“Thanks for letting me stay over,” Susie said.
She drummed her finger against the table, watching how each of her rhythmic ticks made the red wine in her glass vibrate ever so softly. Normally, she wouldn’t be a fan of wine but Toriel had offered it and who was she to say no to a little free booze.
Plus, this one tasted pretty nice. At least, pretty nice by wine standards.
“Of course,” Toriel replied, flashing a cheery smile. “You’re a friend of Kris’ and one of their friends is always welcome to sleep over. Plus, three beds and only one monster does tend to get a little lonely at times. Just a shame that my child is stuck with exams for a little while longer.”
“Yeah, I uh… I guess I just got lucky that my tests were all at the start of the exam period,” Susie replied, shrugging. “I would’ve waited for them but catching a train today instead of tomorrow saved me a pretty nice chunk of change.”
“Well, I know how important chunks of change are to college students,” Toriel teased. “It wasn’t that long ago when I was the same way.”
She picked up her wine glass and took a sip from it before gracefully putting it back down. The glass was nearing its end so she picked up the bottle and topped it off, adding a fresh ration of red to be enjoyed.
“So how are you enjoying life in the big city?” Toriel then asked.
Susie thought about it for a moment, justifying the silence with her own sip of wine. It tasted dry which felt… surreal for a liquid. But still there was a note of chocolate in there. Or at least, she assumed that there was a hint of chocolate in there. Maybe that was just the lingering flavours of Toriel’s dessert still having an impression upon her palate?
She really didn’t know. Wine was way too fancy for her. It was one of those things that Noelle drank.
But then she remembered that she’d been asked a question, focusing her attention on Toriel.
“I’m liking it, I guess,” Susie said.
Toriel cocked a brow. “You guess?”
“Yeah, I uh…” Susie shrugged. “Nice to go somewhere where no one really knows what I was like growing up. I’m making all sorts of interesting friends and doing cool things but also everything is super busy all of the time. I don’t know, I guess I kind of miss being back in town just hanging out with Kris and Noelle.”
“And how are the wonder couple doing?” Toriel teased.
Susie snorted. “Noelle is a sappy romantic and Kris is… well… Kris. Though I think Noelle is really helping to level them out, you know?”
“Noelle is a wonderful woman,” Toriel chided. “Plus, can I be a bit of a candid bitch for a moment?”
Susie sucked in a breath. Sure, she knew on a logical level that Toriel must’ve sworn on occasion but there was still something so surreal about hearing your former Kindergarten teacher cuss even if Kindergarten was nearly two decades ago.
“What’s that?” Susie asked.
“A certain part of me is…” Toriel paused to take another sip of wine, looking off to the side as if searching for the right way to phrase this. “Thrilled to see how much their relationship is bristling Mayor Holiday’s fur. The woman has had a permanent stick up her ass ever since they started dating and it’s been very satisfying to see it linger.” She chuckled darkly. “Then add onto that, the fact that Noelle usually stays at my house whenever she and Kris are in town? Well, that’s just delicious icing on an already perfect cake.”
Susie grinned.
Toriel looked at her. “What?”
“Just never really saw this side of you before,” Susie teased, shaking her head. “Honestly, I kind of dig it.”
“Look if you’ve known Carol as long as I have, you learn a thing or two about deep-seated resentment,” Toriel added, winking at her. “And I can trust that you won’t run your mouth since I don’t think you’re very invested in the local gossip mill.”
Susie took another sip of wine and looked down at her glass, noticing that it was nearly empty. She went to reach for the bottle but stopped and looked at Toriel instead. The older monster looked taken aback but merely nodded, giving Susie permission to top off her glass. An offer which she gladly took.
“How are your mechanic courses treating you?” Toriel asked.
Susie smirked. “Really good, turns out I have a knack for heavy lifting and fixing cars. Plus, if any monsters give me hassle for being a girl in that course, then I just...” She grinned wider, ensuring that she showed off all of her carnivorous teeth. “I show them these bad boys and they piss off pretty easily.”
Toriel blushed and looked off to the side.
That… was not the reaction that Susie had anticipated. The shock of it was enough to make her expression slip.
“That’s good to hear,” Toriel quickly added. “And no issues being…” she motioned vaguely and let the awkward silence do the speaking for her.
“No issues from anyone still living,” Susie teased. She carefully traced a talon along the side of her glass. “How is teaching going?”
She could feel a warmth inside of her, borne from a couple glasses of wine. The edge of intoxication fiddled with her mind and played with her thoughts. Mostly these thoughts were focused on Toriel, enjoying the monster’s company immensely.
