock up that useless little clit of yours.”
Asriel grunted. She didn’t have to call him out like that.
She moved over and took a seat on the couch, placing the outfit within her lap. The first thing she selected was a thong, offering it up to him.
Asriel snatched it from her, trying his best to glare. Though it certainly didn’t help that she scoffed at this, not seeming even remotely phased by his steely demeanour. He stepped into it, pulling it into place. The fabric immediately wedged itself between his hindquarters, cupping his balls and cradling them so very tightly. Though the cage meant that there was hardly any bulge at all.
Chara leaned forward and kissed the fabric and the cage which lingered underneath. The warmth of their body felt nice, so close, so tempting. It only made the cage that much crueller to contend with.
Dess then handed the skirt over next. 
Asriel took it, yet again stepped into it. The hem of this attire went so very far up his thigh, not even really covering his ass at this point. He could see the bottom of his panties poking through. Thankfully, it wasn’t like they expected him to wear something like this outside of the apartment.
If they did then he would firmly refuse… probably.
Finally, she handed over the top and yet again Asriel pulled it on. His belly was exposed and really the only thing this did was hug his petite chest with a frilly black material.  He flushed bright red as he glanced in a nearby mirror, seeing himself in this outfit. 
Yep, he absolutely looked like a slut.
Dess cleared her throat. Asriel looked back over and saw that she wasn’t done. There were a few more items in her collection. “On your knees.”
Asriel didn’t fight back as he settled upon them. He saw that she had also brought out a tube of his black lipstick, popping it open. She carefully grasped his flushed cheeks and started to apply it, dragging it along his lips and not stopping until she had applied an even layer of the stuff.
Chara grinned.  “Really dolling him up, huh?”
“I mean, I want to make sure that he looks cute while taking care of us,” Dess teased, nodding towards them. “Also, he felt naked only having eyeliner and no lipstick, you know?”
“That’s true,” Chara said, nodding along.
Asriel flushed and looked off to the side, failing to look at them. 
His cock absolutely and certainly didn’t twitch at that sort of comment either. No, not even in the slightest. He was totally comfortable and not straining against the stainless-steel right about now. As cool as a cucumber as they would say.
Next, Dess brought out a black collar and pulled it around his throat. It was made of leather and was adequately tight, hugging his neck but not actively constricting it. There was a silver ring upon the front of it where a little tag dangled, jingling as she moved it into place.
Asriel just kept accepting what she was throwing at him, hating how much he liked getting dressed up like this. Who knew there were so many little accessories for this sort of outfit. He flushed as he pulled on lacey gloves, shivered as knee-high white socks went with them, and felt a pang of arousal at how steep these black heels felt as they cradled his feet.
By the time they were finished, he was dressed like a proper maid, wobbling as he got to his feet. Not his first time in heels but it never got easier.
“Are you done?” he asked, trying to hide his arousal by seeming unimpressed. Yet, even he could tell how feeble this deflection really was.
Dess nodded and looked at Chara. “Anything you want to add?”
“No, I think that I’m good,” Chara said, reaching out and smacking him on the butt. It was a light blow, more proving that they had the freedom to do this than to actually get a response from him. “What should we do with him now?”
“Order him around.” Dess lifted her hand and snapped her fingers together. “Azzy grab us some drinks.”
Asriel tensed but nodded, bowing slightly before turning and heading towards the fridge. He was a little unstable on his feet but this wasn’t his first time in heels. So, he picked it up easily enough. Once there, he opened the door and grabbed two fresh drinks from inside, returning with them in hand. He could feel their eyes upon him as he moved, devouring him so utterly.
“Shake that ass,” Chara jeered.
Asriel rolled his eyes but did just that, giving his tail a little wag for good measure. But only because he wanted to, of course. Not because he felt obliged to follow their orders or anything of the sort. 
This was merely a means to an end. What end? Well, that wasn’t important.
He offered up the drinks and the two of them accepted, cranking them open and taking a sip.
“This is the life,” Dess said, reaching down and scratching herself.
Chara nodded. “A person could get used to this.”
Dess then waved him away. “Go and clean something while your betters talk.”
