Chapter Eleven: Worship (Dess/Asriel)
Kinks: Femdom, Body Worship
Dess Holiday was the most beautiful girl in the world.
Asriel knew this and had known it for his entire adult life. He knew he was the luckiest guy in the world to end up with a girl like this. 
Her coat was soft, her complexion warm, her smile enough to brighten even the most trying and difficult of days.
But Dess’ beauty took on a whole new radiance from his current position; kneeling upon the floor with a collar of faux leather wrapped around his throat.
Everything about her looked even more beautiful in the nude now that none of that pesky clothing or fears of indecency got between him and her. This was beauty like the kind seen in romantic period paintings, a beauty worthy of devotion and dedication.
Dess offered him a warm smile as she drummed her fingers against his leash, ensuring that he felt her holding it. She wanted him to know that he was owned and it worked as he was only too eager to obey.
“Worship me,” she whispered, looking down at him. “Worship your Goddess.”
And Asriel did just that, leaning forwards and grabbing one of her hooves. He carefully cradled it before kissing part way up her calf, heading towards her knee, and then beyond as he planted his lips against her toned and muscular thigh.
“I worship your legs, they are the best legs in the entire world,” Asriel said, his declaration like a prayer to the Angel. “They’re shapely and strong. Honestly, they’re one of my favourite things about your body.”
Dess grinned. “Good start.”
Asriel moved upwards and kissed her soft belly. “I worship your stomach…” And then another kiss pressed against her torso before he cupped one of her breasts. He gave it a gentle squeeze and toyed with her nipple just a little, teasing the metallic stud that had been driven through it. “And I also worship your chest and breasts. Just like everything else about you, they are radiant and stunning, just absolutely breathtaking.”
He finished his point by kissing her nipple, taking it between his lips and giving it a little suckle.
Dess’ cheeks warmed a little and she looked off to the side. She tried to seem tough but Asriel could see her thin smile, proud and boastful, filled with a tender affection that no faux toughness could ever hope to mask.
“Acceptable praise,” Dess murmured, sighing with relieved pleasure.
Asriel snorted and rose a little higher still, getting to his feet. He reached out and cupped her face, stroking it with his thumb.
“And I adore your face, My Goddess, your smile is brighter than the summer sun, your eyes are as blue as a beautiful sea, your piercings are each a wonderful accessory upon an already perfect face,” Asriel said. It’s the face of the woman I love and it’s the first thing I want to see when waking up.”
Dess’ cheeks were utterly enflamed now and she couldn’t help but let out a giggling snort.
“You’re such a dork,” she whispered.
“My Goddess should know that she has someone who worships her,” Asriel murmured, bowing his head slightly. “It’s only proper.”
He reached out and placed his hand overtop of her own, causing two simple metal rings to come together.
“It’s why I’ve given myself to you,” Asriel whispered.
Dess smirked. “It feels nice to be worshiped. Though…” She bit her lip and looked downwards, between her legs. “I think you forgot to worship something, babe.”
Asriel smirked and followed her gaze before settling back down upon his knees. He placed one hand upon each of her thighs before carefully parting them.
“Didn’t forget,” he said, leaning forwards. “I’m just saving the best part for last.”
And with that, he dove in and worshiped her completely.
[hr]
Chapter Twelve: Waxplay & Asriel (Dess/Asriel)
Kinks: Waxplay
“You know…” Asriel sighed.
“I know?” Dess teased.
She watched as her boyfriend flopped upon the sofa. He let out a growl of frustration and clapped a hand firmly against his forehead. His frustration would’ve been concerning if it were not for the giant splotches of blue and pink wax that coated much of his upper body, making his misery slightly amusing to watch.
“Waxplay seemed really fucking hot before we started doing it!” Asriel interjected, flicking his wrist at her.
Dess nodded. “And I’d say that it was also pretty hot during it, babe.” She glanced between his legs at his softened pink pride which was still slick with their combined fluids. “Like… I don’t mean to point out the obvious but you shot some serious ropes into me today.”
“I mean it was pretty hot,” Asriel grumbled. “I just…”
He gripped at a piece of pink wax near his nipple and started to tug at it, hissing as his fur attempted to come along with it. It took a bit of effort and a lot of pained cussing but eventually he managed to tear away a solid patch of it… along with quite a few follicles of his thick white hide.
“Admittedly…” Dess pursed her lips together and held a single finger in the air. “Admittedly that might’ve been a slight oversight on my behalf. Though in my defense, I’ve had those exact same candles used on me before and it was fine.”
