Chapter One: Breeding (Noelle/Susie)
Kinks: Breeding
Susie let out a thin moan as she felt Noelle’s hands trace along her sides. Her girlfriend’s touch was delicate as she moved oh so carefully along her skin. Noelle was purposeful in her motions, moving across all of the sensitive little places, heading down towards her hips and making sure there was a moan drawn forth with every inch traversed.
“How are you feeling?” Noelle asked, offering a thin smile.
Susie snorted. “Pent up.”
“I can tell,” Noelle replied, stopping as her hands reached Susie’s hips. She gripped into them, drawing forth another subtle gasp from Susie. “I can smell how wet you are, you know? I got to say, babe, you’re pretty freaking needy right now.”
“S-shut up,” Susie grumbled.
“Nuh uh,” Noelle replied, shaking her head and allowing her smile to grow. “I want you to know just how desperate you are.”
She drew Susie back towards the edge of the bed at the same time that she pressed her own hips forwards. The bulge in the crotch of her tight panties pressed against the wet spot that was growing upon the bottom of Susie’s, giving her ample opportunity to feel the full size of her girth. It was enough to usher forth another note of utter desperation.
Noelle was sizeable, far larger than you’d expect from a doe of her stature. She wasn’t packing like a horse but she was far closer than anyone would possibly assume. 
And she showed off just how sizeable she was as she drew down the waistline of her panties and allowed her full length to come springing forth, pushing proudly into the air. It hung heavy with a bead of something pearly white glistening from the tip. This also wasn’t a doe who had been slowed by HRT in the slightest.
“F-fuck,” Susie whispered, looking back at it.
Noelle grinned and grabbed Susie’s panties, peeling them away and exposing her glistening pussy. She made a show of licking her lips, as if she were the predator in this relationship, while also aligning the tip with them. She prodded at Susie’s folds, teasing but not pushing inside quite yet.
She was drawing out the moment, making Susie groan in frustration. That cock deserved to be in her, that cock deserved to be sating her needs.
“Seems like you want something,” Noelle said, a dangerous edge entering her voice.
Susie flushed. “M-maybe.”
“Well how about using your words and asking for it? Then maybe I’ll give it to you” Noelle teased that danger growing even more, pushing into the realm of sounding wolfish.
Susie whined. “That’s unfair.”
“Awww, you don’t like it when the tables are turned?” Noelle asked before drawing her hand back and roughly slapping Susie’s rump. “Well too bad because I have something that you want.”
Susie huffed. “Can you please…” She felt her cheeks burn. “Can you please fuck me, babe?”
Noelle let out an amused little note and gripped Susie’s hips even tighter, pushing forwards and parting her folds with the pointed tip of her erection. “Gladly.”
She pushed into her nice and slow, pressing in to about the medial point on her shaft before drawing back and pumping forwards again. Her rhythm was slow but steady, advancing one haphazard thrust at a time. The sound of sex was so wet and heavy upon the air.
The sensation was enough to renew Susie’s moans, feeling a warmth flood out of her pussy and into her core. She gripped the sheets of their bed tightly and blushed even brighter, knowing that her pleasured notes were steady, her euphoria written plain as day with every little sound torn free by her girlfriend.
Noelle grunted with every thrust, letting out her own cute little moans as she soon hammered away without restraint, plapping away over and over again.
“You know…” Noelle began, bottoming out into her forcefully and giving herself a moment’s rest. Her chest rose and fell with laboured breaths as she took the chance to recover.
Susie groaned. “I… I know?”
“I saw you didn’t take your pill today,” Noelle teased.
Susie’s eyes widened. “Oh shit…”
“And I think now would be an excellent opportunity to put one of my fawns into you,” Noelle teased, drawing back and forcefully pumping forwards exactly once. She clapped her hips against her girlfriend’s backside with enough force that there was a crude thwack. “How does that sound, babe?”
Susie’s eyes widened. “K-kind of hot?”
Noelle snorted and gripped Susie even harder, now hammering away at her hole with little reservation. Again and again she pumped away, the sounds of sex growing increasingly crude and wet.
“Then I guess I have no choice but to knock you up,” Noelle said.
Susie could feel the pressure in her own core intensify, becoming a full blown inferno soon enough.
Then it struck as their hips came together one final time and Noelle shot her load deep into Susie, mingling her seed together with her slick arousal. The moment was hot and passionate, a fire which burned bright and quick before leaving two monsters panting for breath and drenched in sweat.
“Holy shit,” Susie whispered.
Noelle grinned. “Was that hot?”
Susie buried her face into the sheets and nodded. “Very.”
