Chapter One
Chara didn’t know how to properly explain that they did not care. They didn’t care about what this monster’s plans were. They didn’t care about cost-expense calculations. And they very much didn’t care about improvements to profitability for this trade venture. All they cared about was wondering when this ceaseless droning would actually end.
The crown upon their head had never felt heavier than it did right now, trying to pretend to care as a walking scroll went on and on about some sort of utterly boring development plan geared towards a stretch of the underground they would likely never visit.
What even was the Far East? They had certainly never heard of it.
All they could focus on was how uncomfortable this chair felt, how swollen their feet had become, and how much they wanted to eat something. They looked out upon the crowd, seeing the sea of bored faces who came to them for guidance.
They gripped their chair, digging their nails into it.
Everything about this was just so irritating, so very irritating to have to endure.
“Chara?” a familiar voice asked.
Chara glanced to the side and saw their husband looking towards them. He reached out and placed a hand over theirs, giving it a squeeze. A small bout of mercy, a tiny amount of joy in this otherwise bleak setting.
Yet, it felt like nothing more than a drop of water in the desert.
“Huh?” Chara whispered.
Asriel looked away from them and nodded towards the scroll. “I was wondering what were your thoughts on his proposal?”
Chara blinked. They realized that they hadn’t retained so much as a word of actual substance. It was all this static that buzzed within their tired brain.
They shrugged. “I think his proposal is sound.”
The scroll smiled nice and wide. His eyes brimmed with glee. “Really?”
“Yes,” Chara replied, nodding towards them.
Asriel looked less certain, scratching at his chin. Yet, he looked at them once again, seeming to study them and their reaction. It was like he had the ability to pick up on the fact that they were pulling this out of their ass.
Regardless, he nodded along to their words, if nothing else. “I agree with my spouse. That being said, I would like to have a hard copy of your proposition delivered to me. Just so I have something to really look over and have a better understanding of the finer details.”
The scroll nodded to this, looking positively thrilled by this offer. “Of course, Your Majesty. I would be happy to deliver that to you personally.”
Chara should’ve felt a little bad, seeing this monster act so eager while they hadn’t even bothered to properly listen. Maybe they did feel a little bad. Mostly, they just felt like they wanted to get the fuck out of here and put their feet up for the day.
“Were there any other concerns that you had?” Chara asked.
The scroll shook his head and clutched his papers tightly, stepping down from the podium and making his way back into the crowd of monsters.
Another was about to take his place but Asriel lifted his hand, making them pause mid stride. A confused murmur rumbled through the crowd. This was apparently unorthodox. Curse Asgore and Toriel for setting such a high expectation.
“I believe we can afford to take a small recess,” Asriel commented, offering a polite smile. “My spouse could use something to eat.”
The murmur continued but it seemed that the monsters bought this excuse, nodding to one another. They all seemed to know that the poor pregnant human needed their rest after all. Hell, it wasn’t even that much of a lie as Chara just wanted to lay down and take a nice long nap.
Asriel offered his hand and Chara took it, getting to their feet while holding a hand to their rounded belly. They could feel the life down there. How much longer would it be before they felt the child start kicking? How much longer until they were born? According to Toriel, this was generally supposed to take nine months for a human. Yet, this was no human, this was something different, something so much better than a mere human growing down there.
It was unexplored grounds and they were the first to walk it. Honestly, it was kind of exciting.
“We’ll be back in a few minutes,” Asriel called, waving as he grabbed his spouse’s hand.
Chara followed after him, heading off of the stage and into an adjoined green room. Almost immediately the sounds and sights of the crowd were gone, hidden away by the thick soundproof walls. It was merciful to be out of the press of bodies, to no longer have the attention of an entire society resting heavy upon their shoulders.
They wandered over to a sofa in the room, flopping down upon it. A heavy sigh of relief rumbled forth from them as they closed their eyes.
“I don’t know how much longer I can keep doing this,” Chara stated. “How did Asgore and Toriel keep this up for so many centuries.”
Asriel nodded. “You kind of zoned out there.”
“Did I?” Chara asked, trying their best to hide the fact that they had been caught red handed.
Asriel poured two glasses of water, bringing one of them over to his spouse who happily accepted. The coolness of the fluid was very much appreciated as they helped themself to a generous sip.
“Do you even know what you signed off on?” Asriel asked, shaking his head. “Not to say I’m opposed to his idea but…”
“Babe,” Chara grumbled, looking up at him “No one ever brings bad ideas to us. At worst, we approved something mediocre.” They scoffed. “It’s not the end of the world if I wasn’t paying attention to whatever it was.”
Not the best way to rule but they had also never asked for this. And they had especially not asked for it while trying to start a freaking family.
“Approving mediocre ideas opens the door to bad ideas,” Asriel said, working his jaw. “But… there’s no reason to focus on that right now.”