Asriel flushed at being dismissed like that, feeling a sharp comment form upon the tip of his tongue. He denied himself the urge to have it be known, however, instead walking away and going towards their bookshelf. Naturally, even though he organized it earlier, Dess had put many of the books back in places they were not supposed to go. So, he busied himself with reorganizing them, turning away from the duo with his ass on display.
“So, how are things going at your job?” Dess asked. “Azzy tells me that you do some sort of like… tax bullshit.”
Chara scoffed. “Yeah, it’s uh…” They sighed. “I hate it.”
“Mood,” Dess teased. “I work retail.”
Chara sucked a breath through their teeth. “I’m so sorry.”
Asriel squatted down, hating that this exposed himself further. Though apparently even this wasn’t what dommes wanted as he heard Chara loudly clear their throat.
“That’s not how maids reach down for things,” Chara teased. “They bend forwards at the waist and pick them up. Preferably while looking away from their employer.”
Asriel grunted. “What does that even mean?”
“It means that you better show off your ass or we’re leaving you locked up like that,” Dess jeered.
Asriel got back to his feet, smoothing out the front of his microskirt. “This feels very sexist.”
“Maids can be any gender,” Chara replied. There were those imps in their voice, prancing around within the confines of their syllables. Did they have any other way of speaking aside from that? It was hard to tell sometimes. “Now get back to work.”
Asriel grunted. Yet, he obeyed. He bent forward at the hip, pushing his ass out and into the air. The short hem of his skirt immediately snaps upwards, exposing his bare bottom to the two of them. The thong suddenly felt like a paltry amount of protection, barely anything at all in the grand scheme of things.
Yet, he picked up some of the misplaced books, left in a stack and not even attempted to be sorted. And of course, these all belonged to slots near the bottom of the bookshelf, ensuring that he remained down there, working with his ass on display.
“So…” Dess began.
Chara grinned. “So…”
“Do you want his mouth or ass when we get around to spit roasting him?” Dess asked.
Asriel shivered, keeping his ear open to the discussion. Like everything else, his cage ached so terribly at these sinful claims.
“Definitely his mouth,” Chara replied, whistling. “It’ll be more fun seeing how he reacts to you shoving your hog inside of him.”
“Alternatively, we can just cuck him,” Dess said.
Asriel tensed. They wouldn’t dare.
Chara chuckled. “Yeah, I guess we could do that if we really wanted to.” A pause, a beat, a moment to give him a chance to say something in his defense. Yet, not a word slipped free from him; much to Chara’s obvious glee. “Let’s do it!”
There was another moment of silence followed promptly by the two of them giggling to one another. Soon enough, Asriels heard the sounds of two people making out right behind him. They sounded so lewd and heavy, lustful in their endeavours. Was that just to get at him or were they really going at it right now?
Asriel was about to turn and look but Dess caught him as he attempted to do so.
“Keep working,” she ordered. “Eyes forward.”
Asriel groaned but did just that. How many books had Dess misplaced anyways? How could one doe have messed with so many volumes in the span of a couple hours? This felt malicious and spiteful.
Dess let out a groan that sounded so crude. A noise which was soon joined by these faint little chirping sounds from Chara. Both of their euphoria sounded far too real to possibly just be play acting. These two were really going at it, right behind him… right now.
Asriel flushed, reaching down and touching his cage. His anatomy practically begged to be let out. And he was unable to do anything about it aside from simply touching the metal, grinding desperately against the air as if it would somehow fix everything.
The two creatures on the couch were disrobing, just out of sight. At least, that’s what it sounded like with the rustling of fabric being especially pronounced. This theory was only reinforced as a shirt went flying by, landing clumsily in the very corner of his field of view.
“Yo Azzy!” Chara groaned. “Can you fold my stuff for me?”
Asriel turned around and nodded. “Y-yeah.”
He finally saw that they were in fact going at it. The two of them were totally naked and grinding against one another, pawing at each other’s bodies. Their clothing was all over the place, tossed haphazardly around the apartment. 
