Chapter Four
The child screamed as they fell, falling through the air with tremendous speed. They reached out with both hands, trying desperately to grab onto anything and save themself from plummeting to their death.
Yet, there was nothing but the vast unforgiving emptiness all around them.
This was it, the end of their life, the end of the hunger and the cold and the pain of loss. A part of them was saddened by this fact though a far larger part was rapidly coming to terms with the grim reality of this utterly hopeless situation.
Here they were, near the end, about to see their father and mother again, about to enjoy a happy afterlife where they would be loved and cared for.
Surely, the bottom was near and they would hit it any second now.
Any second …
See you soon, mom and-
Their body jolted as they hit the bottom. Though they didn’t die. Instead, they were entangled by leaves and brush, wincing as their tattered clothes were torn and flesh cut. Yet, they were still very much alive, caught by what seemed to be a bush of some sort. Everything about them hurt and ached but they were in one piece, bloodied but not even maimed by the impact
Was this a miracle or a curse?
Wait…
Why was there a bush at the bottom of a cave?
They swallowed a lump in their throat and looked around, surveying their immediate surroundings. It seemed that they were in a field of green and yellow plants, lit by geodes which looked like they were dimmer versions of the sun. 
It was an impossible sight, surely a figment of their mind finally giving out. This wasn’t reality but an illusion offered to them by God as they died broken upon a cavernous floor.
“Hello,” they whispered.
There was movement.
Maybe this was real…
The child groaned and tried to roll over but they were completely tangled in the brush, unable to move very much. They panicked and squirmed, causing the branches to lash out and further scratch their skin. It was a pitiful gesture but they were honestly unsure of what else they could really do at this moment.
“Hello,” a voice called back. It was young, like themself, a boy from the sound of it. “Who’s out there?”
“Hello,” the child called back. “Please help me.”
The movement got closer and the child looked towards it, sucking in a breath at what they saw. It wasn’t a human but a demon… a monster… a creature entombed within a heavy shroud of white fur.
“Are you okay?” the monster asked, reaching out.
The child’s breathing picked up as they wildly lashed out with their hands, striking out at this devil. “Stay back!”
They squirmed and winced as their skin was further cut by these thorny branches. This wasn’t heaven but hell.
What have you done to deserve this?
“Hey, hey, hey, calm down,” the monster yelped, holding out his hands. “You’re going to hurt yourself if you keep thrashing.”
The child swallowed a lump in their throat but obeyed. It seemed that this was doomed if they did, doomed if they didn’t kind of situation.
“What’s your name?” the monster asked, taking another step closer.
The child bit their lip. “Chara.”
“I’m Asriel,” the monster said, flashing a warm smile. “Now how about you let me help you out, okay? You’re going to hurt yourself.”
Like the angel of death…
Chara looked at him, muted and unmoving. Their mind picked up a dozen different outcomes, none of them particularly appealing to lament on for long. Yet, they had no other choice as they nodded to him. After all, they’d be stuck here for an eternity if they were to deny him. 
“Okay.”
[hr]
Chara looked in the mirror, taken aback by the stranger who looked back at them. It was a human, like themself, though done up far more elegantly than they had ever seen before. Their gown was stunning, pristine and white, accented with fine jewelry which glimmered in the dressing room’s light. Their hair was curled into a sea of magnificent red. And their complexion was graced by a gorgeous mask of eyeliner, lipstick, and blush.
“You look fantastic, dear,” Toriel said, reaching out and resting a reassuring hand upon their shoulder. “Excited for the big day?”
“Just surprised that it’s finally here,” Chara replied, shaking their head.
Toriel nodded and moved over to one of the tables in the room, reaching into her purse. Chara watched as she produced a small gift-wrapped box from within.
“What is this?” Chara asked as they looked down at it.
Toriel smiled. “A gift.” She offered it to Chara who carefully took it. It was light, barely weighing anything at all. “Like I promised, I did a little research into human marriage ceremonies and learned that it is often customary for the bride to receive something new, something old, something borrowed, and something blue from those they hold dear. I’m not entirely sure that I understand the symbolism of it but… I can provide you with one of those things at the very least.”
Chara carefully started to unwrap the box, opening it and taking a look at what was inside. It was a broach and a lovely one at that. The centrepiece was a preserved yellow flower, looking so fragile in its current state. 
It was the same kind of flower that Asgore took pride in growing. The same kind they had fallen upon all those years ago. Though it was also older than both of those, looking dried and frail, barely holding together. This was an ancient artifact.
“That was a gift that Asgore gave me on our first date,” Toriel explained. “He grew them himself if you can believe it.”
Chara could believe it.
“It’s beautiful,” they said. Though they paused as they reached up to affix it to their dress, feeling their hands tremble as they held something so delicate. It was like one wrong move would cause this thing to disintegrate within their hands. “Can you…”
Toriel nodded and came forward, carefully taking the flower and pinning it to Chara’s gown for them. The little bit of yellow looked lovely against the sea of white which they wore. “Don’t worry too much, it’s preserved with magic which makes it far hardier than it looks.”