He came up behind Chara’s chair and placed his meaty hands upon their shoulders, working into their stiff muscles with his tender grasp. It was nice, very nice, melting away that growing tension which seemed to permanently exist inside of them.
As Chara looked ahead, they caught their reflection in a nearby mirror. They had changed over the last few months and not just in terms of being pregnant. Though their bloated belly and heavy chest were pretty indicative of that unique change.
They were also more monster-like than before with white fur growing upon their pale skin. Their teeth were sharpened around the canines. And their long hair, which they’d been growing out, wasn’t able to hide the two horns which now poked out of their head in the form of twin rounded nubs.
Still… it was clearly a human under all of those changes. A cruel and unfortunate reality.
“Mom and dad entrusted us with this,” Asriel explained.
Chara scoffed. “Against our will.”
“They asked for help and we provided it,” Asriel said, shaking his head. “And they have been helping plenty since we broke the news to them.”
“Probably resent me for making them delay their retirement,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel rolled his eyes and lifted one of his hands, scratching at their scruffy cheek with a finger. “They do not resent you for getting pregnant.” He scoffed. “In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever seen my mom happier than when we told her.”
“I swear to the Angel, she’s more excited for this than we are,” Chara teased, shaking their head.
Asriel smirked. “There’s a good chance that that’s the case.”
Chara closed their eyes. “I don’t want to go back out there.”
“It’s just a few more cases and then we’ll be done,” Asriel tried. “Maybe a dozen more before we get to call it a day.”
Chara gritted their teeth, feeling a familiar anger bubble up. “Babe… I…” They sighed, pushing it down. “I don’t want to go back out there. I am tired and I don’t want to feel like I’m responsible for the good of an entire species. I just want to be normal for an evening. Is that too much to ask?”
Asriel went silent for a moment. As Chara opened their eyes, they could see his indecision in the mirror. He looked troubled by their request.
“Is there anything that I can do to help?” he asked.
Chara shrugged. “Take my SOUL and break the barrier so that the weight of ruling is someone else’s responsibility to handle.”
“What a fantastic idea,” Asriel chided, rolling his eyes. He lifted his hand and playfully flicked the back of their head. “I’ll just kill my spouse and our unborn child. Then I’ll strut up to the surface as a conquering hero to claim even more human SOULs. I’m sure that’d go smashingly with the public and won’t cause any issues for the stability of this realm. Let alone for our stability with whatever humans are now on the surface.”
Chara blew a puff of air into their cheek. “You could just say that you disliked my idea.” Though they paused in order to tap a finger against their chin. “Actually, I think that I might be thinking of something.”
Asriel lifted a brow.
“Do you think that our kids will have human or monster SOULs?” Chara asked.
Asriel huffed. “Chara…”
“I’m just saying if they have human SOULs and we have six of them,” Chara explained, motioning with their hand. “Then you’ll have seven perfectly good SOULs to break open the barrier with.”
Asriel scoffed and flicked the back of their head for a second time. It was hard enough to make Chara flinch.
“Well screw me for thinking creatively,” Chara grumbled, folding their arms in front of their chest. They tried to glare at him in the mirror but he wasn’t looking towards it. “Some people appreciate the kind of person who can think outside the box.”
Asriel shook his head. “You’re a little goblin sometimes. You know that, right?” He glanced at the clock on the wall, watching the way it ticked far too quickly. It always seemed to run faster when they weren’t attending to court. “We should think about heading back soon.”
Chara groaned. “Do we have to?”
“Yes, we need to get this done because I have plans tonight,” Asriel explained. “Do you remember Juno?”
“The girl you used to sleep with back in high school?” Chara asked, thinking about it for a moment. They then frowned. “Ah.”
That…
That thing that they were absolutely not jealous about.
No, they were both grown ups and they had both agreed that Asriel should be allowed another avenue to take care of his needs during these trying times. That’s what they told themself and they were sticking to that story.
The jealousy was just weakness that they would do well to ignore.
“I mean if that’s okay with you,” Asriel quickly added, sheepishly rubbing at the back of his head. “I know that you… I…” He sighed, obviously not able to muster a defense for this selfishness.
Good! Let him lament on that for a little while!
Bad Chara… bad.
“It’s fine,” Chara replied, folding their arms in front of their chest. “I know a monster has needs and that we have to be careful until…” They gestured towards their bloated belly. “Until this whole thing gets resolved.”
“Exactly,” Asriel replied. “I’m glad that you understand.”
A silence, as pregnant as Chara, settled in place between them. It wasn’t a nice silence, far from it in fact.
“How much time do we have until we’re needed back at court?” Chara asked.
Asriel sighed, working his jaw. “A few more minutes.”
