Kris poked the tip of their tongue out of the corner of their mouth, grunting as they tried to navigate their little hero through the intense obstacle course set out before them. 
Celeste was not an easy game, by any definition, but Berdly had warned them about that when he had recommended it to them. So, it was worth giving it a shot just for that fact alone. He’d also mentioned something about the game being political. Though Kris was still trying to figure out what exactly he had meant by that.
“Shit,” Kris grumbled as they narrowly avoided a death. “Fuck,” they muttered as they avoided yet another. “MOTHERFUCKER!”
There was the killing blow.
“Died again?” Asriel asked.
Kris huffed and placed their handheld aside, looking towards their brother. “Yeah.”
Asriel was busy looking at his computer, hunched forwards as he scanned through a scrawling wall of white text upon a plain black background. Even from here, Kris could tell that this wasn’t written in any reasonable language. This was the domain of things like Jova and D++.
“What are you working on?” Kris asked.
“A boss fight for a class project that I need to present after spring break,” Asriel explained, humming as he repaired a line of code. “Should nearly be done with it.”
“You should take a break,” Kris said, pushing themself up and slipping out of bed. “You’ve been working on that for ages.”
They felt their baggy shirt spool down their slender body, acting more like a short dress than a mere t-shirt. It was one of Susie’s which she had let them borrow. The sheer size of it did a good job of hiding many of their features, saving them from having to wear a binder while at home. It also meant that they could get away with only wearing boxers instead of leggings or pants.
“Should I?” Asriel asked.
Kris nodded and moved towards him, resting their chin on the back of his monster-sized computer chair. “Yeah, I want to hang out with my big brother.”
“Give me ten minutes,” Asriel murmured.
Kris rolled their eyes. “You said that like thirty minutes ago, dude.”
“Yeah, well… this time I actually mean it,” Asriel stated, leaning forwards and quickly typing something else into the void of black and illegible white text. “I’ve nearly figured out the hit boxes on this stupid motherfucker.”
“Want to hit my box?” Kris asked, grinning to themself.
Asriel opened his mouth to say something though paused to think about it. He then looked back at them as he cocked a brow. “What?”
“You know like…” Kris stepped back and plopped down upon the edge of Asriel’s bed, gesturing to their crotch with both hands. “Do you want to like… hit my box…” They grinned at him. “With your dick.”
Asriel shook his head and then focused his attention back on the screen in front of him. “Don’t you have a boyfriend?”
“We’re not really too serious about which labels we use,” Kris explained, thudding back upon the bed and resting both hands behind their head. “He fucks around with Noelle and Jockington and I fuck around with Susie and Noelle. We’re all just one big awkward friend group with benefits.”
“Kids these days,” Asriel chided.
Kris snorted. “Okay, don’t you dare even get started on that. Like you have a fucking leg to stand on. I know what was up with you, Dess, Catty, and Bratty back in high school.”
They stretched, trying to seem even more adorable and vulnerable, exposed for whoever wanted to take advantage of that. Though sadly it seemed that Asriel wouldn’t be the one to take said advantage. He honestly seemed utterly transfixed on his work, refusing to let his gaze waver from the screen in front of him.
“Come on Azzy, it’s our brother-versary,” Kris grumbled.
Asriel scoffed. “Brother-versary?”
“Yeah, this is the anniversary of the day that I got adopted!” Kris beamed, grinning at him. “So, we should celebrate that.”
They rolled over and once more pushed themself out of bed, sliding over and kneeling beside his computer chair.
Asriel looked down at them. “How do you even remember that date? You were like three when it happened.”
“Got that human memory,” Kris teased, reaching out and resting a hand upon the crotch of their brother’s jeans. They rubbed at it, firmly grinding their palm into the flesh that lingered underneath. It seemed to be doing something as Asriel’s cheeks began to warm. “Come on, you can afford to take a little time off from your project.”