Asriel rolled his eyes. “Your coat is also a lot shorter than mine.”
“Look I’m sure there has to be some way to get all of that out of your fur as painlessly as possible,” Dess said.
She came over and sat down upon the edge of the couch, placing a hand upon his belly and tracing her fingers across the smooth wax. Though up close it was even more obvious how fucked Asriel was in this situation. The wax and fur had fused into some sort of solid blob that was all sorts of fucked up. It also looked utterly impossible to separate.
“I’m all ears,” Asriel grumbled.
Dess nodded and thought about it for a moment, cycling though all the options she had. Only… the option list was short and none of it was particularly painless.
Still, she tried her best to look reassuring. “I mean, is there any chance you'll suddenly develop a pain kink?”
Asriel glared at her.
“Please?” Dess tried.
Asriel’s gaze narrowed. “If you’re not careful, maybe I’ll see if you’ve developed a pain kink instead.”
“Jokes on you.” Dess flashed a cocksure smile. “I already get super turned on by spanking so you’d only be enabling me.”
Asriel snorted and closed his eyes, rubbing the bridge of his nose between a forefinger and thumb.
“I’m so fucked,” Asriel groaned.
“Just a little fucked!” Dess tried though she noticed his brow tent at her attempt to reassure him. So, she let out a thin chuckle instead. “I don’t know what to tell you, big guy. How do you usually get sticky sauce out of your coat if you ever spill on yourself?”
“Extremely slowly and extremely painfully,” Asriel grumbled.
Dess batted her lashes at him. “Would it make you feel better if I gave you a blowjob afterwards?”
“That…” Asriel hummed and then shrugged. “That would certainly make things more bearable.”
“Well, let’s start yanking out some fur and then I’ll throat you so hard that you forget how much it hurts,” Dess declared.
Asriel sighed. “I’m so making you pay for this.”
Dess smirked and leaned over him, offering a sadistic little smile “I’m looking forward to it.”
Then, without warning, she abruptly yanked a strip of wax off of his chest, taking more than a little hide with her.
Asriel yelped, his hips jerking upwards and eyes going wide. “You fucking bitch!”
“Come on babe, you’re just dirty talking me now,” Dess teased. “I promise this will be over before you even know it.”
[hr]
Chapter Thirteen: Aftercare (Kris/Asriel)
Kinks: Aftercare, Incest
Asriel shuffled in bed, clinging to his companion tightly and holding them close against his body. They were warm and soft, comforting to hold to and just brimming with a warmth that he couldn’t go without. Their skin was so soft and their hair smelled faintly of apple-scented shampoo. Even though it was the same one he used, it just seemed to smell so much better on them than himself.
It was just a shame that no one else in town could know about this, not another soul would really understand what this was like. This was forbidden love by the very definition of the word.
Fuck, if anyone else in town caught wind of this then most of them would probably disown him on the spot for being tempted by something like this. He could hear the faint phantom whispers now, lingering behind his back.
It was nearly enough to overwhelm him.
“Hey Azzy,” Kris purred. “Did you have fun?’
And then Kris was there, bringing him right back to reality. He appreciated it…
Asriel smiled and brushed his lips against their neck, leaving a tender little kiss upon a recent love bite he’d left behind. “Tons.”
But in the end, it didn’t matter what those people thought. Because if they planned to take this from him then they could go fuck themselves in far more creative ways than he could’ve ever hoped to fuck Kris.
“You fucking went to town on me tonight, huh?” Kris teased, shuffling slightly in Asriel’s embrace. “Even brought out the bondage and everything.”
Asriel had and could feel it in the fatigue that seemed so omnipresent inside of his body. His core ached from the strain of denying himself, his legs were left weak from when he’d actually nutted, and his arms were sore from holding up his and Kris’ combined weight as he’d fucked his sibling roughly into the wall.
Still, the afterglow of sex was something special, just a blissful moment to recover before they moved on with their lives. And it made all of those little aches and pains an afterthought, barely worth thinking about.
Kris smirked and soon Asriel felt a familiar human rump pressed firmly against his crotch as his younger sibling wiggled their hips back and forth. They ground themself so willingly against his now softened pride.
Even if sex had taken its toll, it was hard not to respond to something like that. He could feel himself harden a little and this only seemed to make Kris’ smile grow, taking on that mischievous quality that he was so used to seeing.
“Want to go for another round?” Kris asked.