“I wonder what we could get up to in a few minutes,” Chara teased, winking at him as they reached for the bottom of their flowing robe. They lifted it up, just a little, revealing their smooth bare legs. “Surely we could afford to flitter away a little more of our subject’s time.”
Asriel smirked. “You’re just as bad as me.”
“Blame that stupid rune that Gaster etched onto me,” Chara grumbled, glaring at him. “And at least I’m remaining faithful.”
Asriel huffed. “You gave me permission!”
At the very least, he seemed like he was interested in playing ball. He came over and settled down upon his knees, carefully reaching up and grasping Chara’s thighs through the material of their gown. With great care, he leaned closer and kissed them upon the knee, trailing a line of gentle little pecks upwards, along their thigh.
As he advanced, higher and higher, Chara continued to casually lift their gown. Bit by bit, more of their flesh was exposed and each new inch was graced by a gentle little kiss from their suitor.
“You’re a terrible influence,” Asriel murmured.
Chara gasped. “Well, if that isn’t the pot calling the kettle black.”
They soon lifted their dress all the way up their legs, exposing their entire lower half. There wasn’t so much as a strand of fabric over their lower lips nor protecting that magic little rune etched over their swollen womb. 
Why would they dare put something between themself and a good thing?
A tiny growl rumbled forth from the back of Asriel’s throat. His eyes had widened and pupils dilated as that oh familiar scent greeted him. It was that of his lover’s lust hitting his nose in full force, enough to completely turn him feral.
“I missed you,” Asriel whispered, retaining just enough sanity to speak. Though it was impossible to figure out if he was addressing Chara or the damp flower which lingered between their legs. Regardless, he leaned forwards and gave their pussy a wet kiss, probing at their soaked folds with his tongue.
“Fuck,” Chara whispered, shivering against his attention. It felt good to have him down there, felt good to feel his warmth and fur against this most sacred of places.
“Is this okay?” Asriel asked, closing his eyes. He was so gentle, lapping at their folds but not getting rough with them. “I don’t want to hurt you.”
“Yes, it’s okay,” Chara teased, reaching down and running their hand through his hair. “You fucking dweeb.”
“I’m not a dweeb,” Asriel murmured.
He dragged his tongue along their folds, giving them a couple of cautious licks. Again and again, he stroked at their sex, not pushing inside but merely stimulating them on a surface level. On occasion, he would lean forwards and take their clit into his mouth instead, treating it with the same tender care he’d shown for the rest of their hole.
Chara realized that one of his hands had drifted away from their legs. It was between his own instead. Which only made them smile, realizing that he was jerking himself off. They didn’t comment on it, however, not wanting to ruin a good thing. It was just nice to know that they could still make him feel good, even with these limitations of theirs.
“Chara,” Asriel groaned.
Chara continued to pet his hair. “I’m right here, babe.”
It seemed that he was starting to get addicted to their taste, enticed by the smells of their body. Slowly, oh so slowly, he started to get just a little bit rougher with them. Not as rough as they would’ve been before their pregnancy but Chara could still feel as his tongue properly pushed inside. 
They could also feel his claws prickling at their thigh, threatening to push into their flesh. Though for now, this only remained a threat.
Chara gasped, feeling that tongue brush against these sensitive places inside of them. It curled and rolled around, stimulating their inner walls so liberally. Their back started to arc away from the couch’s cushions and they could feel a familiar heat brewing within their gullet. It was an addictive sensation and they wanted Asriel to feed that addiction so badly.
Asriel crammed his muzzle against their snatch, taking in the scent of their lust with every shaky inhale through his nose. His eyes were vacant, lost to his primal urges and selfless desires to please. It was adorable to get him like this.
Sure, Chara would’ve loved nothing more than to get taken from behind and used like they would’ve before his seed caught. But this wasn’t so bad either. It was actually kind of tender, adorable, seeing how even his lovemaking had changed in order to accommodate the child growing inside of them.
“My human,” Asriel groaned, rumbling against their sex.
Chara gasped. “My monster.”
His tongue darted around, swirling amongst their folds again and again. It moved with selfish desire, flowing between all of those sensitive places inside of them. Each time he would brush against one, the pressure in Chara’s core tightened, the heat becoming that much harder to handle.
“Fuck,” Chara whispered, reaching up and biting into their hand.
It seemed that Asriel wasn’t pleased with their attempts to muffle their moans, however. He reached up and grabbed their arm, forcing it away from their mouth and denying them the option of hiding just how good he was making them feel. “Don’t you dare. I want to hear you moan.”
Chara’s eyes widened. That dominant little tone which filled his voice was so wonderful, making their legs quiver. Oh, how they missed hearing something like that. It was honestly as potent as any aphrodisiac.
“Yes Sir,” Chara whispered.
Asriel grinned. “Good human.”