Chara brushed a finger against it, content with the fact that it didn’t break apart. “Good to know.”
Toriel took a step back and looked Chara over, smiling at what she saw. “You look lovely.”
“I feel… nervous,” Chara whispered, sighing. “I wish that I could see Asriel.”
Toriel smirked. “Even though it's bad luck?”
“So, you believe in that down here,” Chara chided.
“There are a few traditions which are shared between our people and humanity,” Toriel explained, reaching up and caressing Chara’s cheek. “Just nod along to whatever Alvin says and you’ll do fine. It’s important to remember that today is about you and Asriel and the rest of us are just set dressing that you shouldn’t concern yourself with.”
Chara bit their tongue. Toriel was trying to be nice and they could respect that. Though they also wanted to point out that this was only happening because Toriel and Asgore had seen fit to make this such a big ornate ceremony instead of keeping it between family and a few close friends.
Before Chara could say anything about that, however, there was an abrupt knock at the door, saving them from making any biting remarks. They looked over and saw that it was a retainer who bowed to the royals. “The groom is ready, Lord Chara and Queen Toriel.”
Toriel nodded and then looked at Chara. 
Chara merely nodded back. “Let’s do this.”
[hr]
Chara had never been good in front of crowds, knowing that they stood out like a sore thumb in a society where they were one of a kind. They liked to shy away from the gaze of others, keeping to the peripheries and trying to make their presence as small as possible. That seemed like the only cure available for the disease of their uniqueness.
Today, that was an utterly impossible thing to achieve.
Today was supposedly their day and they could feel the reality of that fact with every set of eyes which now settled upon their person. Dozens if not hundreds of monsters all turned to look at them as they entered the room.
Breathe in, breathe out.
They focused on the familiar, on Toriel and Asgore, on the few friends in attendance. These were the figures they were used to. These were the only monsters worth their attention right now.
And most importantly they took in the view of Asriel, standing at the foot of an altar. He looked utterly stunning today, dressed in a fine black suit with a matching yellow brooch pinned to his breast pocket. His hair was well kept and tied back into a ponytail, keeping his shaggy mane out of his adorable face.
He was smiling at them, looking more and more eager with every step they took. This was their moment. It was just the two of them in the room. The anxieties started to fade, drifting away as if a weight had literally been removed from their shoulders.
Soon, they stood next to him, each of them positioned in front of the holy altar. A familiar figure took his post at his pew, offering each a warm kindly smile. A gesture which Chara tried their best to return, fighting through their mounting nerves.
“Hope you two have been behaving for your big day,” Alvin teased, keeping his voice low enough that only they could hear. He then winked at them. “The angel would be most peeved if you weren’t.”
“Of course, Father Alvin,” Asriel teased.
Chara scoffed. “Do I ever misbehave?”
Alvin chuckled and shook his head. “Far too often, my child.”
Though he cleared his throat and looked out upon the audience in front of him. It would seem that he wished to get this show on the road. “Friends and children of monsterkind, I stand before you today to bring together Asriel and Chara in a holy union before the angel.”
Chara looked at their soon to be husband, blowing him a kiss. A gesture which he accepted, returning it in kind.
“I’ve had the privilege of knowing these two for their entire life,” Alvin went on. “And I am sure that they will make each other extremely happy in the years to come. And I know in my heart that their union will provide ample proof that the hatchet between monsters and humans can be buried with enough time and patience.”
Chara rolled their eyes, hoping that no one saw that. Their opinion on humanity had clearly not been taken into consideration with his speech. And they couldn’t help but be salty towards Asgore as he offered the preacher a thumbs up.
Thankfully, it seemed that only Asriel had noticed this as he stuck out his tongue at them, drawing their attention back to him and making them giggle.
“Asriel,” Alvin said.
Asriel stirred from his stupor and looked up at him. “Yes, Sir?”
“Do you have a ring barrier?” Alvin asked.
Asriel nodded and looked to the audience, gesturing towards his group of friends. This caused Pizzapants to get up and stumble forwards, looking a little awkward under the collective gaze of all of the monster aristocracy. 
He held a box in his hand, snapping it open as he shuffled forwards. Only he’d apparently been holding it upside down as the ring promptly fell off of its velvety pillow and landed upon the ground. It clinked loudly, sounding like a mighty crash in a room that was stunned into absolute silence by this clumsy display.
Asriel just gawked in horror, an expression that was shared by the vast majority of the room. The one exception was Chara who just snickered, giggling at first. Yet, the giggling soon turned into an ugly rumble of proper laughter as they clutched at their belly.
“Sorry, sorry,” they wheezed. “I’m not…” They snickered too hard to speak any further, covering their face when it was clear that they no longer trusted themself to speak.
