Ralsei’s attention was on the screen in front of him, tapping away at the controller in his hands as he navigated his character through an intense platforming section. The tip of his tongue poked out between his lips and he was utterly in the zone.
His mind was focused upon the game, his reality was the game. 
Press… jump.
Shift the analog stick… stick to the wall.
Press… rebound off of the wall and towards the next.
Each action was perfectly performed and before he knew it, he was at the next little checkpoint on a journey that was made up of so many of them.
A sigh of relief escaped his lips as he paused the game, using the break to grab a mug of tea that was growing cold. Still, it was good as he took a sip, savouring the intense flavours as he’d left the tea bag inside. Though as he drank it, the sleeve of his long shirt fell away from his wrist, revealing a series of ugly purple welts that lingered around his hand.
The sight of them was enough to make them ache, bringing him back to the moment they had happened.
‘You’re hurting me!’
A laugh.
‘Good.’
Ralsei shivered and went back to his distraction, turning on the video game once again. Though as he tried to make a jump, he realized that his heart just wasn’t in the game anymore. He gave it a few more tries but the moment had passed.
With a sigh, he closed down the program and instead went over to a web browser, taking a chance to check out his social media accounts.
Though before he could get very far in this endeavour, he heard movement at the apartment’s door. Someone fumbled with their keys and soon the door slowly opened.
“Hey babe, I’m home,” a familiar voice rumbled, low and filled with bass.
A white monster crept inside. He was tall and slender with a carnivorous muzzle that had rows of razor-sharp white teeth inside. His ears were dotted with piercings that went well with the punkish attire that he wore; black jeans and a hoodie from a band that he made Ralsei listen to. Though their name still eluded him.
In his hands were a couple paper bags of groceries which he placed down upon the island in the kitchen.
“H-hey, Asriel,” Ralsei stuttered. “Have a good trip to the store?”
Asriel snorted. “It’s grocery shopping, there really isn’t much to it. I got you those chips that you like though.”
He pulled out a bag of kettle chips from a premium brand, placing them down upon the countertop.
Ralsei did like those chips but couldn’t help but notice that Asriel only bought them when there were fresh bruises to apologize for.
“Whatcha been up to today?” Asriel asked.
Ralsei shrugged. “Mostly just enjoying my day off.”
Asriel continued to busy himself in the kitchen, putting away the groceries that he’d bought.
“Play any fun games?” Asriel asked, popping a box of cereal into the cupboard.
Ralsei nodded. “Just trying to get the last few achievements in this game.”
He tensed as he heard Asriel make his way over, forcing himself to look at the screen and do another run. Though obviously tension wasn’t the best thing to feel when you were attempting a grueling time trial on a really difficult course. So, after the first couple of jumps, he whiffed it right into a pit of spikes.
Asriel whistled as he plopped down on the sofa next to him, flashing a smile as he draped an arm over Ralsei’s shoulders. “Looks like you ate shit, babe.”
“Y-yeah,” Ralsei said, trying to stay focused on the game over screen. “I guess I kind of did.”
He could sense the frown that formed on Asriel’s lips, feeling his blood chill as if the thermostat had just been sent crashing into the teens.
“Something the matter, babe?” Asriel asked.
Ralsei shook his head. “Nothing at all.”
Asriel sighed, obviously not believing him. Though why would he? Even Ralsei knew that he was lying. There was something wrong and it was painted upon his arms in little splotches of purples and blues. He could feel it under his shirt in the way the fresh bite marks ached against the cotton. He sensed it in the way that it was just a little uncomfortable to sit down on his freshly battered ass and play this game.
“It’s… nothing.” Ralsei forced a smile. “Promise.”
Asriel looked unsure but decided not to press the point, instead placing his hand on Ralsei’s shoulder and stroking it. “Want to watch something tonight.”
“Like watch something watch something or… Netflix and chill?” Ralsei asked.
Asriel flashed a smile, showing off all of those sharp teeth that were nestled in his mouth. It was hard to believe that they were of the same species as it seemed like Asriel came from some exclusively carnivorous lineage.
“Start with Netflix and if we’re in the mood then we can maybe think about chilling a little bit afterwards,” Asriel said, drawing close to Ralsei’s neck and leaving a tender little kiss upon it. “What do you think about that?”
