The child held out their hands, feeling the wisps of warmth curl against their fingertips. It was a relief to feel it after going so long without it.
A gurgle rumbled from the very depths of their hollow stomach. 
This got them to act quickly, putting the skewer of rabbit meat over the open flame. It wasn’t long before there was a sizzle and the smell of cooked meat greeted them. This only made their stomach grumble even more, sounding so desperate for anything to help sate their ceaseless hunger.
Their father had taught them well, giving them what they needed in order to keep on going. Yet, even they knew that they couldn’t keep this up forever. Summer had quickly faded into fall and winter was rapidly approaching, coming far too quickly for a child that still didn’t have shelter.
There was no way that they were going to make it through the winter.
For a moment, they entertained the idea of returning home. Yet, what home did they honestly have to return to? For all they knew it was a domain ruled by the kind of men who had killed their father and hunted down their mother like game.
Their gaze turned towards the mountains, looking up at the foothills which transitioned into tall rocky peaks. 
Their father had always told them that there were creatures inside of those mountains. Monsters who would offer safety to those left desperate by hard times. It had always been a fairytale, folklore that was generations old. Even someone as young as them knew as much. 
Though they couldn’t help but wonder if those peaks were the key to their survival. Maybe if they scrambled further up, they could find a cave and use it as a crude form of shelter until things eventually settled down.
Surely, the war couldn’t still be going on after the winter. Surely, the men would get tired and return home. All they would have to do was stay warm and fed for a few months and they could return to civilization.
Then what?
That was a question that the child didn’t like to think about. They supposed that they had an aunt who lived out in Kentucky. Yet, who knew if she was even still around. Who knew if she even had room for another child.
What was plan B?
…
Nothing, there wasn’t one.
The child was so invested in their thoughts that they didn’t notice that the smell of cooked meat suddenly turned to something far less appetizing. It took them a moment to realize that the meat had started to burn. They yelped and quickly yanked their skewers off of the flames, holding them aloft and blowing desperately upon them. 
They were now blackened but not totally inedible. Salvageable but not even remotely like something approaching a good meal.
They sighed.
Tomorrow…
Tomorrow, they would try their luck by heading up into the hills.
If their father had been telling them the truth then that realm would have the answers for them.
[hr]
Chara looked up from their book, glancing at Asriel. 
He was currently hunched forwards, looking through a tome which he’d been reading. His expression was hard to gauge as he clutched at his blonde locks with one hand while using the other to scan the page in front of him, flipping to the next when he needed to. Whatever the book was about, he seemed pretty invested in the subject matter.
“What are you reading?” Chara asked.
Asriel stirred and looked up, offering a tired smile. It seemed pretty strained which probably didn’t bode well for the subject matter. “Just some book that washed down the waterfalls.”
Chara sighed and rolled their eyes. “You’re becoming your father.”
“I mean it’s important that I stay educated on human society,” Asriel replied, shaking his head. “This kingdom will be mine someday and that might involve me leading everyone to the surface.”
Chara looked around Asgore’s study, seeing the rows upon rows of bookshelves which occupied the space. They wondered how any one monster could’ve possibly read this much. 
Yet, the answer came in the form of immortality. It was far easier to read a thousand tomes when you’d lived for several hundred years and planned to be around for several hundred more.
Personally, they contented themself with the modest collection of fiction which Asgore saw fit to keep, preferring monster authors over the vast swathes of human rubbish which seemed to hold an unfortunate majority of the real estate in here.
“So, what’s the book about?” Chara asked.
Asriel hummed and flipped back to the cover. “The rise and fall of some group called the Romans.”
“Never heard of them,” Chara stated.
“Well, your…” Asriel looked over and seemed a little guilty as he cleared his throat. “Human society seems to be fascinated with them so I guess that I should be too.”
Chara lifted a brow. “Nice save.”
“I try my best,” Asriel grumbled.
Chara closed their book and placed it aside, instead replacing it with the cup of tea that they’d been enjoying. They took a delicate sip from it, savouring the warmth against their tongue as they sampled the mushroom-rich flavour.
“I just…” Asriel sighed. “Human society scares me.”
“Tell me about it,” Chara jeered, shaking their head. “It’s not a very nice society to be a part of.”
“Like it seems to always be war and conquest and pain and misery when it comes to humanity,” Asriel said, clenching his hair even more tightly as he gestured at the book. The gesture seemed as hollow as he looked at this moment. “Do they possess anything even approaching an ounce of chill? Like humans know that there’s other things to life besides ending someone else’s, right?”