[hr]
Chapter Two: Ralsei
Kinks: Masturbation, Musk
Ralsei didn’t think of himself as a pervert but it would seem that the mounting evidence was conspiring against him.
He looked down at the pair of panties in his hand, seeing the way that Susie’s sweat still clung to them. They’d been the pair she’d been wearing while exercising and were totally drenched in a solid layer of her…
His cheeks warmed as he brought the damp fabric to his nose and drew in a nice deep breath, shivering as her musk filled it, dominating his world. It was a potent scent, earthy, salty… all of the things that a pervert would enjoy.
N-not that Ralsei was a pervert mind you! He was just someone experiencing a little weakness at the moment.
He looked towards the laundry room door and ensured that it was locked. Thankfully, it was.
So, he drew the panties to his nose again and took in another deep breath of Susie’s post-workout sweat, another rich breath of the musk of a monster that he might’ve harboured some less than platonic feelings for.
“F-fuck,” Ralsei whispered.
He thought of Susie pressing his nose into the crotch of her pants after a workout. The idea of being forced against her bulge was enough to make his own erection stir. Not that he had nearly as much as Susie but it was enough to foster a small tent in his boxers.
Instinctively, Ralsei reached into them and cradled his adorable little shaft, stroking it carefully. Yet, the merest touch was enough to elicit a little moan from the back of his throat. A moan which intensified ten-fold as he drew back his foreskin and massaged the sensitive head that lingered underneath.
All the while, he held the panties against his nose, breathing in Susie’s scent. His brain visualized her doing all sorts of unkind things to him. He thought of her fucking his ass, of her using his mouth like a cheap toy, about her choking him, about her pissing on…
A moan bubbled forth and he could feel warm pre against his fingers, working it into his shaft. His hand instinctively moved faster and faster, clumsily groping at his own pride.
“Susie,” Ralsei moaned, shivering and pretending his hand was her own.
Ralsei wasn’t a pervert but here he was jerking off to all of the things that a perverted would’ve jerked off to. And just like a pervert, he could feel that he was bringing himself towards the edge. Each stroke, every purposeful motion of his fingertips, all of it was feeding into a fire kindling away in his belly.
His mind continued to play through every dirty fantasy, thinking of collars, toys, cages, and being put in his place. As a Darkener he was destined to serve and he’d do anything for Susie, serve her every desire, be a vessel for all of her pent-up emotions.
A shiver coursed through his body as he tumbled over the edge, crying out as his cock twitched one last time. He shot his load right into his boxers, pumping a couple of ropes into them for good measure. As his bliss subsided, he could feel a sticky sheen connect his head and the silky fabric. It felt nice.
He breathed in Susie’s scent one last time before tossing her panties aside. It took a moment but soon the hormones faded from Ralsei’s mind, leaving him to appreciate the mess that he’d just left behind.
“Fuck,” Ralsei grumbled. “I think I might be a pervert.”
[hr]
Chapter Three: Chastity (Kris/Noelle)
Kinks: Chastity, BDSM
“You know, it’s kind of important for a Dom to instill discipline on their submissive,” Kris said, flashing a sinful little smile up at her. “Especially when she’s been misbehaving.”
Noelle shivered. “This just feels cruel!”
She looked down and saw the stainless steel cage that now constrained her erection. It was currently at half mast, struggling against the tight confines that it had no hope of breaking free from.
“Oh calm down, it's only for a week, little doe. I’m sure you’ll be fine getting locked up for a week,” Kris murmured, leaning forwards and kissing the far too little cage. Their lashes fluttered as their tongue stuck through the grooves and licked at Noelle’s cock. “I promise, it’ll be over before you even know it.”
Their warm breath brushed against Noelle’s anatomy as they worked, causing her to shiver and let out a cooing note of distress. Their tongue certainly didn’t help in the slightest, making Noelle’s anatomy stir and stiffen just a little more. Which in turn caused her poor cock to strain against the inflexible material.
A note of discomfort escaped her lips and she balled her hands into fists. She huffed and glared at Kris who merely smiled up at her with the devil themself in their eyes. They were an utter bastard right now and knew it, reveling in the fact.
“Just a week,” Noelle whispered, trying her best to nod resolutely. Though she knew how daunting a week could be.
“Just a week,” Kris agreed, cupping Noelle balls and massaging them. “And I promise that I’ll only torment you every single day of it.” They chuckled. “Think of it as me reinforcing the lesson that I’m trying to teach you.”
Noelle growled. “And what lesson would that be?”
“That when I ask you to give me head, it’s your duty as a good submissive to give me head,” Kris dictated, narrowing their gaze at her. “Am I understood?”
