Dess Holiday sucked at Christmas shopping. She sucked at trying to figure out what people wanted and she especially sucked at trying to get the timing down right. Between work and school and life and the hordes of monsters who currently occupied the local malls and markets, it was an utterly daunting obstacle to face.
Which is what led to her current problem and in turn her current solution.
She sprawled out across the living room sofa, smirking and looking towards the door of her and Asriel’s apartment. There was the sound of footsteps making their way towards her, marching down the hall and sounding quite heavy. They were familiar footsteps, however, the footsteps of her boyfriend.
They came to a stop outside of the door and were followed by the sound of a key scraping against their apartment’s lock, slowly turning it. 
The door then opened and Asriel lumbered in, blowing into his hands. “It’s so fucking co-“
He paused and drew in a breath, looking towards the couch.
Dess winked at him and gently traced her foot along the length of her other leg. She was mostly naked, wearing little except for a pair of red and green lingerie though these wouldn’t preserve much of her innocence, not that she had much left in the first place. There was a series of ribbons traced along her bare coat and also two bows placed upon each of her antlers, marking her as a present.
And she was one hell of a present.
“Surprise,” Dess teased.
Asriel smirked and closed the door, placing his bag down upon the floor. He barely managed to kick off his snowy boots before he stumbled towards the living room, advancing on her like a man possessed.
“So, what do you think of my Christmas present?” Dess asked. 
She grinned as she trailed a hand down her stomach and towards her lingerie, slipping it inside of the panties and making a show of playing with something underneath. Not that it would take very much imagination to figure out what that was.
Asriel smirked. “I think that someone forgot to get me a Christmas gift.”
Dess gasped. “I would never.”
“Because this is the same gift you got me for my birthday, Valentine’s Day, last Christmas…” He hummed and wiggled three fingers in the air before adding a fourth. “Last birthday...”
Dess huffed. “Okay, okay, you caught me.” She glared at him. “Do you have any idea how hard Christmas shopping is?”
Asriel snorted and made a show of shaking his head. “I mean the rest of us do it.”
Though he started to unbutton his coat and tossed it aside, leaving him in just his jeans and a plaid shirt. It was a good look and Dess took in the view, appreciating his large form and the strong body that lingered underneath.
Asriel’s teeth peeled back into a predatory smile as he clambered onto the sofa and hovered over top of Dess.
“Though for the record,” he said, purring with such glee. “I love my gift.”
Dess grinned and touched her other hand to his cheek. “Glad to hear it, big guy.”
Asriel leaned in and Dess met him midway, the two of them coming together in a playful little kiss. It started tender enough though this didn’t last long as it soon grew impassioned with Asriel’s lips parting and his tongue pushing forth. Dess met it and they soon tangoed around one another. 
For a moment, they were equals though it was only for a moment as Asriel soon pushed into her mouth.
Dess could soon feel one of Asriel’s hands reach down and slide into her panties, cupping her hand and moving it around with his own. He used her fingers to stroke at her lips and she couldn’t help but surrender a moan into his mouth because of that.
Asriel drew back and snorted. “Be a shame to open my present early.”
“Don’t you dare make me wait,” Dess growled.
“Awww is someone horny,” Asriel teased, leering down at her. “Does someone want me to fuck them?”
Dess always forgot that Asriel knew how to dirty talk and every time he did so, her brain short-circuited as a result. 
Her eyes widened, just a little, and she nodded quickly. “Yes please.”
“Does my little slut want me to fuck her pussy?” Asriel asked.
Dess drew in a breath and giggled. “Fuck.”
“Yes or no, December?” Asriel warned, danger dripping from every syllable.
“Yes!” Dess barked. “Yes, I want you to fuck my pussy.”
Asriel smirked and drew his hand back, taking hers along for the ride. He brought both of their hands into view and allowed Dess to see the way that her juices coated her digits, soaking into the fur and dampening it.
He continued to leer at her, looking oh so seductive. With care, he guided her hand towards his lips, pushing her fingers inside and licking them clean. A faint moan bubbled forth from him as he did so, sounding almost like a low growl as her pupils turned to pinpricks.