Asriel smirked. “Maybe in a little bit, Kris.” He leaned in and planted a kiss upon another of the love bite he’d left behind, this time on Kris’ shoulder. “I need a little more time to enjoy this before I can even think about ruining you again.”
“Oh that was ruining me?” Kris teased, batting their lashes at him. “I didn’t notice.”
“Brat,” Asriel grumbled.
“Only because I know it gets under your skin, big bro,” Kris said as they stuck out their tongue at him.
Their hand soon rested on top of Asriel’s as they guided his fuzzy paw between their legs. The slickness of their combined orgasm was still noticeable, a sticky sheen that covered their tender lower lips and drenched their inner thighs.
Asriel smirked and casually started to stroke them, pleased to hear a not so faint moan from their sibling.
“Surprised you have another round left in you,” he added. “I thought after that spanking you’d need at least a week before we went at it again.”
“Humans heal quickly. It’s all of that determination that we got in our blood,” Kris explained.
Asriel snorted. “Is that so?”
“Totally, we learned all about it in health class,” Kris said, biting their lip as one of Asriel’s fingers slid inside of them. They were barely able to stifle another moan. “F-fuck… plus I also learned that humans need monster dick at least three times a day in order to survive.”
“Did Alphys really teach you that?” Asriel asked, moving away from Kris’ neck and instead taking the chance to nibble on their ear. Though he ensured that he lifted a brow at this fresh information. “Because if that’s the case, then I think I really need to have a word with her about what she’s been teaching you.”
“I just want dick,” Kris whined.
Asriel smirked. “Twenty more minutes of cuddling and then I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”
“Will you choke me?” Kris asked, grinning.
Asriel drew his hand over to Kris’ neck, resting one finger against each of their carotids. Though he didn’t apply any pressure.
Still, it was nice to feel his little sibling suck in a breath at the threat. Their anticipation was just so delicious.
“Whatever you want includes whatever you want,” Asriel whispered into their ear. “But I’m getting my cuddling in whether you like it or not.”
[hr]
Chapter Fourteen: Asgore (Asgore/Alphys)
Kinks: Daddy Dom
“How are you doing, dear?” Asgore asked.
His voice was husky and impaired by the edge of a breathy moan. He moved his hips back and forth at a lethargic pace, being extra careful as he worked himself purposefully into his partner. After all, she was so much smaller than himself and he needed to remind himself to be slow and tender with her.
Alphys’ flushed and buried her face into his fluffy chest. “I… I’m good.”
Asgore drew a hand around her back and held her close against his stomach. He bucked into her again, pressing his impressive length into her soaking wet lips. His tempo was cautious but steady and he could feel the pleasure of climax approaching from some distant realm upon the horizon. Though it was merely a whisper at this point.
He leaned forwards and planted a kiss upon his lover’s forehead, rubbing her shoulder with one of his large thumbs.
It was nice to feel her quiver and shudder, it was utterly divine to hear the moans and gasps that escaped her lips whenever he dared press just a little deeper into her. She was warm and her pussy seemed almost purposefully designed to cradle him so utterly. Her carnal embrace was oh so wonderful to experience.
Alphys’ brow tented in discomfort as Asgore drove himself just a little too deep, advancing just a smidge too fast. It reminded him that while her pussy may have seemed perfect, they were still limited by the realities of their size difference. So, he adjusted and slowed himself, trying to commit his actions to her pleasure.
“You look beautiful, dear,” Asgore moaned, brushing his free hand against her cheek.
Alphys chuckled, her amusement mixed into a moan as she looked up at him. “T-thank you, Daddy.”
Asgore abruptly paused with his thrusting, leaving about half of his erection lingering inside of her. 
The two of them looked at one another and Alphys froze, like a deer in the headlights. She then yelped and covered her face with a hand.
“Oh Angel,” Alphys groaned. “Did I really just say that?”
She shivered and seemed like she was about to draw away and sprint right out of the room. 
Fortunately Asgore was not so ready to let her go, simply holding his hand steady upon her back. He continued to stroke at her scales with his thumb, trying to be comforting during what was obviously a very embarrassing moment for her.
“Maybe we should…” Alphys let out a string of nervous laughter. “Maybe we should put a pin in things and pick it up later, Asgore?”
Asgore looked at her and pursed his lips. “Are you not enjoying yourself, dear?”
“No, no, no…” Alphys shook her head. “It’s not that, it’s just that…” She groaned. “I called you Daddy and that’s…” She peered at him from between two of her fingers. “That’s really fucking embarrassing.” She then whimpered. “And probably problematic.”
