Chapter Three
Royal couple discovers that there’s a whole new layer of exhaustion which was lingering under the current layer of unbearable exhaustion. More at seven!
That’s what the last few months had genuinely felt like. Who knew that Chara would be missing the simple days of court life? Who knew that they would learn to appreciate the sweet and blissful times of waking up at seven in the morning to tend to documents and get ready to hear courtiers nag on and on about procedure and decorum?
It felt impossible that they were still chugging along with how exhausted they honestly felt. Any other person would’ve collapsed many weeks ago.
But alas, here they were.
They cradled one of their children against their breast, bouncing him with their leg as he suckled upon their teat. All the while they busied themself with the small stack of documents which Toriel had given to them to review.
Court life could only be put on the back burner for so long after all. It was still very much there, ready to reassert itself when needed. And this was one of those moments as the build-up had apparently overwhelmed both Asgore and Toriel.
Asriel wandered into the room, rubbing at his sleepy eyes with one hand. He cradled their daughter in his other, holding her to his naked chest while scratching at the back of his sweatpants. A heavy yawn escaped him as he made his way over to the royal suite’s kitchen nook, lumbering along.
“Morning,” he grumbled.
Chara smirked. “Morning.”
“How is…” Asriel yawned again as he idly gestured towards their workstation, trying to silently get his point across. “All of that going?”
Chara scoffed and placed their pen down. “It’s going.” They then pointed towards a matching pile of documents. “There’s your pile.”
“Oh joy,” Asriel grumbled.
Carefully, oh so carefully, Chara drew their son back and placed him within a nearby crib, pulling her bulky sweater back into place. “Just finished feeding Gabriel.” They looked towards him. “How is…”
“Lily is doing just fine,” Asriel said, giving his daughter a kiss on the forehead. “Isn’t she just the bestest and soundest sleeper in the whole wide world?” He smirked. “Yes, she is. Yes, she is.”
Their daughter apparently found this very funny, giggling as her father spoke. Though she giggled at everything these days. Which Chara thought was much better than screaming at everything in the whole wide world.
Asriel had become adept at working with one hand, fixing himself a cup of coffee while still cradling his child. He even bounced her slightly, ensuring that she remained in this lovely docile state.
“Hard to believe that it’s already been three months,” Chara commented, dotting their signature on another form they barely paid any attention to. It wasn’t like Toriel was sending them any of the actual hard stuff to deal with. “It feels like I haven’t slept in three months.”
“Well hopefully we can get some sleep later today,” Asriel said.
Chara nodded and closed their eyes. “When is your mom coming over?”
“Hour or two,” Asriel said. “Been begging for some alone time with her grandchildren.”
“Angel bless her beautiful heart,” Chara whispered. “She can have them.”
“That’s the exhaustion talking, sweetie,” Asriel teased.
Chara smirked. “The exhaustion is winning.”
It almost seemed like they could pass out, right there and then. Only, just as they were starting to nod off, they heard little Gabriel start to make some rather sickly little noises, gagging up something that Chara would’ve preferred if he kept down.
…
And no, they weren’t able to avoid getting the mess on their sweater.
[hr]
“Are you sure it’s okay if I keep them for the day?” Toriel asked.
Chara nodded quickly, so very quickly. It took all of their strength not to shove the woman out the door with their newborns. “Of course, Tori, they deserve to have a little quality time with their grandmother. They won’t even notice if we’re missing.”
Asriel also smiled. “You’ll probably do a better job than we will.”
“Oh, I wouldn’t know about that,” Toriel said, smirking. “You two have been very adept with your parenting.”
Still, she cradled a child within each of her arms, seeming to handle them with relative ease. It was impressive in a way, seeing how she was able to get them both to be these docile little angels who didn’t make so much as a noise.
How the fuck was that even possible?
It must’ve been some sort of spell that she was subtly casting, using her strange monster magic to lull the children into a trance. There was no other explanation to how she could’ve possibly been doing something like that.
“There’s everything you need in there,” Asriel said, nodding to the bag hanging from Toriel’s shoulder. “Toys, diapers, books, blankets, pillows… the whole nine yards.”
Toriel nodded. “Don’t you worry, my child, this is not my first rodeo as a mother.” She winked at him. “It wasn’t that long ago that I was changing your diapers after all.”