Toriel sighed. “Honestly, it’s getting a little depressing, if I’m allowed to be completely honest.”
“Oh?” Susie asked, cocking a brow. “How so?”
“Every year the class of kindergarteners is getting smaller and smaller,” Toriel explained, sighing to herself. “I know that there aren’t as many young families in Hometown but it does get to an older monster like myself when I know that it’s getting sparser and sparser. I know it’s particularly bad for some of the older classes as they’ve started to combine them together. Alphys is now teaching a joint grade eleven and twelve class and that doesn’t feel particularly fair to either herself or any of her pupils.”
Susie nodded. “It doesn’t.”
Though honestly it was more shocking to hear how quickly things had gone downhill. Her class had been a little on the small side but it’d still been a proper class. And that was only a few years ago when she’d been with Alphys.
“But the job is still as rewarding as ever,” Toriel explained. “Always warms my heart to hear the little ones call me Miss Toriel. There’s an especially bright pupil who is already reading at a third-grade level so having a smaller class means I can help her flourish more than I would’ve been able to even a few years ago.”
Susie smirked. “You’re making me want to get into teaching.”
“I mean you could,” Toriel replied, smiling at her. “Shop teachers are always in short supply and I know Hometown has been dying for someone to teach welding and woodworking since the monsters in charge of those classes are getting pretty close to retirement.”
“Could be fun,” Susie replied.
Toriel nodded. “It would be a bit of a pay cut but thankfully Hometown isn’t a particularly expensive place to live.” She smiled and took yet another sip of wine. “Plus, it would be nice to have another friendly adult to see on a regular basis. Feels like I’m running woefully short on friends these days.”
It was strange to think of herself as an adult when it came to being compared with Toriel. It felt like the curse of a kindergarten teacher, being forever unable to see Toriel as anything beside for Misses Dreemurr… or well… Miss Toriel as she was currently rebranding herself.
Susie chuckled and shook her head. “Still getting used to thinking of myself as an adult.”
“Yes, it must be a little strange to go from having to ask adults permission to pee to suddenly living alone,” Toriel chided, pursing her lips together. “One of the many failings of our public school system if I am going to be completely honest.”
Susie nodded though suddenly picked up on something else.
“You mentioned looking for more friends?” she asked. “Is everything okay?”
Though she promptly paused, realizing that probing at this probably wasn’t the most tactful thing that she could be doing. Instead, she looked at her hands, focusing on the glass of wine in front of her. She decided to have another sip.
“Must seem a little strange to think about, but well…” Toriel sighed. “Ever since Kris left, I’ve been rather lonely. My only friends before motherhood were essentially Carol, Rudy, and Asgore. And well… Rudy is dead, Asgore is… an especially sore subject, and Carol…”
“Is now a bitch?” Susie asked, grinning at Toriel.
Toriel snorted. “Exactly.” She then sighed. “And then add onto that fact that I’m practically an old croon and now you see my problem.”
“You’re not an old croon,” Susie teased, leaning forwards. “You hardly look a day over forty.”
Toriel smirked. “Is that so? And do you seek the company of many forty-year-olds, dear?”
“I mean I do love my MILFs,” Susie said as she grinned with such cocky confidence.
Though that choice of word soon registered and her eyes immediately widened. Her pulse then quickened and she grew so quiet that you could hear a pin drop from a mile away.
Had she…
Did she…
Were those actual words that had actually just left her mouth? Was she fucking defective or some shit?
“MILFs?” Toriel asked.
“It’s uh…” Susie let out a nervous string of laughter, not sure how to follow that statement up. “It…”
Instead, she tilted back her wine glass and drank nice and deep, not stopping as she hoped to just endlessly drink from it in order to save herself from speaking. Though unfortunately there was no such thing as unlimited wine as soon the trickle was reduced to nothing.
“Sounds like an acronym,” Toriel pondered aloud, gaining the hint of a predatory smile as she leered at Susie. “I’d assume the ‘M’ is mother based on age. But what are the other three letters? Clearly, it’s something that’s troubles you.”
Susie put down her glass. “It’s uh…” Fuck, if she didn’t come clean then she’d just be found out anyways. “It stands for ‘Mother I’d Like to Fuck’.” She groaned and covered her reddened face with a hand. “Sorry, kind of forgot who I was talking to?”
Toriel chuckled and stood up from her seat, picking up her glass and taking a sip from it. “It’s most alright, dear. Honestly, I kind of appreciate the compliment. It isn’t everyday that a woman such as myself is… thought of in that manner.”