Pizzapants quickly ducked to the side and picked up the ring, placing it back within the box and resuming with his march. His tail was now firmly between his legs as he presented it to Asriel. It was cute to see how much his face burned, looking like he very much did not want to be there right now. It made Chara feel a little bad for giggling though not bad enough that they could really make themself stop.
Thankfully, Asriel took it from him and he was able to quickly scurry away before any other disasters could unfold.
Alvin cleared his throat, looking first at Chara and then at Asriel as he cracked a crooked little smile. “It is never a dull moment when it comes to the Dreemurr clan, is it?”
This earned a ripple of laughter from the audience.
“Asriel, would you like to present your fiancé with their ring?” Alvin asked.
Asriel grinned and presented the box, showing off the simple silver band which rested upon a velvety pillow. There were several gemstones embedded into the design, made up of an assortment of small rubies and sapphires. It was a pretty nice ring, far more extravagant than someone like Chara honestly deserved.
Pull up, brain, you aren’t allowed to spiral today.
Asriel picked it up, carefully grasping it between two of his massive fingers. It looked so small compared to him.
It took Chara’s brain a moment to catch up with reality as they reached forward and extended their left hand. They tried their best not to tremble, not to let the nerves and excited butterflies have their way. Yet, this proved to be a downright impossible feat to accomplish.
Thankfully, Asriel was patient, carefully slipping the ring onto their finger. It felt snug but not too tight, remaining safely in place. The band was noticeable, a constant reminder of their oath to one another.
It was something special, there was no other way to really describe it.
“Chara, do you accept this ring and the monster who presents it to you?” Alvin asked.
Chara nodded. “I do.”
“And Asriel do you accept this human to be your soulmate for the many years to come?” Alvin then asked.
Asriel nodded, a little too assuredly as he offered the goofiest smile imaginable. “I do, yes.”
“Do both of you promise to be with each other through health, Illness, family, trials, and your eventual journey to the Angel at the end?” Alvin stated, motioning to each of them. Clearly, he already knew their answer.
The two of them looked at each other and gave one another a shared nod.
“And is there any poor bastard in this kingdom who would dare stand in the way of this most blessed union?” Alvin joked, looking out upon the audience.
No one said a thing with only another ripple of laughter coursing through the assembled guests. There was a reason Alvin was so good at his job.
Alvin nodded and smiled down at the duo who stood before him. He spread his hands and bowed his head ever so slightly. “Then by the power vested in me as a representative of the Angel and the King, I bless this union and wish for you two to have many happy years ahead of you.” He gestured first at Asriel and then at Chara. “You may now kiss to ornate this Angelic union.”
Asriel leaned in, being careful as he puckered his lips. 
Chara had something else in mind as they lunged forwards and wrapped their hands around his big head, pulling him forward into a deeply impassioned kiss. It was intimate and familiar, not taking long to become open-mouthed in nature.
Chara didn’t care that the whole kingdom was there. They didn’t care that everyone was gawking. They wanted the entire kingdom to know that they loved this monster and that he was theirs and theirs alone. Though it seemed that no one would dare even think about denouncing this declaration. In fact, there was soon a rapturous applause which was likely to turn into a standing ovation.
Chara kept at it for a few long moments. Yet, as they attempted to pull back, it was now Asriel who kept them pinned in place, holding them steady. As they opened their eyes, they could see the pure lust in his gaze, the hunger that was just brimming away within it.
Azzy… don’t make a scene.
His giant tongue ventured forth, pressing well into their mouth and prodding against the back of their throat. It took all of Chara’s willpower not to gag upon it. He was so hungry and desperate, so needy in nature.
Maybe two weeks of being chaste really was too steep of a requirement to ask for.
Thankfully, Alvin proved to be a voice of reason as he loudly cleared his throat. 
This seemed to snapped Asriel out of his stupor, making him blink as he finally drew away from the kiss. He smiled sheepishly, flushing bright red as if being caught red-handed. 
Thankfully, as Chara looked out upon the crowd, they saw that the assembled guests looked mostly oblivious to the fact that he’d been mere moments away from jumping their bones in front of the entire kingdom.
“Now, I believe that King Asgore has written a speech in honour of this momentous occasion,” Alvin stated, gesturing towards the central figure in the crowd.
Asgore grinned as he bounced to his feet, reaching into his breast pocket and pulling out a folded piece of paper.
“Sorry,” Asriel whispered, keeping his voice low.
Chara smirked and reached out to touch his face. “Save it for later, big guy.”
[hr]
Chara Dreemurr… the name had a nice ring to it.
It felt proper, like it fit, a title that they were finally worthy of. They were no longer simply Chara the human but Chara the heir to the throne of monsterkind. It felt like they had finally been able to shed any vestiges of their accursed humanity and given a proper chance to fit in amongst the people they’d dedicated themselves to.