Noelle drew in a breath and thought about refuting but she knew that she was in the wrong this time around. She was well aware that she’d failed her duties as Kris’ submissive and this was the punishment that bad little does garnered when that happened. Still, it didn’t mean that she had to like it, not in the slightest.
Kris thankfully drew away from their mischievous little game and got to their feet. They smirked as they showed off a little key which they then affixed to Noelle’s collar. It was a nice reminder about what was in store for her.
“Now onto the second part of your punishment,” they dictated, hooking a finger through the metal ring on their collar. They tugged upon it and led her towards their bedroom.
Noelle followed after them, feeling a little heat enter her cheeks as she dutifully fell into step behind them. There was something about their tone that Noelle recognized. This was them getting ready to give her the carrot that came with their stick. And she generally liked their carrots very much.
“And what would the second part of my punishment be?” she asked, trying to keep the excitement out of her voice but failing horribly.
Kris hummed. “I don’t know, how evil do you want me to be, little doe?”
“H-how evil can you be?” Noelle replied, biting her lip.
Kris snorted and there was a glint of red in their eyes. “Now that’s a dumb question…” they tapped a finger against their chin, obviously pondering it. “We’ll start with thirty lashes, then have you deepthroat me, and after that we’ll start training your little hole to take some of our larger toys. How does that sound?”
Noelle shivered. “Y-yes, my Knight.”
Though she promptly winced as her poor little cock struggled against its coop. It would seem that she’d gotten a little too excited and forgotten her limitations.
A fact which Kris seemed to pick up on as they snorted at her, flashing another devilish smile. 
This was going to be a very long week.
[hr]
Chapter Four: Dess Holiday & Public Nudity (Dess/Asriel/Catty/Bratty)
Kinks: Public Nudity
Dess laid back upon the towel, loving the feeling of the sun beaming down upon her naked fur. It was warm and rejuvenating, perfect for burning away all of the worries that came from a long week of working her summer job.
“I still can’t believe there’s a place like this near Hometown,” Asriel said.
Dess cracked open an eye and looked at him, offering a playful little smile. “A nude beach?”
Asriel nodded.
“Does seem a little out of place in a town as stuffy as ours,” Dess agreed, stretching her arms above her head. “But I’m not going to complain.”
She smirked as she caught Asriel’s gaze catching upon her naked chest. Even though they were dating, living together, and fucking on the regular, she still managed to catch him looking at her like that. It felt nice, knowing that she was wanted just as badly as their first time together.
It was also only fair that Asriel got to gawk because Dess’ gaze also caught upon something of his, seeing a soft pink appendage nestled between his legs. A part of her had some less than innocent thoughts about it though she mostly just liked getting to be naked and not make a big deal out of it.
Her attention went over to her backpack as she drew out a pack of cigarettes from one of the pouches. Only, as she flipped it open, there were a couple custom-rolled and rather large smokes in there that contained something other than tobacco. She placed one of these between her lips and lit the tip, drawing in a nice deep drag into her lungs.
She then passed it along to Asriel, who helped himself to a smaller puff before placing the smoldering joint into a plastic cup that was apparently now their ashtray.
“Hey!” a voice called.
Dess saw that Asriel’s cheeks warmed a little but he waved to the new voice regardless. And as Dess looked over, she saw a familiar feline and alligator monsters approaching. Both of them were dressed in bikini bottoms and t-shirts. Though she doubted that any of that clothing would last very long.
“Hey girls!” Dess greeted, nodding towards them.
“Hey Dess,” Bratty called while Catty simply waved at her instead. Though their attention soon snapped to Asriel as the two of them shared a knowing look. “Hey Azzy!”
They both practically purred his name with pure sinfulness dripping from their voices.
Dess would’ve once felt jealous at something like that. Though she knew that she had this boy and it would take more than a little skin for her to lose him to any of the other monsters in town.
The two new monsters soon shed their attire, pulling off their clothes quickly and tossing them onto the sand. They then laid out towels and settled down upon them as well. 
Catty had a more full-bodied figure compared to Dess while Bratty was lean and limber. Though both of them were absolutely gorgeous in their own unique way.
“No trouble finding this place?” Dess asked.
Bratty shook her head. “Went here a couple weeks ago.”
She reached into her backpack and grabbed a bottle of wine, cracking it open. Then she started to fill four plastic cups that Catty had placed upon the sand.
“So how long are you two in town for?” Catty asked.
Dess shrugged. “Until the end of the summer at least?”
Bratty looked at Dess' chest and lifted a brow. “Did you really get nipple piercings while you were away at university?”
“Yep,” Dess said, grinning at her.
“Did they hurt?” Catty asked.
Dess nodded. “Like an absolute son of a bitch.”