If we’re in the mood…
Ralsei wanted to laugh.
It was always when Asriel was in the mood. Always had been and always would.
Still, Ralsei couldn’t help but stiffen, feeling his voice fade to little more than a whisper. “I don’t know if I’m really in the mood for chilling tonight, if that’s okay?”
“Hey, hey,” Asriel said, drawing back and trying his best to look reassuring. Though his efforts fell flat based on fresh memories alone. “I won’t pressure the point.”
He would eventually but there was nothing that Ralsei could do about that. Who would believe the poor little Darkener boy when it came to talking out against the lightener Prince, the mommy’s boy that everyone loved and adored.
No, it was better just to go with the punches and…
And what?
Ralsei didn’t like to think about that.
He turned off his game and went over to the console’s streaming section, handing the controller over to Asriel once there.
Asriel offered a slight smile and opened up their anime service, looking through the catalogue for a few moments until putting on something action orientated. Before long the theme music started to play and Asriel settled back into his seat.
“How did classes go today?” Ralsei asked.
Asriel snorted. “A bunch of boring lectures that I didn’t really pay attention to. How have yours been?”
“Caught up on my English courses, nearly done with a math assignment, and trying to keep my head above water in history,” Ralsei said.
“Math is fucking joke,” Asriel grumbled. “Stupid as fuck that they expect a poly sci student to know statistics.”
“It isn’t so bad,” Ralsei said, though paused as he remembered that Asriel had failed that class during his first year. 
He tensed and waited for his punishment to come though it seemed that Asriel was in a good mood as he instead stayed still, focusing his attention on the screen in front of him. Though his expression seemed just a little darker in nature, making Ralsei more than a little nervous to be around him.
“Some people are just built differently,” Asriel finally said, sounding quite terse.
Ralsei nodded. “Y-yeah.”
“Like you for example,” Asriel continued, getting in close and kissing him on the cheek. “A fantastic throat, tight ass, adorable little cock to play with.” He nipped at him before pressing his claws into his shirt, just hard enough to be felt but not break through fabric or skin. “Just the ideal little toy to bury myself into at the end of the night.”
It took a lot for Ralsei to suppress the whimper lingering in the back of his throat.
There was the punishment.
“Guess my desire to chill kind of caught up with me,” Asriel whispered, winking at him. “Funny, isn’t it?”
His hand trailed away from Ralsei’s shoulder and started to move down to the hem of his shirt. Ralsei thought about stopping him but knew that any resistance he could put up would be feeble, meaningless, and overpowered in a matter of seconds with a few fresh marks given to him for his efforts.
So, he instead let Asriel grip it and start to peel it away, lifting it off over his head.
“Woof,” Asriel whispered. “I guess I was a little rough with you last night.”
Ralsei didn’t need to look as he’d already seen the damage in the morning. Several welts along his arms and side, the bruises left by some bite marks on his shoulders, a series of scratch marks upon his back, and one gruesome mark that required a bandage that was positioned over his hip.
“Don’t you worry, babe,” Asriel murmured, kissing him once more on the neck, nipping with those sharp teeth but not quite biting. “I promise that I’ll be way more gentle tonight.”
“P-promise,” Ralsei whined.
He didn’t believe it but what else could he say?
“Just lay back and let Daddy take care of you, okay?” Asriel teased.
Ralsei nodded slowly and leaned back against the armrest of the sofa, laying one hand upon it and then placing the other against his soft belly. 
He watched as Asriel fiddled with his belt. There was a dangerous look lingering deep in his eye. This was a monster who knew that he was completely in control of the situation and could get away with whatever he liked.
Thankfully, whatever he liked seemed to be content with tossing Ralsei’s belt aside and tugging at his pants. It wasn’t long before they were down around his knees and then his ankles, revealing a cute pair of pink panties that lingered underneath.
He was ashamed at how hard he was, wondering why his body would betray him like this. Was it some sort of survival instinct, knowing that Asriel liked it when he pretended to enjoy himself.
“How cute,” Asriel said, drawing towards the bulge and taking in a nice deep breath through his nose. His eyelids fluttered at the scent that lingered underneath. “See, I knew you were getting hot and bothered too.”