“You taste delicious,” Asriel teased as he finally gave her hand back to her.
Dess giggled. “Holy shit.”
“But before I raw your pussy, I’m going to want something,” Asriel chided. “It’s been a very long day and I want you to help take off the edge.”
Dess smirked. “Of course.”
“Of course, who?” Asriel asked, once more getting that warning edge bleeding into his tone.
Dess stiffened, feeling that predatory heat inside of Asriel as it was clearly building up. There was dominance broiling away within his eyes and she really appreciated the sharp teeth that lingered inside of his mouth.
“Of course, Sir,” Dess whispered.
“Good toy,” Asriel teased, finally drawing back and getting up.
He lumbered over to a loveseat in the living room, plopping down upon it and crossing one leg overtop of the other. His demeanour had grown so cocky and confident, seeming so sure of himself as he lorded over Dess.
Dess got up and smiled at him. “Do you want anything to drink before we begin?”
“I’ll save that for afterwards,” Asriel answered.
Dess nodded and made her way over, sashaying as she crossed their little living room. It pleased her to see the way that Asriel hungrily devoured her body with his eyes. There was always something so nice about knowing that she was wanted in this context.
She dropped to her knees before him and rested her hands upon his legs.
Asriel smirked and uncrossed them, spreading them and giving Dess access to his lower half. This was something which Dess took advantage of as she grasped his belt, quickly undoing it and pulling it away, giving herself just enough slack to loosen his pants. She then grabbed the zipper of his fly between her teeth, looking up at him and winking before she drew it down.
With that out of the way, Dess grasped the waistline of his pants and started to pull them away. Thankfully, her boyfriend lifted his hips and allowed her to get them down around his knees.
Underneath was a pair of boxers with a pronounced damp spot upon the crotch of them. Dess licked her lips and pressed her nose right against it, drawing in Asriel’s rich scent. She could hear her boyfriend suck in a breath at this, his pleasure sounding so delicious.
Dess decided not to tease him for long as she pulled these down as well. Underneath was a glistening pair of lips with an engrossed little cock lingering just above them. Everything about him looked delectable, tasty, being exactly what Dess wanted at this moment.
She looked up at him. “May I, Sir?”
Asriel’s response was to reach out and grasp one of her antlers, using it as leverage to pull her forwards and press her into his crotch.
Dess didn’t delay as she pushed her tongue inside, poking and prodding at his pussy. She suckled and made such crude noises, sounding so ravenous as she rolled her tongue and lashed around inside of him. It took only a moment for her to adjust but soon she was working from memory, flowing so naturally between all of the places inside of Asriel that she knew would garner the most excitable of reactions.
“Fuck,” Asriel breathed.
As predicted, his voice started to rise, growing louder and louder. His pleasure was music to her ears and Dess savoured every note of it.
Instinctively, she started to trail a hand down towards the crotch of her own panties.
Though Asriel grunted. “Don’t even think about it, December. The only way you’ll be feeling good today is if I choose to let you feel good.” He scoffed. “Do you understand me?”
Dess tensed but nodded. Or at least, she attempted to nod with what limited range of motion that she still retained. She instead placed both of her hands upon his legs, ensuring that he understood her obedience.
“Good girl,” Asriel chided, relaxing his grip upon her antlers just a little.
Dess took advantage of that as she drew up and circled her tongue around his little cock, teasing it before popping it between her lips. She suckled so firmly upon it, ensuring that she worshipped it to the best of her abilities.
And it seemed that Asriel enjoyed this as well as his grip tensed and a few frantic moans burst free, filling the air with his melody.
“Fuck,” he groaned, cursing after every little burst of breath. “Fuck, fuck…”
Dess didn’t risk overstimulation as she drew back down, moving once more towards his pussy and pushing her tongue back inside. The taste and smell of his pleasure were both so heavy upon the air, utterly dominating Dess’ senses and meddling with her mind. It was hard to think straight when there was a shroud of pheromones in the air. It was just so heavy, making it impossible to call upon her logic.