Asriel flushed bright red and Chara was unable to stop themself from grinning like an absolute goblin.
“Anyways, I best be off before they awake,” Toriel said, nodding towards them. “You two have a lovely day catching up on sleep and whatever else you need to get done.”
Chara swore that they could see a knowing little smirk upon her lips upon stating: ‘whatever else you need to get done’. However, Toriel had walked away before they could confirm this, exchanging goodbyes as she closed the door behind herself.
Asriel locked it after she’d left and succeeded in totally holding it together, only sniffling like a baby a little. “They’re gone.”
“For just a few hours,” Chara murmured as they lumbered towards their bedroom. “I think that I’m going to catch up on some sleep.”
Asriel nodded and scratched his chin, saying nothing as he instead yawned. He followed after them as they both slipped into their bedroom. It was a wreck, being incredibly unkempt. Though Chara hardly cared. It was hard to spare time for anything that wasn’t the children these days.
They flopped down amongst the chaotic sheets, landing in a heap face first. They closed their eyes and squirmed, trying their best to get into a somewhat comfortable position while ignoring the strong pungent smells of their unwashed bedding.
Asriel joined them, straddling them from behind and gripping their shoulders. Those fuzzy fingers of his worked their magic as he pressed into their muscles. It was appreciated, considering how much tension had formulated within them.
“How are you holding up?” Asriel asked.
Chara groaned. “Sleepy.”
“Me too,” Asriel said, shaking his head. “I hope we made the right choice leaving the kids with mom.”
“We did,” Chara murmured, shaking their head. “Stop worrying about it.”
“I’ll do no such thing,” Asriel teased.
Chara didn’t care to refute him, staying silent and merely closing their eyes. They didn’t have the strength to deny him his concerns. All they wanted to do was take a nice long nap. How long? Potentially for the next four days, possibly even longer than that if Toriel would be so kind as to take care of the kids for the next eighteen years.
“Do you think we could get our hands on some buttercups,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel gasped. “Chara!”
“Kidding, kidding,” Chara added, shaking their head. “Bad joke.”
At least… they thought they were joking. It was so hard to tell within their frazzled mind sometimes.
[hr]
The kids were doing something to Chara and they didn’t like it.
Even with the freedom to take a nice long nap, they still only managed two measly and tiny hours of additional sleep. It felt surreal, waking up and dreading the fact that there wasn’t a screaming child to properly rouse them awake.
Was something wrong? Were their children in danger? Why weren’t those darling little angels screaming for their parents?
Then Chara remembered that the children in question were currently with Toriel, likely having never been safer in their entire short lives.
They slowly got to their feet and lumbered back into their living room, moving towards the suite’s kitchen nook. It was a mess but they hardly cared, grabbing their kettle and filling it with water before placing it upon a heating stone.
As the water boiled, they prepped a tea bag, placing it in one of the few clean cups they had. While working, they heard another body lumber towards the living room as well. In preparation, they grabbed the only other clean cup they had and placed a tea bag in it as well.
“Morning,” Asriel murmured.
Chara smirked. “Morning.”
They leaned against the counter and waited, closing their eyes and drawing in a breath through their nose.
It wasn’t long before Asriel stood directly behind them, draping his arms around their frame. One of his hands cupped their swollen breast, giving it a squeeze, while the other rested upon their stomach. He used this for leverage in order to pull them back against himself.
“Been awhile since we got some alone time,” Asriel teased.
Chara scoffed. “A few months.”
“Been awfully worked up,” Asriel added, leaning forward and kissing the top of their head. “Haven’t had a chance to knot you in ages.”
“Should’ve thought of that before you put a litter inside of me,” Chara teased.
Asriel scoffed. “That was a mutual decision, thank you very much. You could’ve said no to that tattoo at any point.”
“Yeah, and then I won’t have these cool little horns growing out of my head then,” Chara replied, purring as Asriel’s hand drifted from their belly and slipped down the front of their pants. He soon rested his digits against their bare pelvis, stroking at the magic rune etched onto them. “And instead have a boring human head without cool horns on it.”
“Your human head wasn’t boring,” Asriel chided.
Chara smirked. “It was way less cool than it is now.” They reached up and poked the rounded tip of one of their horns. “I can gore people with these.”