Chara frowned. “They very much do not.”
Asriel tensed. “Sorry.”
“But yes, that occupies a pretty generous portion of human existence,” Chara retorted. “Good humans are rare and few in number.”
Asriel shook his head.
“Maybe you should put the book down for a little while. It seems to be eating at you,” Chara said.
Asriel scoffed. “I’m fine.”
Chara took another sip of tea, knowing for a fact that he was very much not fine. Someone who was fine didn’t look like they were about to rip out a fistful of their hair. As such, they decided to intervene for the good of his mental health.
They got to their feet and moved over to the desk, throwing their arms around him and hugging him tightly from behind. He barely seemed swayed by their presence. So, they decided to amp up their efforts by nuzzling into this side of his neck.
“Chara…” Asriel huffed.
Chara smirked and nipped at his collarbone. “Sorry, sorry, keep reading your book. I don’t mean to distract you.”
“Well, it’s very distracting,” Asriel said, shaking his head. “At least let me find out how the Republic…”
He promptly gasped, tensing as Chara sunk their teeth into his coat, nipping him not so gently this time around. For a second, they thought they might’ve overdone it. But they were soon left vindicated as they heard him close the book with a heavy sigh.
“So, we’re playing this game, huh?” Asriel grumbled.
“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Chara teased, drawing away from him. They’d gotten what they wanted and now it was time to see how this was going to play out. “I was merely being affectionate. Don’t you like it when I’m being affectionate, Azzy?”
They really didn’t need to bat their lashes but they did so regardless, amping up their brattiness to eleven.
Asriel pushed himself out of his seat and stood up, towering over them. Standing there, side by side, it was easy to see the difference in height with Chara’s eyes being about level with his stomach.
He reached out and placed a hand firmly upon their shoulder, brushing the fabric of their garb with one of his thumbs. “We should probably head back to the apartment.”
Chara grinned. “Oh, come on, Asgore and Toriel are busy with court for at least the rest of the day. No one is going to bother us if we decide to get a little mischievous in here.”
“Chara,” Asriel warned, huffing. He was silent for a moment, appraising the room. Yet, in the end his gaze turned towards the comfortable sofa off in the corner. It looked so inviting at that moment. “You’re a terrible influence.”
“No, I’m not,” Chara replied, grinning. “I just know what makes you tick. It isn’t my fault that you’re just so easy to read.”
Asriel drew his hand away from their shoulder and instead used his massive palm to cup their face. He brushed aside their hair with a single powerful claw, exposing their complexion fully. 
They met one another’s eyes and he seemed to get lost in their gaze, almost seeming starstruck by what he saw.
In the end, he dipped forwards and brought his animalistic lips in line with theirs. He then joined them together in an impassioned union, melding their lips together. His mouth wasn’t the easiest thing to kiss but they made do with Chara melting against him. Their passion started tender enough but it didn’t take long before their affection grew hotter and bolder with Asriel extending his tongue. Chara did the same and the two of them pushed forward, brushing against each other. 
As they kissed, Asriel reached down and cupped their crotch, firmly pressing his fingers against their pussy. The stimulation was muted by the material of their robe but it was the thought that counted, making them moan.
“Mine,” he growled, easing away from the kiss, just a little.
Chara flushed. “Is that so?”
Asriel nodded and kept his hand there, so close to touching this most sacred of places. Yet, it was a tease, plain and simple. Something to get them used to his presence while still denying them the pleasure of actually getting stimulated.
“You brat,” he grumbled. “I’m giving you exactly what you wanted, aren’t I?”
Chara grinned and once again batted their lashes at him. “I never noticed.” They then pursed their lips together and started to grind against his hand, making sure that he could feel just how needy they really were. “You could stop me anytime you wanted. But you knew that already, didn’t you?””
Yet, they knew that he wouldn’t stop them. They could see it in his eyes, sensing that sinful little fire brewing deep within him. He was enraptured with them, utterly helpless to stop himself from wanting more of them at this moment. Their presence was like a drug, addictive and undeniable.
“Hey Azzy,” Chara teased, reaching for the hem of their gown. “Want to see something cool?”
Asriel drew his hand back and nodded.
Chara took this chance to lift up the hem of their gown and expose their lower half entirely. They weren’t wearing anything underneath, not so much as a single thread of clothing. All that was there was a glistening pair of lower lips with beads of moisture starting to ooze down their inner thighs
Asriel reached forward and felt their mound, carefully grinding two fingers against it.