Susie’s gaze lingered upon Toriel for a moment, taking in just how good she actually looked. Her attire was casual with a nice skirt and a matching blouse. She wore her age well, having a rounded figure and plenty of curves. It was an easy body to appreciate and honestly it made Susie frown that she didn’t receive more compliments about having it.
Truly men were weak and needed a reality check.
“Though I imagine it was simply a slip of the tongue,” Toriel teased, betraying the smallest of sighs.
Susie bit her lip and went silent for a moment. “Yeah…” she looked down at her glass. “A little slip of the tongue is all.”
Toriel carefully brought the glass over to the kitchen, placing it upon the countertop. She was turned away from Susie and looking out the window. Maybe it was just Susie’s imagination but the position almost felt purposeful. As such, she couldn’t help but let her gaze fall to Toriel’s rump. It was… well it was a very fine ass.
“So hypothetical question,” Toriel stated, holding up a hand. “And… feel free to decline of course.”
Susie cocked a brow but nodded. “What’s up?”
“I know that phrase was a little slip of the tongue, and all, but…” Toriel drew in a breath. “Would you…” She shook her head and let that same breath out. “No, it’s a silly question, I apologize.”
It took Susie’s brain a few moments to catch up with the train of events, her poor mind unable to properly process that partial question. Though once it had, her eyes widened and breathing hitched so wonderfully.
“Are you asking…” she began.
Toriel shook her head. “Just a silly thought.”
“Well how about you say it anyways,” Susie teased.
Fuck it, go for broke.
Toriel glanced at her and smirked. “My my… aren’t you suddenly quite bold.”
“Booze has that effect on me,” Susie replied, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Can I ask you a question if you aren’t going to ask yours?”
“Sure,” Toriel replied.
Susie drew in a breath and built up her courage, sitting up a little straighter. She wasn’t completely ignorant of what to do; just ignorant about whether it would work on a woman such as Toriel. After all, what worked on Noelle might not be nearly as effective on someone as refined as this monster.
“Are you good at taking orders?” she finally asked.
Toriel stiffened and went silent for a moment, nearly drawing it out to a point which gave Susie cold feet. 
Though, at the very last second, just as doom was about to settle into place, did Toriel nod. “I am, yes.”
Susie honestly hadn’t thought that she would make it this far, feeling her pulse pick up even more. She nearly chickened out. After all, she couldn’t ask for something like this. This was Kris’ mom, this was her kindergarten teacher, this was a woman who was at least twice her age.
Though no matter how many ways she tried to psyche herself out, she couldn’t help but stare at that ass in front of her. She wanted that ass and she wanted a lot of things from this monster. Add onto that, the fact that Toriel was acting so agreeably, meant that Susie’s desires were only fed further.
“You seem to have a lot of cake,” Susie commented, eying her up with ravenous glee. “How about shaking it for me?”
Toriel paused. 
Susie paused as well.
“I’m uh…” Toriel chuckled nervously. “I am unsure what you mean by cake, Susie.”
Susie blushed. “Shit.” She then buried her face into her hands, groaning as she shook her head in disbelief. “Uh… shake your ass for me. Cake means ass.”
“Oh!” Toriel sighed fondly. “Your generation does have an amazing knack for all sorts of interesting little euphemisms.”
Though she did just as Susie asked, giving her hips a little wiggle and shaking that large rump in front of her face. The sight was so alluring, making Susie blink as she tried to comprehend the fact that this was actually happening.
“I take it that you uh… appreciate my rump?” Toriel asked, such a teasing note lingering on the edge of her voice.
Susie nodded. “Uh huh!”
Something else apparently appreciated that ass as she felt a familiar organ start to stir within the crotch of her pants, hardening and pressing against the restrictive denim. The mere presence of an erection was enough to make her blush.
“And do you have any other requests?” Toriel then asked, that teasing note still lingering so wonderfully within her voice.
Susie snorted and shook her head. “Sorry, I just… I am a lot more confident doing this with Noelle than…”
She stopped talking and paled, immediately realizing what exactly she’d just betrayed. It wasn’t a secret in their friend group but well everyone agreed that maybe parents wouldn’t exactly understand the nature of such casual and open relationships.
“Oh, do you have some sort of open arrangement with Kris and Noelle?” Toriel asked, grinning at the statement.
Or apparently Toriel could be chill as fuck about it.
Susie sighed. “Yeah.”
“Well good for you,” Toriel said, sounding completely genuine. “Though does that suggest that maybe we should conclude our affairs before they get anymore intimate?”