“She screamed bloody murder,” Asriel added, shaking his head as he lifted his left hand. “I thought she was going to crush every bone in my hand when she was squeezing it.”
Dess stuck her tongue out at him.
“I’ve always wanted a pair,” Bratty said, cupping one of her own tits and giving it a shake. She then looked at Asriel and winked at him. “Do you think they’d look good on me, Azzy?”
Asriel let out a note of nervous laughter. “I don’t know, probably!”
“Awww is Asriel too nervous to look at my tits!” Bratty jeered.
Dess snickered as she saw her boyfriend’s cheeks warm even more.
Catty stuck out her tongue at him, batting her lashes. “Hey Azzy, which of us has better boobs?”
Asriel shook his head. “You two are evil.”
“By the way,” Bratty then said, saving Asriel from any further comments by looking at Dess. “You two should totally come out on a double date with us!”
Dess hummed. “That could be fun.”
“And then maybe we could have a foursome afterwards?” Catty offered. She tried her best to seem innocent but it was an impossible task.
Asriel visibly tensed, going bright red.
Dess could only grin at the offer. “Sounds like a lot of fun actually.”
[hr]
Chapter Five: Gloryhole (Kris/?)
Kinks: Oral, Gloryhole
There was something about public sex that just hit different. Kris didn’t know exactly what it was but they had a few theories.
Maybe it was the fear of getting caught that made it all the more exciting. The constant wondering if and when you’d be found out and how the person who found you would react.
Maybe it was the sinfulness of doing something that deep down you knew you probably shouldn’t. After all, things were always more fun when there was a penalty involved.
Or maybe it was some deep primal desire to return to the method of lovemaking that humans and monsters used to employ before there was the comfort of bedrooms and privacy. Some sort of caveman instinct that was so pure on an instinctual level.
Not that a rundown truckstop washroom was exactly returning to that primal heritage. Still, being under the bad lighting, kneeling on grimy tiles, and trying to ignore the less than ideal toilet that lingered next to them left a certain excited nucleus festering away inside of Kris.
Right before their face was a hole cut into the side of the stall, just the perfect size to stick a sizeable monster’s erection through.
Kris licked their lips in anticipation, waiting patiently for it to be filled.
Their ears perked up as they heard the door to the washroom open and hooves clicking against the tile. A moment later, the neighbouring stall opened. Kris looked away, not wanting to spoil the surprise.
They heard jeans unzip and suddenly there was something hot lingering right next to their face.
Only then did they allow themself to look over, seeing a familiar reindeer erection presented to them. The shaft was sizeable, more than enough for a human like Kris. 
It had taken a bit of convincing to get Noelle to agree to the idea but a few sinful whispers into her ear had warmed the little doe up to the idea rather quickly.
Kris stayed silent and took in a nice deep whiff of the erection, tenting their brow at the scent of sweat upon it. Their little doe smelled a little different than usual, a little muskier, though that was probably just the car ride here giving them an extra layer of grime.
So, Kris took the shaft between their lips and began to bob along it. The taste was also a little off though still familiar enough, enticing them onwards. They bobbed along in curt little motions, gliding back and forth across the erection presented to them.
Their tongue rolled around it in hurried circles and they felt their own lower lips starting to get wet as the reality of the situation dawned upon them. The fear and pleasure mixed into such a pleasant cocktail that meddled with their brain.
Instinctively, they slipped a hand under the hem of their skirt and started to rub at their folds, toying with them. The pleasure they felt was growing and they projected it onto the erection in front of them as they bobbed quicker and quicker, moving their tongue around it faster and faster.
Soon, they had lost themself utterly to the sin of the moment, feeling Noelle’s pre glistening upon their tongue. It tasted a bit more full-bodied than usual, making Kris pause. Though they only rested for a moment, not wanting to succumb to their paranoia when the two of them were obviously so close to their respective climaxes.
A few more bobs, a few more rolls of their tongue. That’s all it took before the cock in their mouth twitched and a stream of spunk came rupturing forth, directly into their throat. It was a potent treat, much more than Kris had anticipated. 
Their poor little doe must’ve really been pent-up from all of the teasing…
Though as the stream of cum weakened, it was suddenly paired with an unfamiliar and masucline growl.
Kris’ eyes widened.
“Thanks for setting this up, Asgore,” Rudy grumbled, sounding a little dopey from his post-orgasmic high. “Honestly, I needed something like this.” He sighed in relief. “Angel, I’ve never felt you go to town on me like that before.”
Kris drew back swiftly, coughing as they did so. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
“Kris?” Rudy asked before sucking in a panicked breath. “Oh fuck!”
Suddenly, the bathroom door opened once again and a heavier presence made itself known.