“That’s how badly I want you,” Chara chided, letting out a dainty little moan as he touched them. “Can you feel it?”
Asriel scoffed and then reached for the hem of his own gown, lifting it up as well. Underneath was a familiar sheathe with something bright red poking out of it, just a little. There was a heavy bead of sinfulness glistening from the very tip, dripping down and staining the interior of his attire.
“Oh hey,” Chara said, looking at it and then up at him, winking. “It seems you want me too.”
They drew away from Asriel, slipping out of his grip as they instead made their way over to the sofa. Even without looking, they could feel his eyes upon them, tracking them as they sashayed over.
Once they were there, they then reached for the hem of their gown, lifting it over top of their head. In one fluid motion they went from being fully dressed to being utterly naked with not so much as a single inch of fabric protecting them.
“Cute,” Asriel chided, scoffing. 
He looked around the room nervously as if expecting Asgore or Toriel to suddenly barge into the room. It was honestly pretty cute to see how anxious he got about this sort of stuff. It was part of the reason that Chara liked to fuck with him, teasing him in these sorts of places. There was a certain thrill to the threat of getting caught and they enjoyed the way that he got all nervous about the risks involved.
Asriel sighed. “Just a quickie.”
“A quickie?” Chara asked, cocking a brow. However, they nodded and smiled right back at him. “Sure, it can be a quickie. But you gotta make sure that you don’t knot me. After all, we’d be stuck like that for awhile if that were to happen.”
“I mean I can control myself,” Asriel shot back.
Chara scoffed. That was one of the most debatable things that they’d ever heard.
Asriel soon reached for the hem of his own gown and also lifted it off over his head, disrobing quickly enough. He looked hot in the buff, fit and slender with more than enough muscle for a boy his age. It was a body that went well with his pretty face, cute beard, and head of long blonde hair.
It was honestly incredible that someone like them was able to bag the handsome Prince of Monsters. They couldn’t help but wonder what he saw in them. Sure, they were petite and cute but there were so many other monsters who were simply better looking than them in every conceivable way. Compared to the cream of the crop they were honestly kind of homely.
Pull up, Chara, pull up…
They did, managing to save themself from the depths of their self-loathing despair. Sure, he was the Prince of Monsters but Chara had quite a few nice features of their own: a petite chest, a blemish free pale skin, a tight ass, and a lovely head of short bright red hair that they knew he liked to pet.
“So how do you want to do this?” Asriel asked, looking them over. Once finished, he then glanced down at the sofa, looking rather unsure of himself. “Like I don’t want to make a mess in dad’s study.”
“Just make sure to get it all inside of me, silly,” Chara teased, grinning at him.
Another request that was easier said than done.
Asriel scoffed. “Yes, because that’s totally an achievable thing that we’ve had amazing success with doing in the past.” He shook his head. “We’re going to fuck this up.”
“We’re not going to fuck this up,” Chara said, rolling their eyes. It took them a few seconds but they soon snapped their fingers together. “I’ll ride you!” They nodded, slowly at first, thinking about the logistics of this. Then they did so a bit more assuredly when they realized that it might just work. “Yeah, you sit down and I’ll just ride you. That way any… drippage will land upon your fur. Easy-peasy, nothing to worry about.”
Asriel still didn’t look very convinced, just awkwardly standing there. Yet, it would seem that his common sense was quickly fading, being replaced with a hot feral hunger borne from wanting to make love. He was about to sit down though he apparently thought better of this as he picked up his robe and laid it out upon the seat. Only then did he finally settle down, sitting upon it.
“Smart,” Chara teased.
Asriel forced a thin smile. “Easier to do laundry than it is to clean a mess off of the sofa.
He couldn’t help but look at the door, seeming wary about it. 
Golly, he must’ve been really nervous if his gaze had fallen anywhere that wasn’t upon Chara’s naked body.
As such, Chara decided to make themself the centre of his attention. They settled down upon their knees, taking position directly between his legs. It was surprising how powerful his scent was even with only the tip of his cock exposed. Yet, his musk soon filled their senses, filtering into their mind and focusing their personhood upon this singular point.
That bead upon his tip had grown heavier still, pushing outwards along with the speared tip of his ruby red cock. They couldn’t help but position themself directly below it, eager to have it sever under gravity and fall upon their face.