In other words, she was lost in the sauce. Her world became just the hole in front of her and the adorable moans that came from the handsome boy that it was attached to.
Asriel really held her in place, his grip growing so firm. He rode through the motions and Dess guided him along, not slowing in the slightest. She rolled and lapped, licked and stroked. She knew his pussy like she knew the back of her hand, marking out each of the spots that would garner the most excitable of reactions and then returning to them when she could.
Her boyfriend whined, literally whined, sounding so in the throes of his own pleasure. It wouldn’t be much longer now. It couldn’t be much longer now. They were approaching the brink and Dess showed no caution as they drove beyond it.
Asriel let out a guttural growl and used both of his hands to hold onto each of Dess’ antlers, using them as leverage to pull her so tight against his cunt. He cried out and soon his pleasure came gushing forth, slamming into her lips and flooding her mouth.
Dess drank them without delay, savouring the hearty flavour of his masculinity. It lasted for several long seconds, with wave after wave coming forth. Though they slowly weakened after every pulse.
Until finally, Asriel let go. 
Dess drew back and gasped for air, using one of her hands to wipe at her face and clear away the shroud of juices that she still coated her fur. Even though the act was finished, the taste and smell still lingered and she knew from experience that they would linger for a good long while yet.
Not that Dess would complain.
Asriel chuckled and leaned back into his chair, flashing a playful little smile at his girlfriend. “Not bad.”
“Just not bad?” Dess teased, getting to her feet. “I thought that I did pretty good.”
She made her way towards the kitchen and grabbed two bottles of water from the fridge, returning to the living room and offering one of them to Asriel.
“Thanks,” Asriel whispered, cracking it open and taking a sip. “I needed that.”
Dess nodded and opened her own bottle, doing the same. In fact, she crushed the entire thing in only a couple of potent pulls.
“Now what?” she asked as she tossed her bottle into the trash.
Asriel snorted and pushed himself away from his seat, getting to his feet. “Now I smash your pussy.”
He made his way towards their bedroom and snapped his fingers, making Dess tense. Though she realized that this was his non-verbal command to get her to follow. And like a good little toy, she did so, lingering in his shadow. 
Together the two of them soon entered their bedroom.
Dess immediately thudded down upon their bed and ensured that her hips lingered over the edge. Her position gave her a nice view of a shelf which contained a strap-on harness and various kinds of dildos. Each of them was more exotic than the last, making up quite the collection of depravity.
Asriel started to strip, kicking away his pants and unbuttoning his shirt before tossing it aside. It wasn’t long before he stood in the buff. He then turned away from Dess and looked at what he had on offer to fuck her with.
He reached for the harness and started to step into it, tightening it with practiced ease. This wasn’t their first rodeo, not by far, and it showed in how easily he prepared for something like this.
In the end, he opted for a pinkish cock that was of a more modest size. It had a speared tip, various ridges, and quite the hearty knot lingering near the base. This was usually the cock that he selected.
It took a bit of work but soon it was hanging from Asriel’s harness. He then turned towards her, planting his hands triumphantly upon his hips as he grinned down at her.
“Ready?” he asked.
Dess nodded but couldn’t help but snort at his dorky little display. “You know it.”
Asriel came around the bed and soon stood behind her, his powerful frame lingering behind her far lither counterpart. He placed one hand upon her hips and used the other to peel the crotch of her scantily-clad lingerie aside.
Dess shivered as she felt her pleasure clinging to the fabric. 
Angel, was she really that wet?
Asriel prodded at her folds with the tip of his erection and growled under his breath as he did so, easing himself forwards nice and slow. His cock advanced so smoothly, pushing a good couple of inches inside of her with just the first thrust alone.
Dess mewed as she felt the speared tip part her folds and she shivered as she felt each of the little grooves and ridges rub against her inner walls. It was such a unique sensation and fed into that warmth that was burning in her core. That warmth that had demanded stimulation prior and was finally receiving it.
Asriel drew back and pumped his hips forwards again, pushing into her at a steadier pace. His tempo started cautious, probing while obviously trying to warm her up. Though it soon became evident that she was more than ready as he rested both of his powerful hands upon her hips. 