Was it earned? 
Well, that wasn’t a question they’d find answers to today. Still, why ruin a good day with difficult subjects?
Asriel currently carried them, leaving behind the cathedral’s mammoth chamber and instead traveling down a corridor leading to the palace’s banquet hall. They’d shed the majority of the guests in this transition, being flanked by only their closest friends.
“Nice ceremony,” Fuse said.
Gaster scoffed, looking at Pizzapants. “Nearly dropped the ball there, huh?”
Pizzapants laughed. “All according to plan.”
“And what plan would that be?” Chara asked, cocking a brow.
“Well, you looked like a deer in the headlights with everyone staring at you,” Pizzapants stated, shrugging. “So, I decided to offer a little distraction in order to make them look at something else instead. You know, take the pressure off of you for a bit.”
Asriel scoffed. “Is that so?”
“Yep,” Pizzapants said.
“Well in that case, thank you,” Chara said, reaching out to poke him. “I appreciated having the eyes of the kingdom off of me if only for a little while.”
“Did you two see Rudy and Carol by the way?” Fuse asked, shifting the subject. She smirked with that gossipy glee that Chara had learned to associate with her. “Seems that you two knew what you were doing when you put them next to each other.”
“Wait what?” Asriel asked, almost pausing mid-stride.
Gaster nodded. “Seems that they were hitting it off quite well.”
“Huh,” Asriel murmured, shaking his head. “I kind of just shoved them together because I was getting tired of planning out the seating arrangements.”
Fuse snorted. “No way.”
The group hit a fork in the road with one path leading towards the banquet halls and the other heading elsewhere on the castle grounds. It was at this fork that Asriel paused, looking straight ahead and then down the divergent paths, studying it rather intently. As he did so, his nostril flared and claws tensed, poking into Chara’s dress.
“Hey, I think I need to peel off for a moment,” Asriel said.
Gaster stopped and looked back at him. “Something…” He paused, obviously being able to pick up on what was amiss. “Can’t wait?”
Asriel flashed a crooked smile. “Nope.”
“I’m sure I can find an excuse to cover for you,” Gaster chided, waving to the others. “Come on, let’s drink the royal family’s booze.”
“Don’t need to ask me twice,” Pizzapants beamed, storming off ahead.
Fuse gave them one last look but also followed along, leaving Chara and Asriel alone.
“My, my, my… someone sure seems needy today,” Chara teased as they reached up and pinched his cheek. “What, you can’t wait until after the party?”
Asriel huffed. “You have no fucking idea.”
He didn’t tarry a moment longer than was strictly necessary as he moved down the other hallway with shocking speed. Chara could feel his determination, brimming away just under the steely dedication that seemed etched into his very complexion at this point.
This hallway was foreign ground, being one of the many corridors which Chara had never set foot in before.
Yet, Asriel seemed to have some sort of sixth sense, moving ahead like a monster on a mission. His gaze darted from left to right, scanning the many rooms which they’d passed.
“Not exactly the most romantic locale,” Chara teased.
Asriel bit his lip. “But I’m horny.” Angel above, it almost sounded like a desperate whine coming from him. “You teased me too hard.”
“I wasn’t complaining,” Chara replied, batting their lashes.
Finally, Asriel seemed to find what he was looking for as he pushed through a door with his hip. On the other side was a storage room with various crates and boxes positioned throughout.
“Wouldn’t be our first time fucking in a place like this,” Chara chided, grinning. “Though I guess it is our first time doing it as a married couple.”
Asriel scoffed. “And it certainly won’t be our last either.”
“Honestly, it kind of makes me feel a little bit nostalgic,” Chara chided. “Reminds me of that broom closet where you took my virginity.’”
“Good times,” Asriel replied. It almost seemed like he was returning to those memories, lost in them for a good moment.
He finally placed them down, letting them settle upon the floor. However, instead of pouncing on them immediately, he instead grabbed one of the crates and dragged it over to the door, ensuring that it was blocked with no chance of anyone barging in and bothering them.
“Smart,” Chara said.
Asriel scoffed. “I have my moments.”
Chara looked down at their gown, wondering if they’d be able to preserve such a lovely article of clothing. It was normally a challenge and that wasn’t even accounting for how delicate and clean this dress was compared to their usual attire. A challenge which was only compounded as they realized that they were expected to show up to a party still wearing this specific dress, meaning that outfit changes were off the table.
Asriel looked at his handiwork and clapped his hands together, turning to face Chara with a big smile upon his muzzle. As he looked at them, however, there was now a fresh appreciation in his gaze, a playful twinkle which glimmered in the edge of his eye. It was like he was looking at them for the first time all over again, taking in the view of his actual living breathing spouse.
“Whoa,” Asriel whispered.
Chara nodded. “It feels way more real, doesn’t it?”