Chara was straddling Dess’ lap, grinding against her crotch. At the same time, Dess had one of their triangular teats between her lips, suckling upon it. Dess’ body was full and feminine with a sizeable chest and heavy hips. Chara’s, on the other hand, was slender with a nearly flat chest and petite waist. 
Asriel went over and started to collect their clothing off of the floor, picking it all up and bringing it over to the dining room table. He took a small detour in order to grab Dess’ bra which hung from the back of the couch, bringing him so very close to the two of them. Yet, he knew that he couldn’t partake, merely feeling the warmth of their bodies before he returned to the table.
Once there, he started to fold the articles of clothing, flushing as he watched the two of them out of the corner of his eye. Was this really happening? Was he really this much of a cuck?
“Azzy,” Dess said, drawing away from Chara’s teats. “Go grab my lube.”
Asriel nodded. “Yes…”
“Yes?” Dess asked, grinning with an especially predatory glee. “You’re missing a word there, slut.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Asriel quickly said.
He darted into their bedroom and went over to the bedside table, grabbing a bottle of lube and coming back over with it in hand. As he was about to hand it over, Dess instead lifted one of her hands and pointed to the floor in front of herself.
“Fluff me,” she ordered.
Asriel’s eyes widened and he fell to his knees, seeing that Dess was only partially hard. A part of him wanted to deny her this request, a large part of him in fact. Yet, that sinful little voice wouldn’t let him. In the end, he obeyed because of course he obeyed, being that much of a little bitch.
Curse this woman for knowing my buttons.
He leaned forwards and took her semi-stiff meat into his mouth, wrapping his lips around it. Carefully, he started to ease along it, swirling and suckling as he ventured forth. It was hard to focus on his work as the other two still went at it, eating one another’s faces and pawing at their bodies.
Slowly, Dess started to harden. It seemed that this was also reflected in how much she moaned, letting out these deep and guttural notes of pleasure. Before long, she was totally erect, standing as tall and proud as she possibly could.
Asriel eased back and sat there, folding his hands within his lap. He knew how to be a good little cuck. All he could do was watch as Dess obviously got more and more worked up.
Before long, she pushed Chara back, removing herself from their teat. She panted for breath, taking a moment to properly collect herself. “We better get started.”
Chara smirked and looked back at Asriel. “Well, aren’t you going to get me ready too?”
Asriel flushed. “What?”
“You have the lube,” Chara said, wiggling their backside in front of his face. “So, get me ready to take your girlfriend’s cock.”
Asriel nodded, flushing and looking down at the lube. The cage was really starting to hurt, his poor quasi-erection straining against it something fierce. They couldn’t honestly expect him to just take this while locked up… could they?
He popped open the lube and spread it upon two of his fingers, coating them in a generous amount of the stuff. Once they were positively glimmering, he then reached up and pressed them against Chara’s backdoor. There wasn’t too much pressure, the twink obviously used to take it from behind. Inch by inch, he worked his way inside, spreading that slickness around inside of them.
Chara moaned and leaned forwards, melting against Dess. It was like they weren’t even acknowledging that Asriel was there anymore.
And why exactly was that so fucking hot?
Asriel kept at it for a little while longer, pumping his fingers into them again and again. His motions were deep and purposeful, taking his time to spread that sin around inside of them.
Once assured that Chara was properly lubed up, Asriel pulled his fingers out and wiped them off upon the hem of his little skirt, resting his hands back within his lap. As he did so, they pulled away, bracing themself over Dess and looking down at her. “Your boyfriend did a great job getting me ready.”
“That sounds like him,” Dess said. “We should probably reposition if I’m going to fuck you.”
“Fair point,” Chara said.
They suddenly got off of Dess’ lap, standing up and pulling their slender form taut. Their erection pierced the air and they gave it a little stroke, showing off just how wet they really were as their fingers now glimmered. 
At the same time, Dess also got up and looked down at the couch, studying it quite intently. “How do we want to do this?”
Chara hummed and studied it as well. “Missionary?”
“Do you know how much that would kill my thighs? If only we had a way of raising you up a little,” Dess grumbled before looking down at Asriel. Something clicked as there was a twinkle within her gaze. “Actually…”
“Actually?” Asriel asked.