Ralsei stayed quiet and drew a hand to his mouth, biting down upon it. Though Asriel thankfully couldn’t see the tears that were now glistening in his eyes.
His panties didn’t last much longer as his cock sprung forth, nice and hard in the air. He was modestly sized for a monster with about five-to-six inches of total useable length. His cock was also slightly crooked with a nice turtleneck around the tip.
“I think I’m going to have a taste,” Asriel warned.
He learned forwards and gave Ralsei’s cock a nice long lick from the base to the very tip before circling his tongue around the turtleneck. Even if the gesture was unwanted Ralsei couldn’t help but moan, trying unsuccessfully to stifle the noise with his hand.
Asriel grinned at this and drew back. “See, I knew you were in the mood.”
He took that moan as consent and parted his lips, taking Ralsei between them. His pace was slow as he began to bob back and forth along his boyfriend’s petite erection. His tongue rolled around it so dutifully, edging him along.
Ralsei whimpered softly, realizing that all of those razor-sharp teeth were now nestled on either side of his anatomy. He shuddered and moaned, unable to help himself. His complexion burned with shame as he surrendered his pleasure, feeling it bubbling forth from the back of his throat.
He hated himself for feeling pleasure just like he hated himself for being a coward and not standing up to his abuser.
Asriel kept at it for a few moments before popping off once again and licking his lips. There was now a hunger in his eyes, a feral desperation to push things and take more and more. It seemed so strange to read so much from a simple glimmer but Ralsei knew that fire and he knew it well.
“Look how hard you got me,” Asriel said, drawing back and leaning against his own armrest. Like he said there was now a sizeable bulge in the crotch of his own pants. And the look he was giving was just asking for Ralsei to do something about it.
Ralsei bit his lip. “Maybe we could just cool it tonight.”
“Come on, babe, you know that you want it.” Asriel’s gaze narrowed, just a little. “I know you want this, slut.”
Slut.
Ralsei whimpered and crawled over to Asriel, hating himself for obeying. Though he did as instructed, reaching up and tugging at Asriel’s pants.
They came down easily enough and exposed a pair of boxers with a bulge barely contained underneath. There was a wet spot upon the front of them, saturating the fabric and darkening it a little.
Asriel reached forth and placed a hand upon the back of Ralsei’s head, pulling him forwards and burying his nose right into this wet spot. The smell of his masculinity was potent and meddled with Ralsei’s thoughts, making it difficult for him to think straight. It wasn’t bad by any stretch of the imagination and a thin whimper came forth as he felt himself grow even harder at the musk.
“Use your teeth to finish the job,” Asriel warned.
Ralsei nodded and Asriel guided him up to the waistline of his boxers. He obeyed and took it between his teeth, tugging it down. The action was humiliating but Ralsei slowly managed to free the cock that lingered underneath.
Asriel’s erection sprung forth with vigour and nearly slapped Ralsei right across the cheek. His cock was sizeable and twitching with a bead of something pearly already oozing from the tip and trailing down the fat pink meat.
Ralsei inched up and dragged his tongue across this bead, collecting it and savouring the taste.
Asriel purred with a predatory glee, looking like a cat who’d just been given what it wanted. “Can’t wait to feel your mouth around my cock, babe.”
Ralsei decided not to deny him any longer than was strictly necessary, taking his erection between his lips and bobbing down a good couple of inches. His tongue roved around the tip, adjusting to the taste as he did a couple lazy circles around it.
Asriel moaned softly, reaching out and stroking Ralsei behind the ear with a single thumb. He looked Ralsei right in the eye and grinned, making Ralsei’s gaze flinch away on instinct. 
Ralsei couldn’t bear to see the cocky smile that his boyfriend bore, knowing that he could get away with so much and still have a nice hole to fuck at the end of the day. It was enough to make him feel queasy if thought about it too hard.
Ralsei started to bob back and forth, gliding along his shaft. At first his motions were shallow but swift, his tongue reliably rolling around and around. He did everything to ensure that his teeth wouldn’t get in the way.
“God your mouth feels fantastic, babe,” Asriel groaned, his pleasure bubbling forth upon huffing little bursts of exertion.
Ralsei drew back and offered a weak smile. “Guess I just like playing with Daddy’s cock.”