“Yeah, it does,” Asriel agreed, looking down at their body before snapping his gaze back towards their face, offering them a warm smile. “You look beautiful today.”
“Don’t I look beautiful everyday?” Chara teased. They couldn’t help but grin and bat their lashes at him, knowing that they were being an absolute brat.
They didn’t wait for a response as they instead reached for the skirt of their flowing dress, lifting it up and revealing their lower half. They were currently wrapped up in a pair of thin white stockings which really accented the shape and colour of their legs. It was like they were offering him a neatly wrapped present.
Oh, Asriel must’ve been down bad, really bad. He was practically salivating at the mere sight of their exposed flesh. He was like a dog who was being offered meat after going a whole day without. Hell, his tail even reinforced this as it started to wag back and forth, making him look like even more of an eager little puppy.
“So, are you ready to make this thing official?” Chara asked.
Asriel swallowed a lump in his throat and nodded. It was like he didn’t trust himself with words any longer.
“Now, I’m going to need you to be careful,” Chara instructed, turning away from him and exposing their back. “This dress needs to stay clean and in one piece. I would be very very very disappointed in you if I had to show up to our party wearing something else.” They grinned, knowing that this was a steep, probably impossible, thing to ask for. “Do you understand me?” 
“I can be careful,” Asriel said, nervously tapping his fingers together. He looked sheepish, like a scolded child. Though more importantly it seemed that he wasn’t even entirely convinced by this stellar lie as he let out a heavy sigh of defeat. “Okay, okay, I can try and be careful. I can promise that much.”
“Just make sure that I look presentable for the party,” Chara teased.
Asriel nodded. “I can do that.” He frowned. “Maybe.”
Chara decided that this was the best that they could’ve probably asked for. And they also couldn’t lie, the last few days had been strangely frustrating. Maybe, just maybe, they were kind of dependent on the bi… tri… quad-daily stress relief that Asriel provided them.
They came over and reached out, carefully cupping the crotch of Asriel’s suit. There was already a pronounced bulge contained within it, heavy against the palm of their hand. It wasn’t even hard yet and they could already tell how badly he needed this.
It was enough to make them smile.
“Maybe we should see if you can endure a couple more hours of being chaste,” Chara teased, winking at him as they removed their hand, replacing it with a single finger pressing down upon his crotch. “I think that’d be fun.”
“Chara,” Asriel groaned.
“Kidding, kidding,” Chara chided as they rolled their eyes. “I just like it when you’re all needy like this.” They grinned at him. “It’s nice to know how much control I have over a monster like you.”
“Control?” Asriel asked, sounding only a little offended by this claim. “You do not control…”
He was cut off as Chara grasped his fly, slowly dragging it down. Underneath was a simple pair of boxers with a pronounced wet spot lingering on the very front of them. This wetness was heavy and sticky, already taking up several inches which were absolutely saturated with pre. Lord, how had he managed to hide this from everyone?
If Chara didn’t control him, then he was doing a terrible job of proving as much.
“Yes, I do,” Chara replied, drawing their hand away in order to wiggle their fingers through the air. The lack of contact made Asriel whine. “I can get you to do whatever I want with these five little fingers.”
“That’s not…” Asriel sighed. “Ok, that’s partially true but you don’t need to be such a brat about it.”
“Asriel, you should’ve realized that I was an absolute gremlin before you put that ring on my finger,” Chara chided, placing those little fingers upon his pubic area, drumming them against it.  Oh, they were so woefully close to actually giving him the stimulation that he so obviously craved. “It’s your fault for not doing your due diligence.”
“My due diligence?” Asriel grumbled.
Chara nodded and once more turned away from him. They spotted a box which was about level with their hips, perfect for what they needed it for. Without comment, they made their way towards it, leaning over top and resting their hands upon the wood. 
This left their backside completely exposed as they wiggled their hips from side to side, doing everything in their power to entice him over. It seemed that he had no issue taking the bait as he lumbered up behind them, leaning above them and resting one of his paws upon their shoulders.
“You know, this room isn’t exactly what I had in mind when it came time to consummate our marriage,” Chara teased.
Asriel scoffed. “But are you surprised?”
“Not even a little bit,” Chara replied, pushing back and pressing their rump into his legs. “Honestly, this feels very us.”
“It’s incredibly us,” Asriel ribbed.
He used his other set of claws to carefully gather together their gown, hiking it up and lifting the skirt out of the way. His gestures were remarkably tender, by his standards, managing to save the gown as he flipped it over and tossed it upon their back, leaving their stocking clad legs and adorable silken panties utterly exposed.
A heavy breath escaped Asriel, sounding like a mix of a groan and a moan which was tainted with euphoric pleasure. It was adorable to feel his grip tense, those claws joking into Chara’s gown. He was on a knife’s edge, mere moments away from tumbling over the edge and succumbing to his feral nature.
And Chara was all here for it, craving it so badly.