He then began to really pump into her. His pace grew steadier and more forceful with every single thrust, his breathing coming forth in hurried puffs as he really started to use her.
The masculine nature of his euphoria mingled with the soft and frantic nature of her own, the two sounds coming together so well. It was a duet of curse words and crude phrases, accented by the squelch of fluid and the constant percussion of flesh slapping against flesh.
“Fuck,” Dess whispered.
Asriel’s hand slid away from her hips as he instead braced them on either side of her head, using his new leverage to draw back and get even more forceful with her. He renewed his vigour with an animalistic excitement, pumping away so forcefully and using her with such ease. It was like she was a sleeve purposefully designed to take his cock.
It wasn’t long before his knot pressed against her folds. At which point he stopped, pausing and providing only a moment for her to prepare herself. Dess took it and gripped the sheets tightly, digging her fingers into the fabric.
“Ready to be owned?” Asriel growled, his voice sounding so haggard.
Dess nodded quickly and was utterly at a loss for words. Though it seemed that she wouldn’t have to use them as Asriel drew back and then pressed forwards, snarling as he pushed forcefully into her. It didn’t take much effort for his knot to slip inside.
A gasp escaped Dess’ lips and her eyes were wide with a half-crazed quality.
“Fuck,” she whispered.
She felt stuffed, utterly full of her boyfriend’s cock. It was a divine sensation, feeling that inside of herself, feeling his powerful frame behind her.
One of Asriel’s hands rested upon her shoulder and he dug his claws into her flesh, making Dess mew from the pain. At the same time, he leaned forwards, bearing down upon her with his heavier body, not stopping until his lips brushed against her ear.
“I own you,” Asriel huffed, whispering the words and ensuring that the heat of them brushed against her coat. “Say it.”
“You…” Dess gasped as he chomped down upon her ear, snarling as he dug his teeth into it. “FUCK!”
Asriel chuckled and drew back just a little. “I felt you tense from that.”
Dess whimpered. “You own me.”
“Damn straight I do,” Asriel said, chuckling and purring right into her ear. “I just love to hear you say it though.”
He reared back and braced himself, getting ready for the finale. His hips pumped forwards swiftly and he rode Dess hard, slapping away at her backside with his hips again and again. The constant contact of flesh against flesh was like the frantic drumbeat of a metal song, so long and persistent, with hardly a pause in its relentless rhythm.
Dess could feel that heat in her core rising to such a desperate pitch, threatening to engulf her utterly. Her breathing came forth in such hurried gasps, her moans weaving into them so naturally.
Asriel had kept his word and was absolutely demolishing her, going to town on her pussy with little reservation or mercy.
“I’m close,” Dess gasped.
Asriel chuckled. “Then cum for me, slut. Cum for your Sir.”
A few more thrusts and a few more pumps were all it took for Dess to do as Asriel desired. She could feel her walls cradling him, clamping down around his erection and smothering it. Asriel’s tempo came to a sudden halt as a result and her juices gushed around his cock with such vigour.
Dess’ climax lasted for several long moments, flooding forth in sheets and utterly drenching Asriel and the bedding below. Though it wasn’t long before it too tapered off into nothingness, leaving her in the blissful afterglow.
“Holy shit,” Dess whispered.
Asriel snorted. “Did I do good?”
Dess nodded. “Very.” She sighed and closed her eyes. “Did you like your gift?”
“I loved it,” Asriel teased, leaning forwards and giving her a little kiss on the cheek. “I’m going to pull out now, okay?”
Dess nodded and took in a sharp breath as Asriel’s erection came free, evacuating with a nice wet slurp of fluids. It soon rested upon the sheets with her juices oozing out and joining it.
“What do you wanna do now?” she asked.
Asriel smirked. “Cuddle, shower, order some take out, and watch a bunch of anime together?”
“Sounds good to me,” Dess whispered.
She made a pleased little cooing sound as Asriel joined her upon the bed, pulling her into his powerful frame.
“I love you, Dess,” Asriel said, kissing the top of her head.
Dess smirked. “I love you too, big guy.”