Before Asriel, Chara had never understood the concept of pheromones. After him, well… that was a very different story.
Chara buried their nose right into his heavy sack and drew in a deep breath, flooding their system with a direct dose of his essence. In a moment, their mind grew frenzied, high with their thoughts now jumbled together and chaotic. They couldn’t help but reach down and rest a pair of fingers against their mound, grinding against it.
“Freak,” Asriel jabbed. Yet, he was unable to hide the pleased smile which now formed upon his lips.
Chara scoffed and inched upwards, kissing the tip of his pride. It was enough to make him shudder with his cock further easing out, just a little more than before. It was almost there, almost fully erect and out in the open. 
“Oh no, I’m helplessly in love with my boyfriend and I adored the way he smells,” they teased, peppering his balls with teasing little kisses. They refused to leave their post, getting drunk on him. “Truly, you’re so hard pressed by this information.”
Asriel rolled his eyes. He reached out and carefully cupped the back of their head with one of his heavy paws.
Chara didn’t need the incentive but they liked his presence regardless. They focused on the task at hand, kissing and nipping the tip of his erection. It continued to ease forwards, inch by inch, until there was enough of it present for them to take it between their plush lips.
Asriel drew in a tense breath, shuddering against their delicate palate. His cock responded positively with a little bit of his pre oozing out upon their eager tongue. It was potent and salty, rich with a more purified and concentrated version of his musk. This was a delicious little treat and Chara ensured that they circled their tongue around it, collecting every last drop like it was some sort of mythical ambrosia.
“Fuck,” Asriel groaned.
Their cock continued to grow, becoming more and more erect with every passing moment. 
Chara contented themself with shallowly bobbing along it, moving in curt motions. Their tongue was dutiful and lips so soft, managing to help him fully escape the safety of his sheathe.
At the same time, they rubbed their folds, collecting their moisture as they started to pump their digits between their lips. Each time they pressed inside, they went all the way down to the second set of knuckles, letting out a pleasured little gasp as they did so. This further bathed his erection in their warmth, using their pleasure to caress him.
It was a holding pattern, a poor substitute for the toy that was currently inside of their mouth. Yet, it was enough to keep them eager and excited, ready in a deeply sinful anticipation.
“Chara,” Asriel murmured. “K-keep going.”
Chara rolled their eyes. Like they honestly needed the reminder. Still, they were more than dutiful, keeping at it for a few more moments. It wasn’t long before his anatomy had fully hardened, growing stiff in the middle of the air.
Only then did they finally draw back, appraising his size.
Chara had never seen a human cock before but they had a feeling that this was far larger than one of those could ever be. It was easily close to a foot in length and was pretty girthy to match. The tip was speared and the flesh a bold red in colour, transitioning into a smooth length which ended in a burgeoning knot that rested near the ring of his sheathe.
“Golly, you seem to have gotten over your fears pretty quickly,” they teased.
Asriel sighed. “You’re terrible.”
“I only want what’s best for you, Azzy,” Chara added, winking at him. They reached out and cusped his erection, stroking it in the palm of their hand. “And I’m sure that this not-so-little guy is going to feel much better once it's buried inside of me.”
Asriel’s nostrils flared and his cock twitched at the statement, offering another dollop of something thick from the very tip. Chara dipped forwards and lapped it up, savouring the flavour. Yet, they knew that they couldn’t remain in this position forever.
As such, they got to their feet and stretched their hands above their body, pulling it taut. They then wheeled around upon their toes, ensuring that they gave Asriel a chance to appraise them from every angle imaginable.
It was adorable to see the flustered arousal in his gaze, the horny primal energy which seemed to be brewing within his pupils. There was something so nice about being wanted, something divine about managing to make their boyfriend devolve into his animalistic base desires.
Chara could’ve cut it there and fucked him but they really wanted to rile him up even more. After all, there was just something so amazing about seeing him get desperate. There was something about him that clicked and just became fierce and downright primal in nature. 
So, they drew a hand down to their pussy and made a show of slowly stroking their lips, collecting their abundant moisture upon a pair of their fingers. They then held them out, just in front of his nose, mere inches away from touching his lips. The moisture was heavy, almost dripping from their digits.
Asriel drew in a deep breath, taking in their rich scent. And just like that, their desires were amplified even further, growing more potent than before. They could see the way that his pupils dilated, practically narrowing to pinpricks. It was honestly a little surprising that he held onto enough rationality not to pounce them right there and rut them into the very ground itself.