“No, no, no, there’s nothing that would make us need to stop doing this,” Susie quickly answered, looking down at her empty glass. “Me and Noelle are a thing but I’m not doing anything with Kris, at the moment. I uh… I would really like to continue doing stuff with you though.” She looked up and offered a smile. “If that’s okay with you of course.”
Toriel smirked. “Of course, dear.” She then turned to face her and leaned back against the counter, resting her rump upon the edge of it. There was a strangely predatory glimmer lingering within her eye. “Do you have any other requests that you’d like me to fulfill?”
She then slowly dragged her tongue along her lower lip, winking at Susie as she did so. The gesture had an immediate effect, making Susie’s complexion grow even brighter as it stunned her into an even deeper muted silence.
“F-fuck,” Susie whispered.
She didn’t know what she could possibly say as her mind was merely drawing a blank. It was like she was stuck on a loading screen, constantly churning away.
Say something dumbass.
Susie stirred from her stupor and got up from the table, resting her rump upon the edge of it. She knew that this was the money shot, doing a fine job of accenting her lower half and the sizeable appendage that lingered within the crotch of her pants.
And just as she predicted, Toriel's gaze soon drifted downwards, settling upon her lower half.
“Fuck…” Toriel whispered.
Okay that did the old confidence a little good.
Susie nodded towards her. “How about losing the top?”
Now it was Toriel’s turn to be shocked into a stupor, looking so wonderfully stunned. For a moment, she didn’t move. It took her a couple more to comply as she slowly reached up and clutched at the top button on her blouse. It seemed that there was a little lingering apprehension as she didn’t deal with this button right away.
This moment of awkwardly second guessing oneself really began to settle into place with Susie also starting to grow a little unsure. Had she overstepped? Was this a bad idea? Of course, this was a bad idea, she used to be your freaking…
“I can see what Noelle likes about this,” Toriel finally said, snorting with such amusement. “It’s a little exhilarating if I’m going to be completely honest.”
And with that, she popped open the top button on her blouse. Then she quickly followed it up with the second and third, swiftly making her way through each of the buttons with such methodical precision. Soon, this piece of attire hung open and she simply shrugged it off, letting it fall to the floor in a heap.
Susie enjoyed what she saw, she enjoyed it immensely. Toriel’s body was gorgeous and full, chubby and round in all of the right places. Her breasts were heavy and Susie couldn’t help but stare, feeling her jaw slacken.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
Toriel chuckled and pressed her arms together, using them to frame her tits and further expose them. She playfully stuck out her tongue, looking so oddly bashful before letting her expression fall to a somewhat nervous smile.
“So, this is really happening, huh?” Susie asked.
Toriel nodded. “I suppose it is.”
“Should we…” Susie turned her attention towards the living room. “Should we possibly… maybe… take this somewhere a little more comfortable?”
“Of course, dear, lead the way,” Toriel replied, nodding towards her.
Susie pushed away from the table, suddenly being very aware of the cock that was crammed inside of her pants. It made her shuffle awkwardly towards the living room as she settled down upon the couch. She then watched as Toriel came over as well, settling into a spot right next to her.
She was close, closer than Susie had ever been to her. Yet, there was still some distance, a whiff of lingering awkwardness that couldn’t help but make itself known. It reminded Susie a lot of how she’d been when she’d first hooked up with Noelle.
That slight wrongness, the little hint of remaining taboo, the ever-present coolness of constantly second guessing herself just waiting to happen.
“So, uh…” Toriel blushed and looked away. “That’s a very nice cock that you have.”
Okay, that was one hell of an icebreaker.
Susie snorted. “Thanks, uh… HRT has really helped moderate it.”
“Moderate it!” Toriel exclaimed, scoffing into the back of her hand. “What was it like before?”
Susie chuckled nervously and scratched at the slight fuzz on her chin. “Um… more… like way more than this.”
“Then I am thankful that I met you when you were such a lovely girl,” Toriel teased. “I doubt I could’ve handled you before then.”
She cautiously reached out and placed a hand against the crotch of Susie’s pants, carefully stroking at the mass that lingered underneath. There was an apprehension that lingered behind her actions, a cautious care that seemed to permeate throughout them.
Though it still felt good, making Susie’s cheeks warm.
“What should we do tonight?” she asked.
Toriel drew in a breath. “Now isn’t that the million-dollar question.” She worked her jaw and pondered it for a moment. “Did you have any ideas?”
Honestly, Susie didn’t. Toriel just had a unique way of completely turning her mind into a void where there was nothing but a horny energy that just bristled away and looked for an opportunity to come flooding forth and spill out across her body.