Asriel sighed. “Kris…”
Kris grinned like an actual succubus, their smile stretching from ear to ear as they batted their lashes at him. “For me?”
They reached up and delicately grasped his zipper, carefully starting to pull it down, inching it away slowly but surely. Asriel’s nostrils flared as they did so, his gaze still focused upon the screen in front of him. Yet, it was obvious that his productive train of thought had been derailed as he hadn’t typed a single digit into his code since Kris had taken this new position.
Once the zipper was all the way down, Kris then reached up and fiddled with the button at the top of his fly, undoing it as well. This left his pants wide open, allowing them to slip a nimble little human hand inside, stroking at the bulge which was now only protected by the thinnest layer of cotton imaginable.
“Last warning,” Asriel murmured, sounding almost peeved. “I’d suggest taking it.”
Kris looked up and saw the way his gaze narrowed, honestly looking pretty fearsome. It was enough to fill Kris with just a little bit of genuine worry. Yet, that icy look also made them rub their thighs together with an undercurrent of lingering excitement. They couldn’t help but feel their heart flutter at the sight, wanting nothing more than to goad him into doing something brash.
Their response to that warming was to grasp their brother’s blonde pubes and give them a firm tug. A gesture which gave them just the reaction they were looking for as Asriel sucked in a breath and immediately tensed.
“That’s it…” Asriel grumbled, saving his document. Once finished, he then turned his undivided attention back towards Kris. “Is mom out?”
Kris nodded, grinning with a catty glee.
Asriel reached down with one of his powerful hands, gripping Kris’ wrist with only two of his large sharp claws. It was like he was grasping a twig, managing to yank the appendage out of his pants and hold it there.
“Don’t say that I didn’t warn you,” Asriel grumbled.
Kris felt their smile grow even wider. “Oh no, I’m getting exactly what I wanted, whatever will I do?”
Asriel got up and moved away from his desk, instead taking a step towards the centre of the room. As he did so, he ran a hand through long blonde hair, drawing in a deep breath to help fortify himself, building his courage and character.
He wore a simple pair of dark blue jeans and a baggy black sweater with a punk band’s logo plastered on the front of it. Though neither article did a very good job of hiding the strong and bulky body that lingered underneath. 
Asriel had done a lot of growing up while he’d been away at university, a whole lot.
He moved over to his bed and took a seat upon it, glancing at Kris and patting one of his knees.
Kris grinned and got up, making their way over with an added sway to their hips. They instinctively folded their hands behind their back as they stood before him, still grinning like an absolute brat. “Are you planning to punish me?”
“Not my fault that you’re a masochist,” Asriel grumbled, smirking at them. “I think ten lashes should be more than enough to warm you up. What do you think?”
Kris laid down, sprawling themself across Asriel’s lap. They could feel Susie’s shirt collecting in all sorts of weird places, bunching up and moving away from their hindquarters. This seemed to be something that Asriel took immediate advantage of as he rested a single finger against the crotch of their boxer, grinding a finger firmly into the layer of fabric directly above their lower lips.
“You’re such a brat,” Asriel grumbled.
Kris gave their hips an enticing little wiggle. “It's not my fault that I react well to positive reinforcement.”
Asriel scoffed and drew the hem of Susie’s shirt completely away from Kris’ backside, leaving them exposed with only their boxers as the thinnest barrier of protection. Yet not even these would be allowed to linger for long as Asriel hooked a single beefy finger underneath the waistband, tugging them down. 
Slowly, so slowly, like a tease, he started to inch them away from his sibling’s backside, not stopping until they were down around their thighs.
This left Kris’ lower lips completely exposed, puffy and vulnerable. A state which Asriel took immediate advantage of as he brushed a single finger against them, toying with them, teasing them with a gleeful willingness.
The sensation felt divine, making Kris bite their lip and shiver with a latent excitement. They could feel the barest moisture against their sex, the beginnings of an impending arousal approaching from the distance.