Disappointed, dear?
Chara scoffed. Maybe that was something they could goad him into doing later.
For now, they would get to adore being the one in charge.
They approached him and clambered onto the sofa, straddling his lap. His cock was now wedged between their belly and his as they grinded their body against his own, giving him a chance to appreciate their warmth and feel how soft their skin really was.
Instinctively, Asriel placed his hands upon their hips, and they in turn, placed their hands upon his shoulder, holding onto him tightly. A series of thin little moans escaped him as they rocked against him, spreading his slickness against their belly. 
His pride was so large and it measured a good length up their stomach. It honestly didn’t feel like it was something that should’ve fit. Yet, here they were.
“You know…” Chara smirked, getting that cruel little glimmer in their eye. “Maybe you’re right?”
Asriel whined. “Chara…”
“Maybe we should take this to our bedroom,” Chara said, grinning from ear-to-ear. “It would be pretty irresponsible of us to risk making a mess on Asgore’s furniture.” They sighed theatrically. “Come on Azzy, let’s…”
“Chara,” Asriel huffed, sounding rather serious. “Don’t you dare.”
“Golly, Azzy,” Chara teased as they looked up at him, reaching out to cup his cheek. “Are you really going to get me to make such an impulsive decision? I think one of us needs to be the responsible party here. Wouldn’t you agree?”
Asriel’s grip tensed, his claws poking into their skin. “I need this.”
And Angel, they could hear his desperation. It corrupted his voice, filling it with a husky note that threatened to turn into a low growl. He was so easy to read and play with.
“I mean I want to hear you say that you’re willing to take the risk,” Chara said. They reached down and held a single delicate finger against the head of his cock, circling around it. “And that it won’t be my fault if we make a mess.”
“Chara,” Asriel whined.
Chara smirked and pressed their body even tighter against his own, wedging his impossibly hard cock between their bellies. They ground against him, ensuring that he wasn’t given even a moment to collect himself and risk having common sense come forth and ruin their affair.
“Yeah?” they teased.
Asriel huffed. “You’re evil.”
“Evil?” Chara asked, grinning at him. “Evil would be leaving you with this hard-on. I’m more…” They pulled their other hand away from his shoulder and instead motioned through the air with it, searching for the correct word to use. “Mischievous!”
Asriel whined even more shrilly now, sounding so woefully desperate. He closed his eyes, obviously pondering what they’d said. In the end, however, he let out a heavy sigh. “Chara…”
“Yes?” they asked, unable to stop their grin from spreading.
Asriel’s grip tightened and he used his superior strength to lift their hips, holding them overtop of his erection. “I need this and will…” He prodded at their folds with the tip, clumsily brushing against their wetness. His erection was so warm, brimming with a desire to push inside. It was as clear as day. “I’ll take full responsibility if we somehow make a mess, okay?”
“Good boy,” Chara said, bonking his chest with their head. “You can fuck me now.”
Asriel scoffed, clearly not caring about permission. Instead, he started to ease them down, pressing his tip forcefully against their soaking wet folds. It took a little pressure but he soon managed to slip inside, burying himself a good couple of inches into them
Chara gasped, their eyes growing wide. Their body shuddered against his as their walls cradled him so tightly. It should’ve been impossible for something this large to fit. Yet, when it came to Asriel, it was like their determination had a way of shaping their body in order to accommodate him.
Asriel slowly advanced, pressing further and further with every halting motion. It wasn’t long before he had the first half of himself inside of them, filling them nicely. His grip had tensed with those pesky claws really prickling at their hide.
As he scoffed, a burst of his warm breath curled against Chara’s complexion, brushing past their cheek. He reached up with one of his hands and cradled their face, forcing them to look up and meet his gaze. However, instead of kissing them, he extended his tongue and dragged it along their check, licking them like he was some sort of predator playing with his food.
Chara whined, shivering. They had wanted this but it was still surprising to see how quickly he succumbed to his feral desires, becoming more and more like an animal with every passing moment. It seemed that he had grown beyond words, merely growling and groaning as he started to rock his hips, working his cock back and forth between their folds.
Asriel’s progress was now far more sluggish, brought about by him slowly pressing deeper with each successive motion of his hips. It felt divine to have his slick cock brush against their inner walls, grinding against all sorts of fun little nerves inside of them.
“Harder,” Chara moaned.