“Keep the dress in one piece,” Chara warned.
Asriel simply whined at this.
He hooked a single razor-sharp claw under the waistline of their panties, tugging upon them. Carefully, oh so carefully, he started to ease them down, inching them lower and lower with surprising tenderness. His brow furrowed and finger twitched, straining to maintain caution. It was like he didn’t trust himself to go any faster than that
Slowly, he managed to get them down, away from their lower lips. Chara flushed as they realized that a few strands of their arousal had started to form, clinging to the material as he drew them away from their pussy.
They extended outwards for a good while with each progressive inch feeling more and more like a condemnation that they were just as bad as he was in this regard.
“Mine,” Asriel growled.
Chara shivered and lifted one of their legs, helping Asriel with removing their attire. It was clumsy from this angle but he managed to get them off, balling them up within his hand. 
Though instead of casting them aside, he instead drew them towards his snout, pressing the dampened fabric against his nose. He drew in a nice deep breath, shivering with an ecstatic glee as he did so.
“Freak,” Chara chided. “Getting off to sniffing a human’s panties.”
“Shut up,” Asriel groaned. 
He removed his claws from their shoulder and instead seized their hips with both of them, lifting them up ever so slightly. His strength was more than pronounced, displaying how easily he could manhandle them and get them to do as he desired.
With a little bit of angling, he soon brought their hips in line with his, pulling them back against him. Their body was so thin and petite, easy to bend over and move to his whim. It wasn’t long before they felt something intimately familiar resting against their lower half, prodding desperately against them. Both of them were so slick and eager, obviously wanting this so badly.
Asriel didn’t push into them immediately, instead repositioning himself and resting his hardened pride between their flanks, grinding against them. His cock felt so hot and fat, large as it pulsed against them. In that moment, Chara could really sense his frustration, picking up on his lust as it literally drizzled upon their rump.
“Holy shit, babe,” Chara whined.
Asriel chuckled. “I need this.”
“No kid-” Chara was cut off by a frantic gasp as Asriel angled them again and rested the tip of his pride against their lower lips. It was so slick and hot, ready to push inside and use them for the first time as husband and spouse. “Kidding…”
Asriel grip tensed and he eased forwards, pressing into them, nice and slow. It didn’t take much effort with how wet they had become. Any difficulty was easily remedied as their collective lust acted as a fantastic natural lubricant. He managed to sink into place, going all the way down to the very knot in one surprisingly fluid motion.
His cock was so hot inside of them, just radiating a warmth throughout their entire body.
“Azzy!” Chara gasped.
Asriel didn’t respond with words, merely huffing. He didn’t thrust into them, staying motionless within. Instead, he used them like a sleeve, pulling back upon their body and then pushing them away from him. Again and again, he pulled them down onto his cock, always stopping as he reached that sinful little knot. At which point, he pushed them away and started this cycle anew.
Chara gasped, balling their hands into fists. There was little that they could actually do, just groaning and moaning as he pulled them repeated onto his body. The sensation was still divine, sparking a familiar warmth which nestled deep within Chara’s core. It was red and hot, building up and radiating outwards as if an inferno had been ignited between their legs.
“Fuck,” Chara groaned.
Asriel snarled, tightening his grip even more. He now pushed them forwards, pressing them firmly into the crate. It would seem that their foreplay was at an end as he started to thrust into them, himself, going long and deep as he forced his cock into them. 
The sounds of sex soon filled the room, coming across as wet and guttural. The constant plapping of their hips wove in seamlessly with the sounds of Chara’s moans and Asriel’s guttural little grunting groans.
“Azzy,” Chara whined, squirming against him.
Asriel chuckled and squeezed them even more firmly than before. Thankfully, Chara’s gown was out of the way. Though unfortunately their lacey stockings did not survive as he poked his claws through them, piercing the fabric and prickling at their flesh underneath. The pressure was sharp, making them hiss, wondering if he had somehow managed to actually draw blood.
Yet, it didn’t seem that he would pause to find out. Instead, he held them firmly as he pounded even more forcefully into them, hammering that first part of his cock into them again and again with a steady rhythm of his hips. 
“This is what you get for teasing me,” Asriel snarled. He drew back with a hand and slapped them across the ass with it, causing them to jerk forwards against the impact. “Gonna make you walk funny for the rest of the day.” He scoffed, sounding like a smarmy little prick. Why, oh why, did Chara find that tone so hot? “I wonder if all of our guests will be able to figure out why that is?” He shook his head. “Oh, who am I kidding? They’ll be able to smell it from a mile away.”
Chara’s eyes widened. Why did that tickle at that sinful little voice which lingered at the very back of their mind? The voice which taunted them and tried to make them more and more of a sinful little freak.
“Though maybe I’m being too nice to you,” Asriel murmured.