Asriel’s nostrils flared and Kris could feel something start to stir within the crotch of his jeans. A bulge was forming which pressed into their stomach. It was sizeable, far larger than any human should’ve reasonably been able to handle.
Kris knew they should’ve been worried about it but they couldn’t help but grin at the mere presence of something so powerful.
“Here’s how this is going to go,” Asriel stated, resting his large hand upon their backside. With all five fingers extended, he was easily able to cover the entire real estate of one of Kris’ plump cheeks while also encroaching upon the second as well. “I want you to count each blow and then thank me for them, am I understood?”
“Yes, Azzy.” Kris wiggled their hips, pressing their rump into his awaiting hand. “Now stop being a cuck and actually spank me.”
Asriel scoffed. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy this.”
He drew his hand back, lifting it away and hiking it high into the air. A moment went by, then two, then three, each slowly feeding into the next. Together they were enough to make Kris tense as they awaited the inevitable impact. It seemed that Asriel had been waiting for this, however, as his hand promptly came down, smacking them firmly on their backside.
“Fuck!” Kris barked.
Asriel snorted. “What? Did you think that I was going to go easy on you?” He shook his head, scoffing at the idea as if it were the most ridiculous thing imaginable. “Dumb little human bit over more than they can chew, huh?”
“Did not,” Kris grumbled. They looked up and noticed that Asriel had lifted a brow, seemingly expecting something from them. Then it clicked. “One, thank you, Asriel.”
Asriel smirked and reached out with his other hand, gripping Kris’ head and forcing their face into the sheets below.
At the same time, he wound back and clapped his paw against their rump, again, delivering another delicious blow. The pain from it was sharp, driving an aching warmth deep into their flesh.
“Fuck!” Kris groaned. “Two, thank you, Azzy.”
“You’re very welcome,” Asriel teased, stroking their hair with a single long claw. “You know maybe you’re onto something. This is way more fun than programming.”
He wound back and smacked them again.
Kris gasped and squirmed, feeling one of their cheeks smoulder with a noticeable warmth. The pain was nice, an accent, a rich seasoning to make the moment that much more enticing in nature. They could feel the barest glistening against their lower lips, showing that their body approved.
“Three,” Kris murmured, wiggling their rump. “Thanks, bro.”
Asriel scoffed and drummed his fingers against their hindquarters, tapping each of them against their flesh in a rhythmic little pattern. “Bro?”
“Yeah,” Kris replied, grinning. “That’s what you are after all.”
Asriel extended one of his fingers, stroking at their lower lips with it, teasing them ever so slightly. It seemed that Kris wasn’t the only one to realize how wet they’d become.
Kris tried to look up but their brother’s other hand kept them pinned to the sheets, their cheek pressed firmly into the quilt below.
The sensation of that singular finger felt nice as Asriel stroked up and down, making Kris’ body tingle with a pleasured little excitement. There was a heat inside of them, the barest embers of a potential inferno. Each little motion was like oxygen applied directly to their lust, causing the fire to catch and grow a little warmer.
The tip of a claw brushed against Kris’ clit, making them suck in a breath.
“You really are too horny to function, huh?” Asriel teased.
Kris tried to nod but the hand restrained them. “Y-yeah.”
“You know, I think I might have just found another use for you,” Asriel explained, drawing his hand back and hiking it above their backside. He allowed it to linger there, hovering like a sword that would fall at any moment. “There’s this joke in programming about a rubber duck.”
“A rubber duck?” Kris asked.
Asriel swung down and smacked them again, driving another burst of intense warmth into their other flank. It went deep into their muscles and was more than enough to make both their cheeks smoulder, warming to such a lovely shade of tender red.
“F-five,” Kris groaned. “Thank you, Azzy.”
Asriel scoffed. “That was four, dumbass.”
“Nuh uh,” Kris murmured, biting their lip. “Totally five.”