Asriel snorted. Yet, he obliged them as he once more gripped their hips within both of his paws, using them for leverage. Ever so carefully, he started to bounce them along his erection. At first, his pace was reserved, a gentle up and down motion. It felt rather nice as he pounded into them. 
A constant symphony of suction and squelching were supported by Chara’s moans and Asriel’s animalistic groans. 
The air was heavy with the smells of sex and Chara couldn’t pick up on any outside stimuli aside from those borne from the union of their bodies. The most potent note was Asriel’s musk which seemed to cling to him in an almost literal shroud. It was a truly addictive substance. Hell, they could practically taste him at this moment. 
Their lovemaking was truly an assault upon all of their senses.
Asriel buried his muzzle into the crook of their neck, lapping away at their skin. His teeth prickled against them, acting like a warning, showing what he could do if he was really allowed to let loose.
Chara knew that they should’ve heeded his warning, respected his power. Yet, they couldn’t help but smirk, bringing their lips in line with his ear. 
Their voice was so soft as they whispered into it, offering an alluring promise. “Mark me.”
Asriel tensed.
“Do it,” Chara teased, seeing his ear twitch as they spoke. They nipped at it. “Come on Azzy, it’ll be our little secret.” They tensed, cradling him even tighter within their sex. “Show me that I belong to a monster.”
Asriel lowered them just a little, pressing even deeper than before. His knot now rested against their lower lips, ready to push inside. It was enough to make Chara moan. Yet, it wasn’t enough to get them to drop their strange request.
“Come on Azzy, think about how smug you’ll feel when you’re looking at me,” Chara whispered, kissing him as they fed such alluring thoughts into his head. “Holding me from behind and seeing the canvas that you’ve helped paint. Don’t you want to see what a big ole monster can do to a fragile little human like me?”
Asriel’s claws tensed, dragging down their haunches. It was surely enough to leave behind little white scratch marks. It was a good start.
Chara gasped, moaning at the sensation. It seemed that this was enough to finally tip him over the edge as he dipped forwards and took their shoulder between his lips, sinking his teeth into their flesh without even a hint of reservation. He didn’t break flesh but he definitely indented it, suckling firmly and ensuring that he left one hell of a bruise lingering behind.
At the same time, he drew back and slammed them down, pressing forcefully into them. Any foreplay was tossed to the wayside as he began to use them like a sleeve, pumping into their body in long deep strides.
Chara’s mind was white hot, frantic as they were treated in such a fashion. It was amazing to see their partner cut loose, feeling utterly divine as they were jostled around like a discarded toy. 
There was a warmth deep inside their belly. One which was fed by an abundant amount of fuel, growing hotter and hotter with every passing motion. It grew so powerful, threatening to reach a climax before long.
Yet, Asriel was surprisingly controlled, bringing them right down to that knot but not pressing it inside. It almost seemed like there was still a little common sense left inside of him, a hint of rationality not to do what he really should’ve.
“Come on, Azzy,” Chara moaned. “Knot me.”
“B-but…” Asriel groaned, mumbling around their shoulder. His teeth were still there, ready to bite down yet again.
Chara shivered and tried to press down themself. They were only kept at bay by Asriel holding them in place. “Come on, don’t you want to avoid a mess.” They snickered. “Easiest way to do that is to shove that big dumb knot inside of me.”
Asriel whined, sounding more and more beastly with every passing moment. It was adorable to see him lose his critical thinking abilities, devolving more and more towards his feral side. His eyes were filled with a wildness that Chara couldn’t help but adore, craving that sort of animalism.
It was obvious that he was close, they could feel it in the way he quivered and quaked. They witnessed it in the way that he tented his brow. Hell, they even could smell it as it seemed to fill the very air with a fresh note of crude perfume.
“You know you want to,” Chara groaned.
It wouldn’t be much longer now. It couldn’t be much longer now.
Asriel’s tempo had grown sloppy, becoming increasingly desperate. He was now forceful, slamming himself inside of them. He so obviously wanted to shove that knot into them, it was so painful obvious. Yet, there was that pesky little barrier of self-control which denied him this final lucrative prize.
“Do it,” Chara whispered, moaning. Their voice was soft, a gentle note which filled his ear. They knew it must’ve almost seemed subliminal to him at this moment. “Knot me. Do it.”
And just like that…
Asriel slammed them all the way down, lodging his entire girth deep inside of them. He cried out, gripping onto them tightly as he did so. 