Dess snapped her fingers and pointed towards the couch. “Get comfortable.”
Asriel fell onto the sofa without complaint, wondering what exactly getting comfortable would entail. He found out soon enough as Chara seemed to pick up on some hint that he wasn’t entirely privy to. They flopped into his lap, thudding down with enough force to make him grunt, wheezing as their petite weight pressed into his cage.
He instinctively wrapped his hands around Chara’s waist, kissing them on the side of the neck. Even if he had every right to be a moody little prick, he still wasn’t planning to take it out on them. After all, it was the devil with the antlers who was responsible for his current predicament, not them.
And the goat with horns who was letting it happen, of course…
Shut up, brain.
Dess angled her hips, bracing her hands upon the back of the couch. She gripped it tightly as she tried to find the proper angle for penetration. Asriel couldn’t tell what was happening down there though he had a pretty good idea considering the number of grunts which rumbled forth from her as her frustration became more pronounced.
This theory was only reinforced as she accidently missed her mark and smacked him on the thigh with her cock.
“Having issues?” Asriel teased.
Dess glared at him. “Shush.”
She reached down and grabbed her erection, taking hold of it and trying to find her mark. This time around, she had a little more success, pressing forwards. Whatever she did seemed to work as she managed to draw this shuddering note free from between Chara’s lips.
“There we go,” she grumbled.
Her hand returned to the back of the couch as she steeled her grip, digging her fingers into the soft material. Then slowly, oh so slowly, she started to buck forwards, pushing against the human’s body. And little by little, it seemed that the human relaxed, shivering and shuddering within Asriel’s grip.
“Holy shit,” Chara whispered. “B-big.”
“You’re just a baby,” Asriel teased.
Chara groaned and launched their elbow backwards. Though the blow was only glancing when it landed. “Fuck you.”
“Maybe later,” Asriel teased.
Dess chuckled and leaned forward, planting a kiss on Chara’s forehead. “Damn… getting bullied by the cuck.”
She eased back a little before pumping forwards especially forcefully, pressing into Chara’s body a bit more roughly than before. Her pace was sporadic, clumsy, obviously struggling to find a proper rhythm. Yet, she started to get there, each motion feeling a little smoother than the last as she just kept thrusting.
The sounds of sex started to punctuate the air, the groans from Dess and the moans from Chara unifying like a sinful duet. These two melodies were supported by a dull thud as their flesh came together so roughly. There were these crude squelching sounds intermingled within, each borne from Dess pumping into their hole.
“Fuck,” Chara groaned.
Asriel chuckled and nibbled at their neck, kissing it quite firmly. He suckled for good measure, ensuring that he left a lovely little love bite behind. And then he left another for good measure. If this brat was going to bully him then he was going to bully them back just as hard.
Honestly, it was cute to see those little splotches of purple. It was always too much fun to see how easily humans bruised. Who could possibly refuse taking advantage of something like that?
Dess pumped away, finally seeming to find her stride. She learned forwards and doubled down, properly dogging the twinky little human. Her breath came out in frantic puffs, the warmth of it brushing against Asriel’s ear as she moaned and groaned in bliss.
“Their hole feels nearly as good as yours,” Dess grumbled.
Asriel chuckled and squeezed Chara a bit tighter than before. “I mean… I felt the way they were flexing around my fingers when I was getting them ready. This freak is way more of a bottom than even I am.”
“You know…” Dess grinned, leering down at the two of them. “I think I might actually believe you.” She scoffed. “This time.”
She drew away, standing upright. Instead of bracing herself against the couch, however, she instead grabbed Chara’s hips, gripping hold of them and using them for leverage. This allowed her to double down, delving into them that much harder than before.
The tempo of the crude squelches was that much more frequent, adding to the volume of noises which rumbled forth from the two of them. Asriel shifted in his seat, feeling that pesky tightness in his cage, trying its damnedest to crush his poor abused dick.
He decided to express his displeasure by nipping at and even biting Chara’s flesh. He sunk his teeth into their shoulder, clenching tightly enough that he managed to actually draw forth a genuine groan of distress from them.
“Fuck you!” Chara groaned.