Asriel scoffed and rested his head between those little horns, nuzzling their long hair. “Can you now?”
Chara nodded and puffed out their chest, wanting to seem as fierce as possible.
Asriel drew back, allowing his hand to fall away from their breast while the other crept out of their pants. He instead gripped both of their arms and then spun them around, turning them to face him.
Chara opened their eyes and saw the way that he was smiling at them.
“Show me,” he teased.
Chara scoffed and smacked their head into him, feeling those rounded little horns poke into his chest.
“Ouch!” he yelped with a theatrically faux tinge as he clapped the back of a paw to his forehead. “I’ve been struck down.”
Chara stuck out their tongue at him. “Bitch.”
“I’ve been terribly wounded,” Asriel added, holding a hand to his chest. He stumbled away and flopped onto the couch, smacking the back of his hand to his forehead. “Avenge me?”
“So, kill myself?” Chara asked.
Asriel hummed. “Only after the kids turn eighteen.”
“Yeah, like that wouldn’t be just as traumatizing,” Chara teased, shaking their head.
The kettle clicked and they turned back to face it, finishing with preparing two cups of tea. They grabbed both of them and came over to the sofa, placing them down on their coffee table. Their instinct was to sit next to Asriel but he apparently had something else in mind as he grabbed them and pulled them right onto his lap.
“Mine,” he grumbled.
Chara smirked. “Yours.”
He manhandled them with ease, groping and squeezing at their body without any reservation. Naturally, his hands ended up back in their prior posts with one squeezing their breast while the other pawed at their crotch.
“I’m horny,” he grumbled.
Chara snorted. “Well then… I suppose I have no choice but to…” They wiggled their hips back and forth, eagerly grinding against his sinful anatomy. “Take care of your needs.”
Asriel huffed. “Good human.”
Chara continued to wiggle, pleased to feel a certain something starting to harden against their backside. It lingered just underneath his sweatpants, tenting out against them and just begging to be free.
“Can’t take care of those needs if you won’t let me off your lap,” they teased.
Asriel let out a breath through his nose, the warmth of his exhale tickling at the nape of their neck. “But I don’t want to let you go.”
“Then I guess we’re at an impasse,” Chara chided, batting their lashes at him. They couldn’t help but smile with a bratty glee, knowing that he would eventually have to concede if he wanted them. “No sex for you.”
“Fair point,” Asriel grumbled.
Reluctantly, Asriel’s hands fell away and Chara was able to get to their feet. They turned around and looked down at him, grinning as they stretched their nimble little body taut. Their gaze was locked upon his crotch, seeing that sizeable package nestled inside. It was nice to see the way it twitched at the mere sight of them.
In the past, there would’ve been some pomp and circumstance involved in this little ceremony. Now, it felt more mechanical, more purposeful and determined. The two of them reached for their respective attire and started to pull them away, tossing sweatpants, sweaters, and all other manner of clothing onto the floor.
As Asriel freed his anatomy, it snapped to attention, standing tall and proud in the middle of the air. His knot was flared and burgeoning, just looking for an excuse to properly stretch them open.
Chara, for their part, was damp and dripping, with heavy strands of lust glimmering down their legs. A strand of their arousal linked them with their attire before they pulled the fabric away completely. There was a nice amount of fuzz down there, nowadays, with that woolen monster fur having found itself a home to settle.
“Been awhile since I got to properly raw you,” Asriel chided, ushering them forward with a single finger.
Chara obeyed this silent command, coming over and straddling his lap. T
They positioned themself above his anatomy, whishing their hips from side-to-side. It was hard to admit but they kind of missed this too, wishing for more moments where they could be properly filled by their husband. 
There was something so nice about the old days.
Asriel rested his hands upon their hips, pressing his claws into their soft skin. “Can’t wait to take my property.”
Chara flushed and looked off to the side. “Then do it.”
And Asriel did, pulling them down and thrusting upwards at the same time. He pushed his way into their snatch, burying his girth deep inside.
Chara gasped, feeling him press several inches into their hole. They leaned against him, feeling him casually work his hips, bucking upwards and rolling into their body. The penetration was shallow, a warm up for something a little bit rougher.
It was divine to feel the way that their walls flexed against him, nice to feel their cunt squeezing and trying to milk him dry.
“Fuck babe,” Asriel grumbled, kissing the top of their head. “You’re tight.”