At the same time, Chara also cried out, feeling that pleasure in their core finally released. A wave of their arousal came gushing forth, splashing around his erection and gushing onto his fur. It would seem that the knot wasn’t the perfect little plug that they had assumed it would be, still creating quite the mess.
Asriel practically roared as he held them all the way down at the very base of his shaft. His cock twitched inside of them and a potent burst of his fertility soon came flooding forth, filling Chara’s hole and coating their inner walls. It came quickly and heavily with burst after burst of the stuff filling them. 
It seemed that Asriel had been quite pent-up, taking almost a solid minute to work through the motions. He didn’t stop thrusting, not even as he climaxed, seeming to want to fuck his seed further into them. His thrusts were so desperate in quality, having no rhythm or real power behind them.
By the time he had finally finished, sweating and gasping for air, he had surely shot a solid pint of his cum into their eagerly awaiting hole.
His knot had also inflated, filling their inner walls and keeping the two of them linked together in this carnal embrace. It was hard not to feel bloated with Asriel’s abundant seed sloshing around within Chara’s belly. Yet, they were so used to the sensation. It was a surprisingly common occurrence at this point
The two of them lingered like that, basking in the collective afterglow of sex. It was so woefully slow to abate, seeming to fill the very air with a pleasant tingling energy. There wasn’t room for rational thoughts or even a discussion at this point. All they could really do was just enjoy the company of one another, the collective warmth of their affection.
“Fuck,” Asriel whispered, finally coming back to his senses. Or at least coming back to them enough to once more develop some sort of fractured vocabulary “I needed that.”
“I could tell,” Chara teased.
Asriel tried to pull back but only managed to draw Chara along with him. He then tried to pull them upwards, lifting them off of his erection. Yet, this was just as futile, making Chara hiss as he attempted to stretch their hole beyond what they were capable of. When this had also failed, he let them settle back into place against his chest.
It was almost comedic to see the horror in his eyes as he realized that his actions did in fact have consequences.
“Oh no,” Asriel whispered, his eyes growing wider than Chara had seen them in a very long time.
Chara grinned from ear-to-ear. “Whoops.”
“Chara,” Asriel yelped. “I’m stuck.”
“Well duh,” Chara teased, rolling their eyes. They rocked from side to side, shifting and ensuring that he could feel them move around his erection. “You kind of knotted inside of me, big guy. Not really something that you can fix right now.”
“We’re going to get caught!” Asriel whined.
Chara stuck out their tongue. “Maybe. But I’m willing to bet that Asgore and Toriel are probably too busy with court to bother us for a couple of hours.” They then shrugged. “Plus, look at the bright side. We at least didn’t make a mess.”
Asriel held onto them and promptly stood up, causing Chara to yelp as they were brought along for the ride. Now that they were off of the couch, they looked down, wincing as they realized that maybe their theory was a little incorrect. 
Sure, they were filled to the brim with Asriel’s batter but that didn’t mean that there wasn’t some leakage from their encounter. And as much as the robe had tried to intercept it, that leakage had seemed to have oozed onto the couch, soaking into the fabric of it.
“Fuck,” they whispered.
Asriel tensed and then turned around, looking down at it themselves. “Shit!”
“Calm down,” Chara said, snickering as they patted him reassuringly on the back. “Not much you can do while you’re still knot deep inside of me. We’ll get something to clean up this mess as soon as you’ve pulled out, okay?”
Asriel sighed and stood there for a moment. It seemed that common sense prevailed, however, as he plopped back down upon his robe. “You’re a terrible influence. You know that, right?”
The two of them lingered in this awkward stalemate, motionless as they bided their time. Admittedly, Chara probably could’ve picked a better time to do this then while in the middle of Asgore’s study with nothing to grab and entertain themselves with.
“Chara,” Asriel grumbled. “I’m bored.”
Chara nodded and looked off to the side. “Want me to read you the book that I was reading?”
Asriel glanced at it and then shrugged. “Sure.”
Chara reached out but was obviously not long enough, failing to make it even half way towards the table. 
This made Asriel snicker. Though he at least took mercy on them, grabbing the book and offering it to them. “Just as long as it isn’t a trashy romance.
Chara smirked. “It’s horror.”
Asriel sighed. “Oh joy.”
[hr]
Actions have consequences. That was a lesson which Chara really should've burned into their grey matter at this point.
Yet, here they were on their knees, lingering right next to Asgore’s couch. They were viciously scrubbing at the fabric of it, doing everything in their power to get rid of the lingering stickiness which still clung to the material. It felt like a futile goal, the juices obviously now infused into the furniture.