“Sorry I’m late,” Asgore grumbled. “I ran into your daughter outside and had a nice little chat with her. Apparently she’s waiting for Kris to get here so they can go on a camping trip together.” He chuckled. “Hopefully, she believes my excuse about going to Homecity for some flowers.”
[hr]
Chapter Six: Shibari & Susie (Susie/Kris/Noelle)
Kinks: Shibari
Susie had never really thought of herself as beautiful before. Sure, both Kris and Noelle said she was attractive but it was hard to believe them when she looked at herself in the mirror. All she could see were lumps and fat and imperfections upon her scales which made her question her partners’ collective sanity.
No, beauty and Susie were polar opposites, a reality that she did her best to accept. Though this didn’t really seem to please her partners, who did their best to disprove reality whenever they could.
That’s what made the current session all the more intimidating.
There was a mirror in front of her though thankfully it was covered. At least for now. Still, even with the blanket over it, she knew that glass and metal would soon return her reflection and remind her of all the things she hated about herself.
She tried her best to trust Kris. They were her partner and they were trying their best to help her.
“Not too tight?” Kris asked.
Susie shook her head, shivering as she felt their hands glide across her sides. They had just finished with another knot of soft cotton rope, binding Susie in a unique manner.
Shibari…
Shibari is what they had called it.
She had to admit that it did feel nice, the crisscross of rope being tight but not uncomfortable with its intensity, supporting and squeezing places she hadn’t imagined would’ve felt nice being supported and squeezed in the first place. The pattern of pinks and blues traced so elegantly across her flesh, ensuring that its design completely covered her.
And she was helpless to stop it as Kris had already bound her hands tightly behind her back.
Well not totally helpless. She still had her safeword, the last bastion between herself and the mirror if it proved too much for her to bear.
Noelle sat in the corner, playing with herself as she watched with such dedicated interest as Kris did their work. Her expression was hard to read but she seemed extremely content, letting out thin moans whenever a fresh rope was added.
“I’m nearly done,” Kris whispered.
Susie nodded. “Might as well get it over with.”
“Scared that it won’t look good?” Kris asked, an edge entering their voice.
It was hard to tell what that edge was: worry, fear, sadness? 
Regardless of what the emotion it was, it was still an edge.
Susie sighed. “Just never really liked looking at myself in the mirror.”
Kris nodded silently and finished with the last of the knots, binding her with yet another length of rope that was neither tight nor loose, just perfect in its application, like a hug. At the very least, Kris was a good guide in this fruitless experiment.
And with that they drew away and made their way over to the mirror. With care, they rested a hand upon the blanket covering it.
“Three,” they counted down.
Susie braced herself.
“Two.”
She let out a breath.
“One!”
And the blanket was drawn away.
Susie felt a lump form in her throat as she saw her reflection. This was not the lizard that she was used to seeing. Sure, this lizard had all of the same features as herself but the rope made them suddenly look good. The lumps, the fat, the blemishes, all were made pretty by the liberal application of rope that now hugged her body.
Her heart skipped a beat and her eyes watered a little as she shuffled in her seat.
“Fuck,” Susie whispered.
Noelle grinned, nice and wide. “You look beautiful, babe!”
“Y-yeah…” Susie swallowed hard. “Yeah, I do.”
[hr]
Chapter Seven: Berdly
Kinks: Crossdressing (for now :)), Cosplay
Berdly beamed as he placed his hands triumphant on his hips. “Dearest Noelle, I have bought us a couple of sexy costumes to enhance our sexual experience this evening.”
Noelle perked up from her book and lifted a brow. “I’m listening.”
“Now I know that your taste in anime isn’t nearly as developed as mine but I am hoping that you could indulge in some of my more obscure interests,” Berdly said.
He went over to the bedroom closet and reached into it, pulling out two transparent plastic bags with costumes inside. 
One of the costumes was a pretty standard sexy schoolgirl uniform. It looked like something that a dozen different female characters would wear with an incredibly short skirt, an especially revealing blouse, and a very tight overall design that promised to hug every single curve upon the wearer’s body.
The other was a trench coat that looked like it belonged to some sort of witch hunting character with all sorts of Angelic symbolism present upon it. It was the kind of thing that the cool male protagonist would wear with two mighty pistols to blow away his demonic opponents.
“Do I want to know which anime this is from?” Noelle asked.
“A paranormal high school harem romance that involves a teacher who hunts warlocks and the schoolgirl who is apprenticing under him,” Berdly stated, holding a hand to his chest. “A schoolgirl who just happens to harbour some pretty romantic feelings for him which are of course shared.”
Noelle cocked a brow. “And how large is the age difference between them?”