Chara whined as their husband started to pull out, leaving their hole with a satisfying little pop as a belch of their arousal and his pre came dribbling forth. Instead, Asriel groped their rump and spread their cheeks, revealing their other hole.
“Maybe I should fuck this hole instead,” Asriel teased, resting the tip right against it. It was so slick, not even needing an additional lubricant for this duty. “Teach you why it isn’t a good idea to tease the Prince of Monsters.”
“You wouldn’t dare,” Chara growled.
Asriel applied a little pressure, pushing against their pucker. It wasn’t enough to actually part their hole but it was a threat, plain and simple, proof that he could do what he pleased and there was little that they could do to stop him.
Not that you’d want that… freak.
Chara flushed.
“Why shouldn’t I?” Asriel asked.
“Because you’re…” Chara shivered. “Because you’re nicer than that.”
“I mean sure,” Asriel teased, drawing one set of claws downwards. He cut through their lacey stockings, tearing into the thin fabric and leaving a few thin white lines lingering behind upon their flesh. “But I also know that you don’t always like it when I’m nice to you.”
He pressed forward, so woefully close to parting their rump and fucking their ass.
Chara bit their lip. “Because I haven’t cleaned up yet?”
Asriel pondered this. “I don’t mind a little bit of a mess.” Though this did at least make him pause, tapping his fingers against their skin in a rhythmic little pattern. Each fall of one of his sharp claws was hard enough that it prickled against their hide, ensuring that they were always tense and lingering on edge. “How about I make you as deal, dear?”
Chara hated when they made deals like this, in the heat of the moment. They had a habit of always being to his advantage.
“What’s that?” Chara asked.
Asriel smirked. They couldn’t see it but they could feel his cocky little smoulder as it practically radiated in this moment. This was a monster who knew that he was totally and utterly in control and wasn’t going to back down until his pet human admitted as much.
“I’ll ravish your pussy,” he stated, drawing his claws away in order to hold one of them up. “On just one teeny tiny little concession from you.”
Chara shuddered. “And what would that be?”
“You have to apologize for teasing me for two weeks straight,” Asriel replied, clapping his paw down firmly upon their backside. The impact was sharp and Chara whined indignantly at it. “How does that sound?”
Chara tried to formulate a response but it seemed that Asriel wasn’t going to let them get something coherent across. Instead, he drew his cock back and held the tip against their lower lips. Instead of pushing inside, however, he gripped the base of his erection and proceeded to firmly slap the tip against their hole. Each impact sounded wet with plenty of their lustful juices splattering away from the impact. It was both a demonstration of his power and proof of just how badly they needed him, being just as bad as he was.
By the time he had finished, a heavy strand of his pre linked the two of them together, hanging heavy as it bridged the gap between their folds and the tip of his erection.
“Fuck you,” Chara groaned.
Asriel sighed. “That isn’t an apology, dear.”
Chara clenched their hands into fists, wanting nothing more than to teach him a lesson. Except that wasn’t true. There was one thing they wanted more than that, one little thing that made spiting him an impossible feat to overcome.
They needed him if they wanted to get off.
“I’m sorry,” Chara whispered.
Asriel chuckled. “For what?”
“For teasing you for two weeks straight,” Chara murmured. “And for making sure that you could smell my musk everyday during it.”
Asriel paused. “Wait…”
Chara froze as well.
“You brat!” Asriel yelped. “You were doing that on purpose?”
Chara could only snicker in response, rippling with a poorly concealed laughter. Though their voice was cut off as Asriel placed a hand upon the small of their back, forcing them down onto the wooden crate and holding them in place. At the very least, it seemed that their confession had finally spurred him into action.
He didn’t fuck their ass but instead shoved his cock back into their tight little pussy, plunging all the way down to the knot. Only he didn’t stop there, going harder still and applying pressure to their soaking wet hole. There was a crude squelching sound as he lodged his entire girth deep inside of them; his knot included.
Chara tensed, gasping as they felt so utterly stuffed. His cock was mighty, impressive, filling them utterly at this moment. It was so universal in its size that Chara could feel every quake and quiver which ebbed through it, practically feeling the degree of his desperation as it twitched against their inner walls.
Asriel lingered like that for a good long while, wiggling his hips from side-to-side as he did so. He cooed softly, letting out a pleasured little chittering sound.
“Honestly, this wasn’t the worst way to consummate our marriage,” he teased, sighing fondly. “Maybe not as nice as a hotel room but I’m sure you don’t mind.” He scoffed and patted their rump. “Do you, dear?”
Chara was beyond words though they would’ve agreed with him. 
Their world was warm with an inferno seeming to settle in upon this intimate little moment. Every sense was dominated by him. Touch was focused upon the cock inside of them. Sound was filled with the desperation of his haggard breathing. Smell was taken over by the musk which seemingly coated his fur in a crude perfume. Sight was focused on the hand he braced next to their head. And even taste was captured by him as Chara could sample nothing but his essence upon the air they breathed.