“This isn’t coming out,” they huffed.
Asriel sighed and dragged their paws down their face. “We’re so fucking dead.”
“No, we’re not fucking dead,” Chara chided, shaking their head. “We just… need to think of a plan B is all.”
“I don’t think I have any patience for your plan Bs,” Asriel chided, edging them to the side as he settled onto his knees as well. He yanked the rag away from them and tried to scrub the furniture himself though it was to no avail. “Fuck, dad is going to kill me.”
“He’s not going to kill you,” Chara grumbled.
Asriel shook his head and kept at it for a few more seconds, sounding more and more desperate with every motion. Until finally, he huffed and gave up, tossing the rag back into a bucket of soapy water with enough heft to send water splattering over the edge. Clearly this wasn’t working.
“What’s your plan B,” he grumbled.
Chara hummed. “We make ourselves a cup of tea and add some honey to it. And then we bring it in here.”
Asriel cocked a brow, obviously not picking up on what they were trying to lay down. 
“Then we say that we spilled some of the honeyed tea onto the couch and act super apologetic about it,” Chara tried, smiling sheepishly as they tapped their index fingers together. “And we’ll have the empty cup there as evidence for our claim. So maybe… just maybe… Toriel might know how to get sticky spots out of furniture and can give us some pointers.”
“I am not…” Asriel shook his head. “I am not making my mother clean my cum stains off of the furniture.”
“Look, do you have any better ideas!” Chara yelped.
Asriel sighed and went silent for a moment, rubbing his temples between his forefinger and thumb. The silence lasted for a good long moment, dragging on longer and longer. In the end, he let out a tired sigh as he gestured towards them. “Fine, fine, I can’t think of anything better right now.”
Chara grinned. “Told ya!”
Asriel pushed himself up and adjusted his equally sticky robe, making his way towards the door. Chara was just behind him, following him out into the hall as they both made their way towards the kitchen. It wasn’t a particularly far journey.
Once inside, Asriel went over to the stove, snapping his fingers to create a small burning flame within one of the elements.
Chara assisted by grabbing a kettle and filling it with water, placing it upon the stovetop. As it brewed, they grabbed two cups, placing them both upon the kitchen island.
“Why two?” Asriel asked.
Chara shrugged. “Because I’d also like a cup of tea.” They grabbed two tea bags and placed each of them in a cup, adding a little honey to one of the cups and far more to the other. “Hey, can I ask you a question?”
Asriel stirred. “Sure?”
“When do you want to get married?” Chara asked.
Asriel stiffened, going bolt still. He seemed stunned, utterly shaken by the nature of that question. “Really?”
“What?” Chara replied, shrugging.
“Do you really think that now is a good time to bring this up?” Asriel huffed, shaking his head. “You have a weird sense of humour, babe.”
“Hey, I’m just trying to make small talk over here,” Chara said, pouting out their lower lip.
Asriel kept shaking his head, looking down at the stove and waiting for the kettle to boil. He seemed engrossed in his thoughts for a second, apparently mulling their question over. It seemed that maybe Chara had planted something in his head if he still seemed focused upon it.
“Would you like to get married?” he finally asked.
Chara scoffed. “I thought this was a bad time.”
“I’m just…” Asriel blew a puff of air into his cheek. “I’m just curious is all. You don’t seem like you’re very interested in titles or ceremonies or anything.”
“I’m not,” Chara replied. They reached out and draped a petite arm around his back, patting his side. “But I’m into you.”
“And I’m into you too,” Asriel replied.
The two of them were silent for a second.
“So, should we do it?” Chara asked.
Asriel nodded. “I think we should.”
The kettle finally clicked but Asriel didn’t pick it up right away. Instead, he just stood there, looking down at it. Chara squeezed him, trying to act as an anchor in this moment. It was the least they could do after dropping that kind of question on him.
“Hey Chara?” Asriel asked.
Chara smirked. “Yeah, Azzy?”
“Would you… marry me?” Asriel asked.
Chara nodded. “I would.”
“This is stupid,” Asriel grumbled, closing his eyes. “Scratch that.”
Chara’s eyes widened. “Wait what?”
“I’m proposing to you tomorrow when we aren’t trying to figure out how to hide a cum stain from dad,” Asriel grumbled.
Chara scoffed. “Fair enough.” They then wagged a finger at him. “But I’m holding you to that, big guy!”