He rewarded his human by leaning forwards and pressing his mouth against their snatch, tightly linking them together in a deeply intimate kiss. His tongue pushed inside of them, snaking as deep as he could possibly manage. There was no time spared to foreplay as he tackled this task with a ruthless dedication that nearly caught Chara off guard with how invigorating it felt.
They rocked their hips, almost instinctively, grinding against his muzzle. Their connection to the world started to fade as they got lost to the pleasant sensations which seemed set on besieging the last bastions of their rational mind.
How much longer would it be before that tension in their core finally popped? How much longer would it be before they let their pleasure be known. It was divine to be in this position, treated with all the reverence of an idol being prayed to.
Asriel grunted and Chara noticed that he was jerking himself off so very quickly. They had never known him to be able to climax to anything short of their pussy. Was their scent and taste really that strong? Had he really become that desperate for any sort of pleasure?
It almost made Chara feel guilty.
…
Almost.
“Good boy,” Chara whispered, moving their hand down and instead cupping his face with it. They stroked at the blonde scruff on his cheek with their thumb, smiling at him as they did so. “Such a good boy.”
Asriel’s face warmed and Chara quickly realized that this was due to the fact that his tail was wagging, thudding against the back of his robe. They could hear it and that made them snicker. Though their amusement didn’t seem to taper Asriel’s desires in the slightest. 
If anything, it had only succeeded in emboldening him, getting him to press himself even tighter against their lower lips. He ate them out with this unrelenting sense of dedication, slurping and making all sorts of crude noises in the process.
The fire inside of Chara grew hotter and hotter, almost unrelenting in its quality.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” they whispered, rocking against their companion. It wasn’t long before they were on a crash course with utter bliss. “Fuck!”
Their climax came quickly and it came hard as their juices gushed against their husband’s face. Asriel, for his part, remained locked tightly in place, taking in this sinful ration and enjoying it without restrain. He closed his eyes and groaned, moaning against their body.
Pulse after pulse, wave after wave of euphoria hit Chara with all the intensity of a tsunami battering against the coast. Their eyes widened as if a livewire had been applied directly to their naked flesh. Bolt after bolt hit them as they absolutely drenched their husband’s complexion with their sin.
It felt like an eternity before the pleasure started to taper, like eons had come and gone. Stars had surely been born and died in the epochs it took for their pleasure to properly taper and run its course.
Though in reality, it was likely only scarce seconds before that finally pulse hit them. Only then did Asriel start to ease back, nice and slow, taking his time with drawing away from their hole. As he did so, strands of arousal linked his face with Chara’s drenched lower lips.
He almost looked drunk, blinking through the haze of sex which seemed to cloud his senses.
“Chara,” Asriel whispered.
Chara smirked and patted him on the cheek. “Good boy.”
As Asriel slowly rose to his feet, Chara could see that there were thick strands of something pearly and white plastered over his fingers, linking them together in some sort of crude web. This only made them feel more powerful, knowing that they were able to get their husband to climax while doing something as simple as presenting their hole.
Though seeing his seed made them feel somewhat envious. It was hard to bear witness, knowing his essence wasn’t inside of them. Thankfully, it wouldn’t be too much longer before they got to enjoy something like that again.
Asriel wandered over to a nearby table and grabbed a moist towel, using it to clean off his face. For what good it did him. It didn’t seem like it was going to do much to taper the scent as it seemed to fill his very demeanour.
Would he be forced to smell it for the rest of their session in court?
Chara grinned. They certainly hoped so. A part of them really liked the idea of their husband forced to sit through the rest of these cases while smelling nothing but his spouse’s lust with every breath he took. Maybe that would make him just as eager to call it a day early as themselves.
Now wouldn’t that be nice?
Asriel groaned. “You’re a demon.”
“The absolute worst,” Chara teased, sticking out their tongue at him. “And you only have yourself to blame.”
“I don’t know about that,” Asriel grumbled, huffing as he wiped his face off with a towel. For what little good that would do in getting rid of their scent. “I think I can blame you plenty.”
“Well just think of it as me taking care of you until you can see Juno,” Chara said, carefully getting to their feet. It was much easier for them to get sorted as they simply let their gown fall back into place. In an instance, their shame was hidden away from any prying eyes with only Asriel knowing of the mess left behind. “She should be thanking me.”
“I’ll make sure to pass along the message,” Asriel murmured.
Before he could clean up any further, there was a knock at the door.
“Your Majesties?” a courtier called. “Are you going to be much longer? The people are starting to get restless.”
Asriel sighed. “We’ll be out in a moment.”
“Just taking care of some matters regarding the future heirs,” Chara called, winking at their husband. “I am sure that the people can respect that.”
A pause
“Of course!” the courtier replied. “I’ll relay the message.”
At the very least, they’d have that excuse in their back pocket for the next little while.