“Noelle, the concept of romance and age of consent are vastly different in Monster Japan,” Berdly started, holding a finger in the air. “In fact, it’s quite…”
Noelle shot him a look. “I think we should stop talking about this right now.”
Berdly paused and gave it a moment’s thought before nodding exactly once. He then put his finger down. “I agree.”
Noelle hummed and got to her feet, looking at the two costumes that there were to choose from. She pondered her selection for only a second before reaching out and attempting to grab the schoolgirl one.
“Well I suppose cosplaying could be cute,” she said, smirking. “I’m guessing that you want me to be the sexy schoolgirl?”
“Actually…” Berdly drew the schoolgirl uniform back at the last second and offered Noelle the cool looking trench coat. “I was wondering if I could possibly bother you to play the role of the witch hunting teacher instead?”
Noelle blinked and looked a little confused. Though realization soon dawned on her as she smirked at him. “Do you want to be the schoolgirl, Berdly?”
“I mean I don’t want this to be weird or anything but…” Berdly pursed his beak and sighed. “But I think I’d like to play the schoolgirl tonight if that’s okay.”
Noelle’s answer came in the form of her snatching the cool looking trench coat right out of Berdly’s hands.
“Then you can play the schoolgirl,” she said. 
She was about to head towards their bedroom though paused, glancing over her shoulder at him.
“Quick question,” she said.
Berdly nodded. “Need to know some details about the character?”
“No, no, I was just wondering if you’d be interested in cooking some eggs in the morning.” Noelle offered with a sly little smile. “I have a couple that really need cracking.”
Berdly blinked. “What?”
“Nothing, nothing,” Noelle said, shaking her head. “Anyways, let’s get to fucking a schoolgirl and roleplaying one hell of a problematic age gap!”
[hr]
Chapter Eight: Sex Toys & Toriel (Toriel/Noelle)
Kinks: Sex Toys, Age Difference, Mommy Domme
Toriel’s hand traced along Noelle’s side, touching down upon her coat and casually stroking it. Her body was so soft and comforting, omnipresent due to her size. It was the kind of body that Noelle couldn’t help but feel safe against when wrapped up within her companion’s strong embrace.
It was still a little strange being naked with the woman who had once taught her kindergarten. Though with every passing night spent together the oddity of the situation was growing less and less pronounced.
They’d been doing this for what?
Five… six months at this point?
“How has college been treating you, dear?” Toriel asked.
Noelle shivered as she felt Toriel’s fingers brush against her erection. Her large fuzzy digits wrapped so carefully around her shaft and gave it a little stroke. She could also feel Toriel’s own pride stir at the sensation.
Noelle cooed softly. “Been doing really well, M-mommy, acing all my classes and managing to balance work and friends and stuff.”
“I’m happy to hear it,” Toriel whispered into her ear, planting an affectionate little kiss upon her cheek. “Though it’s a shame that you are forced to work to make it through your studies.”
“Between rent and bills and food…” Noelle began.
Though she was cut off as Toriel placed her lips so tenderly against the side of her neck and suckled upon the soft coat that lingered there. The action was enough to draw forth a shuddering gasp from between Noelle’s lips, utterly and completely interrupting her train of thought. 
Noelle could practically feel the wolfish smile that came from her companion though she knew it was well deserved.
“My apologies,” Toriel teased. “I got a little carried away there.”
Her hand moved away from Noelle’s erection as she instead reached out and grabbed a magic wand that sat nearby. Though this one was not meant for channeling mana and was instead equipped with a rubber tip that would vibrate at just the right frequency.
“It’s okay,” Noelle whispered. “I’ve been… really worked up lately.”
“Have you been edging every day for the last week?” Toriel asked.
Noelle nodded. “Just like you asked.”
“Good girl… I am so happy to have such an attentive daughter,” Toriel said, drawing the wand over. “And I suppose that means that you are entitled to your reward, little one. Just like I promised.”
She flicked on the wand to its second setting, a nice pitch that was stimulating enough without pressing into the unpleasant realm of overstimulation. The second that it touched down, Noelle’s mind went into a frenzy and a desperate moan escaped her lips.
Toriel seemed pleased, wrapping one strong arm around her midsection while the other delicately drew the wand back and forth along her shaft. Though she ensured that it spent amply time against her leaking head, drawing forth the most excitable of moans from Noelle.
“I admit that I’ve missed your company greatly, my child,” Toriel said.
Noelle nodded quickly. “I’ve missed you too, Mommy.”
“A shame that Homecity and Hometown are as distant as they are,” Toriel grumbled, shaking her head. “Though I suppose that just means that seeing you is extra special.”
Noelle nodded quickly.