Dess chuckled. “Keep doing that babe, they make cute noises when you hurt them.”
As if Asriel needed to be asked twice.
The two of them worked in tandem, turning the tables in short order. Dess worked Chara over, dogging them down something fierce. At the same time, Asriel used his claws and teeth. He even gripped their petite breasts, giving them both a firm squeeze. Those little buds were just too sensitive, causing the human to gasp and groan, crying out.
“Close,” Dess groaned.
Chara nodded, apparently at a loss for words. All they did was pant and puff, desperate for breath.
Dess snarled and slammed forwards, burying herself especially deep inside. She lingered there before drawing back and delivering another thrust. And a weaker one after that. How had her pace already devolved that much?
It took Asriel a moment to realize that she had climaxed, spilling her load inside of the human.
Chara whimpered and shuddered. It was obvious that they had joined her in succumbing to this intimate bliss. They shivered so very much, tensing and twitching against Asriel’s body. Really, it was kind of adorable to see how they got into the throes of pleasure, even if he didn’t get to join them in its divinity.
“You two good?” Asriel asked.
Dess drew back, pulling out of Chara with this wet sounding spurt of fluids. She took a clumsy step away from the couch, wincing as she waddled back. “Never skip leg day.”
Chara shivered and cooed, squirming against Asriel’s body. It was obvious that they were still in the come down. So, he stroked their flesh, tenderly petting them. Yet, slowly, little by little, their faculties started to return, bleeding back into their persona, ever so slowly.
“Thanks for holding me,” they said, flashing that devilish smile of theirs. “Not bad for a cuck.”
“Shut up,” Asriel grumbled, kissing one of the marks that he’d just left behind. “You’ve lost all aura.”
“I have not lost my aura!” Chara yelped.
Dess scoffed. “You kind of lost your aura.”
“Should put you in a cage instead,” Asriel said, smirking. “In fact, we could just take this one off and give it to you instead.” He looked at Dess and got ready to twist the knife. “What do you think?”
“I think that you’re trying to worm your way out of chastity,” Dess replied, coming over and poking his forehead.
Or she could take this win away from him entirely.
Asriel gasped, faking his shock. “I’ll have you know that I would do no such thing!” He drew a hand away from Chara’s body and held it to his chest instead. “I am shocked… SHOCKED… that you would level those sorts of untoward accusations in my direction. SHOCKED!”
Chara seemed to get control of themself again, pushing up and getting off of him. They stretched as they showed off the damage to everyone in the room. Their neck and shoulder were covered in purple and red blemishes, aggravated love bites while their stomach and chest bore several shallow scratch marks. There was also a trail of fluids which oozed down their thighs and another, much thinner puddle, which plastered their belly.
Asriel leaned forward and grabbed them, turning them to face him fully. He grinned before leaning forward and dragging his tongue through the small streak of fluids left upon their stomach. Their cum tasted just as pleasant as ever, a nice dessert after being so rudely denied the main course.
“Let’s go cuddle,” Dess murmured, stumbling towards the bedroom.
Chara nodded and pulled away from Asriel entirely, offering up their hand to him instead. He took it and got to his feet as he followed both of them into the bedroom.
One of the smartest purchases that Dess and himself had ever made was to invest in a bed this large. It was more than capable of comfortably housing all three of them with plenty of room to spread out if it were so desired.
Dess took her side of the bed and Chara took Asriel’s, leaving space in the middle for him to settle down and lay between them. He didn’t even bother to take off the maid’s uniform, only kicking off the heels before clambering upon the sheets. What was the point? It wasn’t like this would get in the way if they decided to do something with him.
Chara draped their arm over his chest, pulling themself in close in order to kiss him upon the cheek.
Dess meanwhile, flipped up his skirt, hooking a finger through the waistband of his skimpy little thong. She stuck out her tongue as she pulled it down, exposing the cage which lingered underneath. As he looked at it, he saw the glistening pre which oozed through the small holes on the front of it, forming a crude puddle on the surface.
“Wonder if we can try out some of those more extreme cages sometime,” Dess said.
Chara smirked. “Like the ones with the sounding rods?”