Asriel smacked them again, extra hard for their error. This blow was harsh and cruel, driving an intense burst of painful heat deep into Kris’ flesh. It was enough to make their entire body quake, quivering as an agonizing yelp came jerking free from their lips.
“Alright, alright,” Kris whimpered. “F-four, thank you Sir.”
“Sir?” Asriel asked, snorting. Yet, he couldn’t help but sound pleased by its usage. “I kind of like the sound of that.” He scoffed. “Is someone falling into subspace?”
Kris nodded, feeling a fuzziness start to tingle at the back of their mind. It was like they were riding a high, their vision growing cloudy while their senses started to numb. They were focusing in upon themself, tuning out the world around them. Everything that wasn’t themself or Asriel wasn’t important any longer.
“Y-yeah,” they finally admitted as they once more tried to look at him. Only that unwavering hand ensured that they would only be allowed to look at the quilt next to their head. “What was this about a rubber duck?”
“Right, right, rubber duck,” Asriel said, smirking. “My professor would tell me a story about how every programmer should have a rubber duck that they can squeeze really hard when they get especially frustrated with their code. And well…” There was a sadistic edge to his voice as he drew his hand back. He didn’t wait a moment longer than necessary before he roughly smacked Kris’ ass with it. “I…” And he smacked it again. “Finally…” And again. “Understand…” Again. “Why!”
He punctuated his statement with the most powerful lash of the successive lot, hitting Kris hard enough to send them inching forwards due to the sheer force of it. Each of smacks was like a thunderclap, adding another burst of warmth to Kris’ hindquarters, multiplying it by an unheard-of degree and making their flesh burn with a lovely shade of red. 
At this point, their flanks were positively on fire, brimming with a heat that seemed to be kindling away from within their very muscles. There was no doubt that these would become lovely welts with splotches of purples and blues seeming likely in Kris’ future.
“F-fuck,” Kris croaked. “Five, s-six, seven, eight…” They drew in a breath, trying to work through the omnipresent pain that they felt. It was so hard to focus as they gritted their teeth together, practically ejaculating that final number. “N-nine…” They then closed their eyes, panting for breath. “Thank you, Sir.”
The pain was long-lasting, the ache so wonderfully divine. There was something purifying about the warmth, the agony having a way of toying with Kris’ poor little animal brain. They couldn’t help but giggle, almost drunkenly.
They weren’t ignorant of the way that their pussy also ached, their juices glistening upon their lips. And it seemed that Asriel noticed the very same thing as he stroked at them with a single finger, yet again, toying with them and giving them plenty of time to recover. The sensation made them tense but was still an appreciated gift. It told them that they were going to be taken care of and pleased.
“Kris?” Asriel whispered. “You still there, bro?”
Kris nodded. “I’m okay.”
“Glad to hear it,” Asriel teased, drawing back. “How about one more just to finish things up?”
Kris bit their lip but nodded, giving their consent. “Sounds like a plan.”
Asriel swung down and clapped his hand across their cheek, finishing things off with one last mighty clap of palm against tender flesh. It was enough to make Kris scream, yet again, going wide-eyed as they felt the pain of this impressive blow ebb through their entire being.
“Ten!” Kris whimpered. “Thank you, Sir.”
Asriel grinned and gripped one of their flanks, digging his claws into their flesh. He dragged them across their skin, aggravating all of the tender welts that he had already left behind. The pressure was modest, surely only enough to leave little white lines upon their flesh. Yet it felt so much worse, irritating all of those future little bruises which were already so inflamed from repeated abuse.
“I think that’s a good place to end things,” Asriel teased, drumming his fingers against their flesh, over and over, ensuring his marks were more than adequately felt. “I wouldn’t want to actually hurt you.” He hummed. “Though I guess I need to figure out what I actually want to do with you now.”
Kris purred. “You could fuck me.”