She could feel herself getting so close to the edge, the wand being more than effective at meddling with a piece of anatomy that had gone more than a week without relief. Her mind was alight and there was a fire kindling within her belly, rapidly approaching an untenable pressure.
“I’m so close,” Noelle whined.
Toriel nodded. “And who do you have to thank for that?”
“Y-you,” Noelle moaned. “You, Mommy. Thank you for letting me cum.”
It seemed that Toriel was pleased with this admission as she kept the wand firmly in place, planting tender kisses against Noelle’s neck as she continued to draw her oh so quickly towards the edge.
Soon, Noelle showed her thanks as she bucked her hips forcefully forwards, unleashing a single rope of nearly clear spunk. Her admiration for Toriel arched through the air before landing pitifully upon her own thigh, making it glisten.
“Very good,” Toriel whispered. “I’m so proud of you, dear.”
Noelle panted for breath and closed her eyes. “T-thank you.”
[hr]
Chapter Nine: Chara
Kinks: Breathplay, Bondage
Chara didn’t even know this monster’s name, they had never really thought to ask for it. This monster was simply a means to an end, a quick night of stress relief before they both moved on in the morning and returned to their happy little lives.
Did this monster have any idea what they had gotten into when they had decided to hook up with Chara?
Probably, Chara had been very careful when making their Fetlife, ensuring that all of their peculiar little fetishes were neatly labeled so there wouldn’t be any wasted encounters. No, if this little jackalope decided to hook up with Chara they had hopefully done so with all the knowledge that they could possibly need going into it.
Still, the fear in the monster's eyes said that maybe they weren’t totally aware of what they’d signed up for. The look they were giving them was delicious and wide-eyed, like fine wine or a nice cigarette after some especially fruitful sex. Something that Chara would be sure to enjoy once their time together had reached its end.
“Awww is the little jackalope scared?” Chara teased in a singsong voice.
The jackalope nodded, quivering in the chair they had been bound to. It was sturdy and anchored to the floor by a series of bolts that drove deep into the concrete. This wasn’t a piece of furniture that would be removed without some very specialized tools or especially destructive activities. 
The rope that bound them was also tight and especially coarse, rubbing into their coat and skin with every little movement. It wouldn’t allow for an easy or painless escape unless Chara wanted it.
“And does the little jackalope want me to stop?” Chara then asked, flashing an evil little smile.
Part of them wanted this jackalope to shake their head but was strangely sad when they instead simply nodded. In fact, the monster even offered a sly little smile amongst the very real fear that was plastered upon their face. They tried to say something but their voice was lost to the thick gag crammed between their lips. 
Wish you’d said no, little monster.
Chara instantly felt guilt at that specific thought as it sliced into their conscience like a hot knife going through butter. Except far more painfully and riddled with so many negative emotions and questions about who they were.
They weren’t a bad person, they just… harboured some slightly problematic interests that they were eager to engage in with other people.
Interests that maybe…
Okay maybe they weren’t a good person but they were trying, right?
Chara wanted to huff but managed to shove aside their own turbulent mind. Whatever they were bad or good didn’t matter. They had gotten the jackalope’s consent and that meant that the fun could continue with a clear conscience.
So, they went over to their toy chest and grabbed two items: a simple plastic bag and a bright yellow zip tie. Not really the most conventional of sex toys but if the jackalope wanted to play rough than Chara could be as rough as they liked.
“How do you feel about breathplay, toy?” Chara asked.
The jackalope perked up, practically beaming at it. This only fed into Chara’s sadistic little smile which curled at the edges.
They came over and pulled the plastic bag over the jackalope’s head without delaying, making sure to be extra careful around those pesky little antlers.
“Do you remember your safeword?” Chara asked.
The jackalope nodded and Chara took that as their chance to pull the zip tie around the base of the bag, cinching it shut. The plastic bit into the monster’s neck and brought the bag along with it, ensuring that not even a wisp of fresh air would slip through the perfect seal left behind.
Chara then drew away and licked their lips, feeling their sadistic urges start to grow anew.
They revelled in the way the smooth plastic started to flex, sucking in and then expanding outwards with every little breath that the monster took. It was delicious to watch the slight worry that started to enter their eyes, the edge of a fearful panic.
Chara did nothing but watch them, feeling a heat start to creep throughout their body as they did so.
The pleasure of the activity became more and more pronounced, growing with every additional second of euphoric breathlessness that this monster endured. They didn’t know what it was about their pesky little brain but something just felt right when they got to see a monster suffer at their own hands.
The jackalope started to panic and squirm, puffing more and more frantically. It was obvious that the air was growing woefully stale inside of their little prison. 