He was in control, wrapping an arm around their body and squeezing them tight. His other hand kneaded into their breast, caressing and manhandling it without any hint of reservation. Still, those claws of his were remarkably gentle as he tweaked their nipple.
Chara moaned and closed their eyes. They felt that familiar warmth within their belly. Oh, how they missed being with him, how they missed the chance to get bred by him. It had been far too long since they got to enjoy this.
Asriel continued to buck his hips, pumping a little deeper than before. His frame shivered as he used their hole as his personal little sleeve. 
It seemed that the months had done little to taper their own desires, leaving their hole just begging to be used. And use it, Asriel did.
Chara bit their lip. “Harder.”
Asriel paused, slowing down, just a hair. The position was awkward and it seemed that harder would be a difficult thing to achieve. So, he slowly shifted them around, getting up while still holding onto them. 
He handled their frame as if they weighed nothing at all, lumbering towards the kitchen. It would seem that his destination was the island, soon standing right in front of it. 
Chara was now wedged between himself and it, effectively trapped between a rock and a hard place. They took the hint easily enough, resting their hands upon the countertop and bracing themself upon it. As they settled in place, they grabbed hold of the hard marble, waiting for him to really get started on this truly tantalizing endeavour. 
Asriel held them with one hand while he rested the other on the countertop, placing one of his powerful paws overtop their hand. It turned out that it was far easier to get rough when he was taking them from behind, easily able to draw back and pump forwards into their body.
He didn’t care about taking things slow, didn’t care about pacing himself. If anything, he delved right in, hammering himself against their frame. His tempo was swift as he rutted them so very hard, pounding into them. This was him working through the motions, sating all of that festering lust and not caring about how he did it.
Which was perfect because that’s exactly how Chara liked it.
Their hips snapped together, clapping against one another. It was this crude and wet sounding percussion which seemed to taint every passing moment. It was joined by pleasured little moans from Chara whose fair voice mingled with Asriel’s deep guttural groans.
“Harder,” Chara pleaded.
It would seem that they were just as eager to throw caution to the wind. They were just as excited to feel this pleasure as he was.
And Angel bless him, he did as he was told. He gripped Chara roughly and pounded into them, using their body without delay. Every thrust was raw, forceful enough that their form actually rocked forwards as he bottomed out inside of them
His muzzle even came closer as he gently kissed the nap of their neck. Yet, that was the only kindness that he afforded as he opened his mouth. He bit down upon their shoulder, digging his teeth into their flesh. There was never a greater sign that he was claiming them as his own.
“Fuck!” Chara yelped.
Asriel chuckled, his sinful amusement rumbling against their flesh.
It was divine to feel him hammer into them, their bodies jostling as they came together. Chara’s heavy tits wobbled with every little impact. They threw their head back, ensuring that they made their pleasure known as they sung their praise in a crude symphony of moans and other lustful noises.
Asriel snarled and growled, gripping Chara even more tightly than before. His sharp claws scratched at their flesh, leaving surface level little white lines behind. Those claws could’ve done so much damage if they were misused and Chara couldn’t help but let their mind wander.
How much better would they look being scratched and marked by their husband? They almost wished that he would do so, wanting their flesh to be treated like a canvas by him. There was something so euphoric about the fantasy of looking in the mirror and realizing they were so utterly owned by this monster, seeing the way that he painted their bodies in scratches and bruises.
A familiar heat was brewing within their crotch, building higher and higher with every little thrust. It felt like a pot that was boiling, just about ready to spill over. That heat got hotter, threatening to tip them over the edge at a moment’s notice.
“Close,” Chara groaned.
Asriel snarled into their skin, digging those teeth back into their flesh. “Same.” He bucked forwards, especially hard, rocking their body forwards with the sheer weight of his frame against their own. “Fuck!”
Chara looked to the left and then to the right, feeling their gaze become unfocused. They were in the zone, faltering in their attempts to ward off bliss. As their gaze lingered towards the apartment door, they swore that it was opened just a crack. They even thought that there was an eye peering through and looking in upon them.
“Huh?” they whispered, blinking
When they focused on that spot for a second time, the door was actually closed with no one lingering behind it. The sex must’ve been good if they were hallucinating like that.
“Something wrong?” Asriel growled.