They were the totality of their world at this moment.
For a second, Asriel stayed like this, linking them together as one with his burgeoning knot. Though Asriel clearly wasn’t finished just yet as he started to draw back, slowly easing that knot out of them at a tender pace. He began to thrust, slowly but forcefully, rawing them into the box as he pounded away at their hole.
Chara could feel a familiar pressure in their loins, rekindling and growing anew. It became more and more fruitful with every passing second. It was a familiar heat, a fretful inferno which threatened to burn them from within like a star going supernova.
They could feel a similar warmth in Asriel, feeling his organ twitch and body shudder with strain. It was obvious that he had two weeks’ worth of build up in his heavy sack, just waiting for a chance to spill it all inside of them, literally painting their insides white.
Yes, literally.
Asriel chuckled, sounding haggard as his breath came forth in pent-up little bursts of exertion. Spittle flew from between his tightly clenched teeth and his grip tensed enough that the claws upon their hips managed to send a sharp scratching pain into their flesh. Clearly, he had finally broken flesh, spilling the thinnest amount of red.
Yet, they kind of enjoyed this little bite of sadism, appreciating this mark of pain.
“Ready to get our family started?” Asriel asked, his voice husky and cocky with its arrogance.
Chara could only nod. They didn’t care about the blood or the sweat or the fact that he was about to make a mess of both themself and the dress. All they really cared about was the fact that they were balancing upon the edge, ready to plunge into the waters of euphoric bliss. They wanted this climax like they wanted nothing else in their entire life.
Asriel managed a couple more powerful thrusts, slamming into them repeatedly. Yet, this was a mad sprint, a final burst of desperate energy which he used to drive himself towards the finish line.
Then without warning, he slammed himself all the way inside of them. His hips clapped roughly against their backside, the impact echoing throughout the room. Though the sound was then dwarfed by his guttural growl as he hollered with an almost feral pleasure.
His knot suddenly inflated, stretching Chara’s walls and ensuring that he remained locked in place. It was the final sign that he’d reached the peak as his erection promptly twitched and a wave of his fertility came flooding forth. It was warm and plentiful, seemingly unending in its sinful little gift. The heat that it bore warmed Chara and they could feel Asriel shallowly thrusting as he pumped them full of the stuff.
At some point during his climax, Chara was also sent crashing into the waves of orgasmic release. Their entire body shuddered as they felt their lower lips cradle him even more tightly than before, squeezing him in their vice-like grip. Their juices crashed against his seed and further added to the mess as excess juices leaked around this organic seal, directly onto their dress.
Rope after rope went inside of them, each warmer than the last. By the time that he was finally finished, it felt like they were absolutely bloated with the stuff. It was a truly divine sensation as they instinctively rested a hand upon their pelvis, feeling his essence sloshing around inside of them.
In all honesty, Chara didn’t care about the mess. They were on cloud nine and filled with an enticing warmth with an affectionate afterglow overcoming them. 
The two of them lingered like that, panting for breath and trying to recuperate. Chara let out a raspy note of laughter, melting against the box they were getting rutted against. Their whole body tingled, feeling like a pleasant energy which radiated throughout them.
“Guess we have a few minutes to kill,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel snorted and nodded along. “Yeah, I guess we do.”
Only, Asriel didn’t settle into place as well. Instead, he continued to rock his hips, idly pumping into Chara. It felt like this was some sort of instinctive motion. Though they soon grew rougher as he returned to a somewhat steady rhythm.
“What?” Chara asked, almost sounding drunk.
Asriel groaned. “Bad news, babe.”
“What?” Chara repeated, stirring. A little bit of rationality returned to them though it was slow to settle into place.
“Seems that a week’s break has uh…” Asriel snorted and drew away, pulling his knot back as far as he was able. Which admittedly wasn’t very far due to the tightness of Chara’s hole. He then pumped forwards, slamming his body against Chara’s once again. The pressure was enough to make his juices slosh around inside of them. “Seems like I can go for round two.”
“Already?” Chara murmured.
They gasped as Asriel started to rut a bit faster, his tempo swift but depth relatively shallow due to the limitations of their conjoined anatomy. It felt desperate but still managed to rub against all sorts of sensitive little places inside of them.
“Love you,” Asriel teased.
Chara nodded, closing their eyes. “Love you too.”
“I think we’re going to be here for a while,” Asriel murmured.
Chara snorted. “Our guests can wait.”
[hr]
Toriel sniffed the air, cringing as a woefully familiar scent graced her.
“Children these days,” she told herself, shaking her head with a degree of disappointment that only a mother could really achieve. “They couldn’t wait a few more hours, could they?”
She turned on her heels and stepped away from the nondescript storage closet, heading towards the royal couple’s suite. 
It seemed that she’d need to find her child-in-law a backup outfit for tonight’s party.