“Your pussy does seem pretty tempting,” Asriel teased, shaking his head. “But nah, I don’t think naughty humans should get off today.”
Kris’ eyes widened. “What?”
“I mean you distracted me from my work and that’s pretty rude,” Asriel said, chuckling. “And I think it’s important that you learn something from that.”
“Azzy!” Kris huffed, trying to push themself off of his lap. Though this was an utterly hopeless endeavour with his superior strength holding them in place. “You’re being unfair.”
“I’m aware,” Asriel teased. Even being unable to see his face, Kris knew that he had a wolfish smile, grinning like an utter bastard. “And I don’t give a fuck.” He patted them on the backside as he finally pulled his hand away from the back of their head. “Now get up. I think I know what I’m going to do with you now.”
Kris reluctantly obeyed, pushing themself up and out of his lap. They couldn’t help but glare at him, narrowing their gaze and trying to look as icy as humanly possible. This wasn’t what they wanted, not one little bit.
And if Asriel felt any shame about that, it was impossible to really tell. His smile refused to fade, not even a little.
Kris hated to admit it but this did scratch at another kinky little voice which lingered at the very back of their mind. There was something weirdly appealing about denial, about being put so totally in their place.
Asriel leaned forwards and reached for his desk, grabbing a sharpie from the collection of writing tools which sat in a cup next to his second monitor. He popped off the cap and looked back at Kris, smiling at them. “Lift up your shirt.”
Kris flushed and did just that, grabbing the hem and lifting it up. They could feel their brother’s eyes upon their lower lips, spotting the way that tendrils of aroused fluids drained away from them and crawled along their thighs.
“What are you doing?” Kris grumbled, feeling just a hint of red overcome them.
Asriel smirked. “Just making sure that I mark my property for when I actually feel like using it.”
He reached out and started to scribble something on Kris’ skin, just above their bush, writing a couple of words and then an arrow. Once finished, he then motioned towards a full-length mirror directly next to his bed.
Kris turned to face it, feeling their pulse quicken at the sight.
‘Property of Asriel Dreemurr, no touching without my permission ~<3’
With an arrow pointed down directly at their lower lips.
“Prick,” Kris grumbled, glaring at their brother.
Asriel smirked right on back. “Now be a good toy and leave me alone so I can focus on my work.”
“You can’t be serious,” Kris whined. “You’re going to leave me like this?”
“Hey, I told you that there would be consequences for not letting me finish with my programming,” Asriel teased, batting his lashes at them. “It’s not my fault that you didn’t take my advice when you had the chance.”
“But you’re hard too,” Kris whined.
Asriel shrugged. “I’m better at dealing with it than you.” He winked at them. “After all, only one of us is dating December.”
“You can’t be serious,” Kris groaned, standing there, pussy out and just dripping with an incredible need. “How long is this going to take?”
Asriel smirked and took a seat at his desk, humming as he looked over his code. “I don’t know... four or five hours?”
“Fuck off!” Kris groaned.
Asriel ignored them, holding onto that playful little smile as he leaned in to review his work.
Kris stomped over to their bed, huffing as they flopped upon it. They reached for their nightstand and yanked open the drawer, pulling out a familiar magic wand.
“Maybe I’ll just finish this by myself!” they shouted.
Asriel scoffed. “Go for it. Just know that you don’t have my permission to do that.”
“And you think that’s honestly going to stop me?” Kris asked, turning the wand on and moving it towards their loins.
Asriel didn’t respond, merely smiling as he scrolled through his work.
Kris drew the wand closer still.
Asriel was still unmoving.
The wand was nearly there…
And Asriel apparently didn’t care in the slightest.
Kris sighed in utter defeat as they turned it off, at the eleventh hour, tossing it to the side. They instead folded their arms in front of their chest, glaring daggers at him. “You’re the worst. You know that, right?”
“And you love me for it,” Asriel teased. “Now hush, I’m trying to work.”