“Well, it’s been a while since I uh…” Susie snorted and looked off to the side. “Made out with someone who wasn’t Noelle.”
Toriel smirked. “Well then, maybe we should address that.”
The two of them lingered in that awkward precipice, unsure of who should act first. Was it the duty of the older woman to lead or the responsibility of the woman who had attempted to act bold and in control in the first place?
It turned out that they both started to move at the same time, coming together somewhere in the middle. Toriel threw her arms around Susie and pulled her in close as their lips soon came together. Their bodies crashed into each other, two powerful frames shuddering against one another.
Susie made a surprised little noise but also squeezed Toriel in return, holding onto her tight. She parted her lips and pushed her tongue forwards, interlacing it with Toriel’s own and tangoing somewhere in that no man’s land that was between their mouths. It was insane to think that this was actually happening, that they were actually kissing. This felt like something that shouldn’t be real. Yet, here they were, smooching with such intimacy.
Toriel made this strange bleating sound that Susie soon realized was a moan. It emboldened her, getting her to act and press forwards, pushing Toriel down and holding herself above her. That moan was so intoxicating, addictive in its quality. She would do so much to hear more of them, craving the sound like water in the desert.
Susie drew away from Toriel’s lips and instead pressed her maw against the side of her neck. She suckled quite roughly, snarling as she even dug her teeth in just a little.
“Fuck!” Toriel gasped.
That curse word felt so taboo, in its own right, so foreign, like it didn’t belong in a mouth as sacred as Toriel’s. Though Susie still savoured it as she moved onto her next target, placing an equally firm kiss upon Toriel’s shoulder blade. It was such a shame that her fur was so shaggy as there would be no hope of that mark lingering and being pronounced when the others arrived.
Susie’s hand came up and slipped underneath Toriel's bra, cupping her bare breast and giving it a not-so-gentle squeeze. She loved the sensation of such plush tissue indenting under her fingers. It felt so nice within the palm of her hand.
Toriel was not idle however as she brought up a leg and rested it between Susie’s thighs. She was so careful as she began to grind her knee into Susie’s crotch, ensuring that her anatomy was also stimulated through this encounter.
“I want you,” Susie growled.
Toriel moaned and nodded, seemingly at a loss for words.
Susie eased back just a little, looking down at her and taking in the view. She looked so beautiful sprawled out upon the couch and Susie could feel more blood flooding towards her lower half. A thin smile soon formed upon her lips, so hungry in its quality.
All it took were a few kisses and she could already feel the strength of her character return to her.
“Lift up your skirt,” Susie ordered, her voice husky and lustful while delivering her command.
Toriel blinked as her mind began to clear. Though she didn’t deny the request as she reached for the hem of her skirt and lifted it up, exposing her plush thighs and her adorable polka dotted panties. The fabric of which was already utterly soaked, drenched in a solid layer of arousal.
“Angel,” Susie whispered.
Toriel looked off to the side, biting her lip. “I may have found your displays a little arousing.”
“A little!” Susie blurted before covering her face with a hand. “Uh… I mean… um… hell yeah.”
“May I see your… equipment?” Toriel asked.
Susie nodded and drew back, pulling off of Toriel and sitting upon the edge of the couch. She reached down and fiddled with her pants, loosening the belt and tossing it aside. Her cheeks warmed as she started to shimmy out of her jeans, drawing them lower and lower and pulling them away from her crotch.
Underneath was a pair of grey boxers that were absolutely drenched in pre, just saturated in the stuff. There was also a very pronounced bulge underneath that was just struggling for freedom. She decided that it deserved such a thing as she pulled them down as well and fully exposed herself, causing her erection to come bursting forth and stand proudly in the air.
“Holy Angel,” Toriel whispered, quickly doing a quick triangle over her chest. “I…”
There was a noise at the door as someone started to unlock it.
Toriel stiffened.
Susie stiffened.
The door then opened and a familiar goat monster walked in with a human and reindeer in tow.
“Hey mom look at who I managed to get home early,” Asriel beamed before stopping dead in his tracks.
Noelle and Kris both froze, being just as petrified as Asriel.
Toriel and Susie were like deer in the headlights, just staring mutely at the trio before them.
“Uh…” Susie started, working her jaw. “This um… this isn’t what it looks like?”
No one said anything, not even a word.
Then Asriel bleated in raw terror and immediately passed out, falling backwards into Kris’ awaiting arms.
“Susie,” Kris whispered, their voice so hollow and eyes positively brimming with betrayal. “Did you just fuck my mom?”