“Hell yeah you do,” Asriel grumbled, snorting. “Now get back to taking care of Daddy and maybe he’ll show you a good time.”
Ralsei nodded and took the shaft back between his lips. He renewed his efforts while also emboldening them, driving himself deeper and deeper with every little motion of his head. It wasn’t long before he was about two-thirds of the way down, feeling the pesky head of Asriel’s shaft tickling at the back of his throat.
A slight sputtering gag came forth and Ralsei paused, taking a second to catch his breath. Instinctively, he pressed his thumb into the palm of his hand, hoping that the old urban legend would work in his favour today.
Once more, he dipped forwards and pressed against that pesky obstacle. He gagged against it a little but soon managed to slide Asriel into his awaiting throat. It wasn’t long before he felt his nose nestle into the wild tuft of white fur that was just above Asriel’s crotch.
“Fuck babe,” Asriel groaned, bleating softly.
Ralsei bobbed shallowly, ensuring that Asriel remained nestled deep inside while he worked him over. His tongue had become useless though he hoped that the flexing of his rebellious gag reflex was more than enough stimulation.
“Just a lil more, babe,” Asriel grumbled. “Fuck, I want to cum down your throat!”
He reached out and rested a hand upon the back of Ralsei’s head, gripping a nice fistful of his hair. Ralsei was used to this, knowing that eventually his boyfriend’s libido would get the better of his promise and he would succumb to his more feral impulses.
At first the hand lingered there as an incentive, having a more guiding role than practical one. Though soon, Asriel’s grip tightened and he started to bob Ralsei along at his own pace, pushing him harder and faster than he was prepared for.
Ralsei gagged and sputtered but Asriel wasn’t restraining himself anymore. Soon, he pressed so hard that Ralsei thought that he was actually going to get sick. Though shockingly, Asriel then decided to let up, yanking Ralsei off of his cock without warning.
Ralsei sputtered and coughed, feeling pre mix with his salvia and pool down his chin. He looked at Asriel through bleary eyes, trying to parse what the fuck was happening.
“Huh…” he murmured. “What…”
“Decided that I want to cum in your ass instead,” Asriel said.
He slipped away from the couch and moved towards their bedroom. There was no instruction for Ralsei to follow though he knew that once Asriel was in the mood that the word ‘no’ was taken away from him. His boyfriend wanted a warm hole and would get that warm hole no matter what pesky laws needed to be brushed aside to accomplish it.
Ralsei groaned softly and forced himself onto his feet, wobbly ever so slightly as he got up.
“Come on babe,” Asriel chided. “My boner is starting to fade.”
Ralsei lumbered into the bedroom, seeing that Asriel had already laid out a towel upon the bed. In his hand was a bottle of lube which he squirted into his opened palm before working it into his erection. He flashed such a cocky little smile at Ralsei, ensuring that all of his sharp teeth were fully on display.
“Hope you don’t mind me changing my mind,” Asriel teased.
Ralsei shook his head and forced a smile. “Been waiting to get my hole fucked all day.”
A lie but what was another amongst a couple hundred already told during their relationship.
“Well… Daddy won’t keep his little goat waiting,” Asriel replied, sticking out his tongue. “Though I’ll need you to…”
Ralsei nodded and laid down upon the bed, resting on his belly as he did so. He heard Asriel squirt some more lube onto his fingers before he felt an unlubed hand groping at his rump. Asriel spread his cheek to the side and exposed his pucker before pressing two fat lubed-up fingers against his hole.
A thin gasp escaped Ralsei as his body tried to resist the penetration. Though like himself, it had no hope of denying his boyfriend. Soon, his tight little rump accepted these fingers as they plunged deep into him, all the way to the knuckles.
Ralsei whimpered softly, feeling his cock harden and another ration of pre oozing from the tip, soaking into the towel below.
Asriel grinned and patted him on his backside. “Good boy.”
He worked his fingers back and forth, moving them around and ensuring that the lube was spread all throughout Ralsei’s tight little hole. After a few moments, he then drew his fingers out and wiped them off upon the towel.
“Ready slut?” Asriel asked.
Ralsei nodded. “Y-yes, Daddy.”
He felt Asriel stand behind him, resting a hand against his rump. Soon there was the cool tip of his erection pressed against his tight little hole. For a moment, there was peace as neither of them moved. Then Asriel pressed forwards, pushing against Ralsei’s adorable anus with quite some effort.