Seconds continued to tick along, pushing into the realm of more than a minute. At which point the monster flashed their safeword, two fingers spread in a ‘V’.
A part of Chara wanted to ignore them and see how much farther they could go. They had never seen a monster pass out before and the idea intrigued them,
Another part of them desired to be evil and greedy. After all, why should their brother be the only child who got everything that he wanted? No, it was Chara’s turn to get what they deserved.
But…
But that wasn’t who Chara really was. They weren’t beholden to every little intrusive thought that entered their brain.
They tore open the bag and the jackalope gasped desperately for breath, rasping around the gag crammed in their mouth. They looked up at Chara with a thankfulness, their enjoyment painted as clear as day. 
In the end, Chara was trying to be better than the circumstances of their birth.
They weren’t evil… no matter what everyone else said.
[hr]
Chapter Ten: Queen (Queen/Swatch)
Kinks: Nothing really, big cocks (maybe?!)
“Swatch, darling, dearest, gigabyte of my life” Queen called, “I was wondering if I could bother you for a teeny tiny little favour.”
Swatch looked up from his business ledgers and cocked a brow. “What do you need, Your Majesty?”
“I was wondering if you could, you know…” Queen bent forward and pressed her arms together, puffing out her external databases to make them look extra big and pillowy. “I was wondering if you’d be willing to help me create some new files.”
Swatch blinked.
“You know…” Queen motioned with her hand and bashfully looked off to the side before snapping her attention back to him, smoldering with the fire of a hundred overclocked GPUs. “I was wondering if you’d be willing to help me fill my caches with some fresh junk mail.”
“Are you asking me if I want to fuck you?” Swatch asked.
“LMAO!” Queen drew back and cackled, holding a hand to her not so modest chest. “Well when you put it like that…” She pursed her lips together and nodded exactly once. “I suppose that’s exactly what I’m asking for.”
Swatch’s cheeks warmed a little and a small smile soon coloured his lips. His only response was to simply shrug. “I mean, I suppose that could be a lot of fun. When and…”
“Right here, right now!” Queen beamed, snapping her fingers and causing the store’s open sign to suddenly flicker out. “I am a very busy monarchy with a very busy schedule, you must understand.”
Swatch lifted a brow. “Uh huh.”
“Anyways…” Queen clapped her hands together and tried to look even more prim and proper than usual. Though it was extremely obvious where her gaze settled, revealing that she had one objective in mind. And that one objective was to insert a certain USB stick (Swatch’s massive data-cock) into her USB port (fat robo-pussy). “Chop chop manservant, my RAM isn’t going to utilize itself.”
Swatch smirked and drew away from his ledger, closing it and making his way out from behind the shop’s counter. He was a truly impressive figure, managing to have a foot on the already tall monarch while also being built like a walking tank. He was the best kind of program, the really sturdy ones who had the body and directive necessary to give it to Queen just the way she liked it.
Queen knew that she was gawking at a spot below his cyber waist and couldn’t really bring herself to stop. Nor did it seem like Swatch minded in the slightest as he placed his hands upon his hips, winking at her.
Thankfully, Swatch seemed to be an upstanding gentleman who didn’t wish to tease her as he reached down and made a show of unbuckling his belt. He pulled it off slowly, snapping it through each rung on his pants, quite loudly, making Queen’s anticipation grow with every passing moment. Once finished, he placed it down upon a nearby counter. 
He then lifted a hand and snapped his own fingers, ensuring that his gaze was quite mischievous as he looked at Queen.
The sound was enough to make Queen stiffen and the way he looked at her made her cheeks warm.
“What are you getting at, manservant?” Queen asked.
Swatch smirked. “My drives aren’t going to stimulate themselves, Your Majesty.”
The title felt coy, more like him teasing her than something meant for her pride. And the sudden cockiness had a way with Queen. She couldn’t help but obey when faced with such a rebellious spirit, falling to her knees before him, feeling her complexion warm to a never before felt intensity.
Did she really need fresh coolant paste already?
“This is most unbecoming,” Queen grumbled.
Though she didn’t stop as she fiddled with his pants, pulling them down without complaint. As his boxers slipped below his crotch, a mighty appendage sprung forth and hung heavy in the air before her face. The sheer size of it was nearly enough to make Queen go cross eyed.
“Oh System32, this is big,” she whispered.
Swatch chuckled. “Weren’t expecting this?”
“I was expecting something more along the lines of a sizeable SSD while this is more like a… uh…” She measured it using her forearm. “Big…” She let out a nervous giggle. “Really freaking big…”
The two of them stood at an impasse for a moment, staring at one another. Though before Queen could speak, she found a commanding hand upon the back of her head as Swatch pulled her forwards.