“Abso-fucking-lutely not!” Asriel yelped, frantically covering himself. He glared between them, like a sheep vying with wolves. “You’ll do no such thing.”
“I’m only kidding,” Chara teased. Though it certainly didn’t sound like a joke; far from it in fact.
Dess being the absolute witch that she was, started to toy with the cage, circling her finger around the harsh metal. She even held her index finger against the blunted circle which covered his cock, firmly taping it a couple of times as if spelling out some sort of lustful Morse Code.
She then rolled over and reached into the bedside table, rummaging around for something inside and taking a few seconds to find it. As she rolled back over, she held a small egg vibrator between her fingers, turning it on. 
The little thing buzzed as she touched it to his cage. It pushed this pleasant vibration through the metal, rumbling against his cock.
Asriel groaned, gripping the sheets. “Dess.”
“I just thought that you’d appreciate a little stimulation is all,” Dess teased, sticking out her tongue at him. “You know… since both of us have already gotten off twice. Feels wrong to leave you out of the mix.”
Chara nodded. “I think it’s very nice of her.” They leaned over and gave him a playful kiss on the cheek. “After all, you’re not getting out of there for a good long while. So, you should really learn how to cum with it on.”
Asriel whimpered. “How much is a while?”
“Could leave it to lady luck,” Dess teased. “I think we have a few dice lying around.”
“What kind of dice?” Asriel asked.
Dess hummed. “D6?”
“That’s way too nice,” Chara smirked, offering up that relentless and mischievous glee. It would seem that their aura was quick to return and their impishness along with it. “What about a D20? I think a D20 would be better.”
“Could just use a D100,” Dess offered, grinning at her co-conspirator. These two weren’t serious, were they? “Question is, does the number represent days or weeks?”
“Why not months?” Chara asked, reaching down and cupping Asriel’s balls. They gave them a firm squeeze. “What do you think, faggot? Are you willing to risk not getting to cum sometime this decade?”
Asriel whimpered. “Guys…”
“We could just break the key,” Dess teased.
Chara nodded. “It’s not like we really need that useless little cock of his anyways.” They bit their lip and looked down at Dess’ anatomy. “Especially when I have that thing to play with.”
Dess winked at them, giving her own junk a jostle in order to show off its hefty weight.
Asriel’s poor anatomy strained so firmly against the metal as they spoke to one another. Curse them for knowing how to mess with his buttons, curse them to hell and back. This was unfair, so deeply unfair.
“Sadly, Dess is too nice for something like that,” Chara murmured.
Dess nodded. “I do like to play with that clit every now and then.” She drew the vibrator away and instead stroked at the metal with her fingers. “But what matters is that we could do those things and you would be powerless to stop us.”
Asriel whimpered. “You two suck.”
“Then tell us to stop,” Chara jeered.
Asriel could’ve, he really could’ve. All it would take were a few words and this cage would be off and his cock set free. But those words never came. Not even for a moment did he consider asking them to let up with this cruel and unusual punishment.
You really are a deviant.
“That’s what I thought,” Dess teased.
Chara snickered. “You’re just too much fun to mess with.”
Asriel leaned to the side, giving them a kiss before turning back over and giving Dess one as well. “I am so bullying you when this stupid cage comes off.”
“Looking forward to it,” Chara teased.
Dess smirked. “Babe, a threat like that only works if I know that you can carry through with it.” She snickered. “You couldn’t Dom me if your life depended on it.”
“Oh yeah?” Asriel asked.
Dess nodded, looking so very sure of herself. “Yeah.”
“Guess we’ll see how you feel about that tomorrow,” Asriel said.
Dess rolled her eyes. “I’m terrified.” She snuggled up against him, nuzzling into this neck. “But… I think I need a few minutes of snuggling before I’m ready for round three.”
Chara cackled. “Minutes? I think I need a few days after those orgasms.” They grinned at Asriel, ready to twist the knife. “I couldn’t imagine what it’s like not to have gotten at least one earth shattering orgasm out of tonight.”
Asriel glared at them. “I love you.” He scoffed. “Dorks.”
“And we love our cuck,” Chara beamed.
Dess nodded. “It’s true.”