There was a bit of resistance but eventually Ralsei shivered and felt it slip inside. His pucker hugged it tightly as Asriel started to slowly push into him.
“Come on babe,” Asriel grumbled. “You’re tense. And it’s making it really hard to…” He grunted and thrust shallowly forwards, trying his best to work himself inside. “It’s making it pretty hard to fuck you.”
“Sorry,” Ralsei squeaked.
Though how could he not feel tense around the monster who took every chance he could to overrule his consent and push him into unwanted situations? How could he not feel tense around the monster who left bruises and bites marks all over his skin every time they fucked?
How could he possibly feel relaxed around something like that?
Asriel gripped his flanks even tighter and started to pump forwards, grunting under his breath as he did so. If Ralsei wouldn’t relax then Asriel would make it work as he pumped into him harder and harder, battering against a hole that wouldn’t willingly give him access.
It hurt, it hurt a lot, making Ralsei whimper. His eyes watered and fresh tears started to spill down his cheeks, darkening the fur upon them.
He whimpered. “Pul-pul-please…”
Ralsei closed his eyes, hoping that Asriel would for once show him just a little mercy.
Asriel snorted. “You want it harder, slut?”
Or he could just do what he always did, ignore him and then focus exclusively on his own pleasure. His grip tightened and he really started to hammer away, pushing deeper and deeper at such a relentless pace. 
Ralsei bleated and cringed, going limp and just accepting that his hole was going to be Asriel’s to do with as he pleased.
Asriel snarled and started to dig his claws into Ralsei’s backside, squeezing it so hard that the sharpened tips threatened to break flesh. The pricks of pain were enough to stir some life from Ralsei, making him cry out.
“Yeah, you like it when I’m rough, don’t you, you little slut?” his boyfriend snarled, growling under his breath as he hammered away.
His hips finally clapped against Ralsei’s backside as he finally managed to bottom out inside of him. Then it clapped again and again, Asriel’s pace oh so frantic as he drove himself quickly toward his animalistic desire for release. He seemed to ignore everything beyond his own immediate pleasure, not even noticing that Ralsei had started crying, sobbing into the sheets.
“I’m getting close, babe,” Asriel growled.
He plapped away, huffing with every one of his increasingly powerful thrusts. Until finally, he bottomed out one final time, slamming his hips against Asriel’s in a mighty clap of flesh against flesh.
Ralsei could feel Asriel’s cock twitch inside of him, feeling his seed come flooding forth and pumping into his tight little hole. He could also feel as it overwhelmed him, gushing out into a degrading creampie that utterly drenched his rump and inner thighs.
He whimpered and sniffled, hating the sensation.
Asriel chuckled and drew back without ceremony, pulling himself free and causing more of his seed to come gushing out. It further added to the mess, soon soaking into the towel below.
“Thanks for that, babe,” Asriel said, stretching his arms above his head and cracking his joints. “You have no idea how badly I needed something like that.”
He paused mid-stretch and looked down at Ralsei. “Are you… crying?”
Ralsei whimpered and tried to hide it. “N-no.”
Asriel’s demeanour shifted as he thudded down upon the bed and reached out to pet Ralsei, scratching him behind the ear. “Hey, hey, hey, I’m sorry, babe, I didn’t mean to hurt you.” It sounded like legitimate guilt but Ralsei knew that it didn’t matter, it never mattered. “I’m so sorry, I uh… I didn’t realize I was hurting you.”
Ralsei whined. “It’s my fault.”
It really was. If he didn’t want to be hurt like this then he should really leave Asriel. But he wasn’t brave enough to handle this world on his own.
“I mean you should’ve told me but we were in the moment,” Asriel said, flashing a reassuring smile and moving his hand over to Ralsei’s cheek. “I don’t blame you for that.”
Ralsei closed his eyes, wishing for two things at once. On one hand he wanted to make himself as small as possible. On the other, he wanted to lash out and make Asriel feel even a fraction of the pain that he currently felt.
“I love you, babe,” Asriel said, chuckling to himself. “I always will.”
Instead of doing either, Ralsei just laid there and nodded. “I love you too, hun.”