Chara shook their head. “N-no.”
“Good,” Asriel said, drawing their hand away from their flesh and placing both upon the counter. He plowed ahead, snarling as he forced his entire girth inside of them. It was divine to feel that knot stretching them, forcing them open with all the subtlety of a battering ram that was bashing down a castle gate. “Was worried that I’d have to take a break from knocking you up.”
Chara’s back arched and mouth stood agape as a silent moan lingered upon the very tip of their tongue.
There was something about that choice of language which tickled at a sinful voice nestled at the back of their brain. Their eyes were wide and that pressure in their core was just too much to bear, begging for an excuse to finally pop.
A few more thrusts battered against them, a little more fuel added to the ever-growing fire. The pressure continued to mount, seeming that it would never end. Only it did, abruptly snapping and granting them a blissful release.
“Fuck!” Chara cried out, feeling their lower lips clenching so tightly around him. Their orgasm hit swiftly and it hit hard, splattering their juice back against him.
Asriel snarled, being beyond words. He managed one last clumsy thrust into them, hilting deep inside as he slammed himself in place. His balls hitched, shuddering. A moment later and his cock twitched with that meaty knot inflating. His own orgasm came swiftly and it came hard as he pumped rope after rope of his fertility right into their needy little hole. 
An explosion of warmth ruptured from their core as they felt his seed so deep inside of themself. It was nice to have him cum inside, nice to feel his potent seed sloshy around within their belly.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he snarled, idly rocking forwards. It was like he hoped to somehow force his way even deeper, finding some further unfathomable depth to venture. “Fuck!”
Chara closed their eyes and rode through the motions. They could feel their own orgasm join in, their juices and lust melding together with his own. A flood came crashing back, splattering against their husband’s crotch. Oh, how they missed this sort of sensation, how they missed being claimed by him like this.
The two of them rode through the motions, unified in their euphoria.
“Azzy,” Chara whined.
Asriel purred and stroked their side. “I missed this.”
“M-me too,” Chara whispered.
There was an ache inside their hole. Oh, how they missed this ache, how they missed it so badly.
And it seemed that he missed it too, drawing a hand down their body and resting it upon their now bloated belly. They could hear the pleased little sound that he made, feeling his essence inside of them, filling them with his fertility just like they used to.
“Love you, hole,” Asriel growled.
Chara shivered, refusing to rise to the challenge. “L-love you too.”
They lingered like that, panting and gasping for breath. It felt like this moment very well could’ve lasted an eternity. This was bliss and perfection distilled into a singular euphoric and carefree moment. There was no topping something like this.
There were no obligations, no requirements, no stressors… just them.
Chara and Asriel… just like old times.
A part of Chara really wanted those days back.
“Well, what do you want to do for the next fifteen minutes?” Asriel asked, pursing his lips together.
Chara smirked. “Cuddle?”
“Cuddling sounds nice,” Asriel agreed, drawing them away from the counter and holding them tightly for support. He carefully marched them towards the bedroom, waddling towards it as he tried to balance their weight. “And after that?”
“Get our place clean?” Chara asked.
Asriel groaned. “Do we have to?”
“Yes…” Chara looked out upon the last three months of mess that had built up within their abode. “Yes, we have to do that.”
[hr]
Toriel carefully closed the door to the royal couple’s suite, making not so much as a noise as she returned the wood to its frame. She was smiling from ear-to-ear, grinning with glee.
As she looked towards Gabriel and Lily, the little dears looked comfortable within their new stroller. It would seem that her motherly instincts were still on point as the dears hadn’t made so much as a peep for the last hour or so.
“It sounds like you’re going to have some brothers and sisters in the near future,” she said.
And it seemed like she was bound to have even more grandchildren. A win-win for everyone involved.
Not that either of the royal heirs seemed to know what that meant as they simply smiled and giggled at the declarations. The little angels really were too adorable for their own good.
Toriel was about to say something further but that was when her child let out a masculine and domineering growl. So loud that it bled through the suite’s soundproof walls and ebbed into the neighbouring hallway. It sounded like a gruff whisper on the breeze.
Maybe now wasn’t a good time to return the dears.
As Chara cried out, reinforcing this theory, Toriel grabbed the stroller and started to walk away. She would just have to hold onto these two for a little while longer.
Woe, is me.