Asgore hummed. “Well I must say that I rather enjoyed it, if I’m going to be completely honest.”
Alphys drew in a breath. “Really?”
“Yes, it was actually a little hot, if I’m allowed to make a slight confession,” Asgore said, smiling at her. He used his free hand to gently grasp her wrist and pull it away from her burning complexion, looking her right in the eye. “I mean, if that’s okay for me to say, of course.” He winked at her. “I would hate to be problematic after all.”
He offered a slight smile and was pleased to see that Alphys nodded slowly.
“I just didn’t know if… that’d be weird?” Alphys groaned.
Asgore cupped her chin and used it to tilt her face upwards, taking the moment to look at her beautiful complexion. He then leaned forwards and kissed her. It was a passionate gesture as both of their mouths soon opened and a pair of tongues ventured forth to fill the gap. Though Asgore ensured that he led this little dance.
He took the chance to resume his thrusting into her, enjoying the way her mouth felt as she whimpered and moaned against his penetration. The hand upon her back drifted down as he lightly grasped her tail, using it as leverage to hold her steady.
Though by then the kiss had run its course and the two of them drifted apart with a strand of saliva linking them together.
“Whoa,” Alphys whispered.
Asgore smirked and gently stroked the spot just above Alphys’ tail with his thumb. “Does my wonderful metamor know about your interest in father figures?”
“Asgore!” Alphys whined. “Don’t talk about it like that!” She then sighed. “B-but yes, she does. She actually likes when I call her Daddy too.”
“And she never told me,” Asgore murmured, shaking his head and allowing himself such a mischievous little smolder. “Regardless, would my darling baby girl like to continue riding Daddy’s big fat cock.”
Alphys went beet red but nodded quickly.
[hr]
Chapter Fifteen: Sans
Kinks: None… only memes
Sans snuggled up under an especially thick blanket, placing his slippered feet upon the coffee table in front of him. He ran a hand across the woollen fabric, appreciating the way the flag of black, grey, white, and purple was represented. Though more importantly, he really liked just how warm it was to snuggle under.
He reached for a remote and turned on his TV, switching over to some game show that he liked to have on in the background whenever he was chilling. Then his attention went to a mug of tea as he reached out and grabbed it, drawing it over to his nose and enjoying the scent of a rich chai.
“That’s the real good stuff,” he murmured to himself before taking a nice long sip. The tea tasted perfectly creamy and spicy with just the proper amount of cardamom. “Angel, it’s good to get some alone time.”
He looked at the mug as he placed it aside, smirking at the label of ‘Number One Tumblr Sexyman’ plastered upon it with a golden crown prominently displayed.
Though his calm was suddenly interrupted as his phone buzzed upon a nearby table.
Sans sighed and grabbed it. Though he smiled as he noticed that it was a message from a new contact.
Number Two Tumblr Sexyman: “Hey, do you want to get coffee this weekend?”
Sans hummed, mulling it over for a moment. Reigen did seem like a pretty good guy and probably wouldn’t pressure him into anything he didn’t want. Plus, who could turn down a free cup of coffee?
Sans: “Maybe not this weekend but I would love to get coffee sometime next week if that’s okay?”
Number Two Tumblr Sexyman: “Yeah that’d be totally fine! Does Tuesday work?”
Sans: “Tuesday would be perfect.”
With that, Sans placed his phone aside, took another sip of tea, and continued to see if the assorted monsters on TV would have any luck guessing the correct prices on various products.
[hr]
Chapter Sixteen: Pred/Prey (Noelle/Susie/Kris)
Kinks: Consensual Non-Consent, Pred/Prey
(Please note that while this was intended as CNC this fact is not established in the main body of the work.)
Small hooves crashed through the detritus of the forest floor, crushing discarded leaves and little twigs alike.
All around Noelle was an endless expanse of trees for as far as she could see this late in the night. Their branches bit into her as she whipped past them, pushing her body to its natural limits. Her chest rose and fell swiftly in little bursts of exertion as she puffed desperately for every breath she could.
Her lungs burned along with many of the other muscles in her body. She had no idea where she was going, just that it was important to put one leg in front of the other while she did so.
There was a crunch from behind and she spared a second to look over her shoulder. It was too dark to see anything but she could hear something approaching from outside of her field of view. It was a bulky figure, strong in stature and heavy as it stampeded after her.
And worst of all, it was a noise that was growing louder and louder, getting closer and closer with every passing moment.
Noelle called upon her adrenaline, trying everything she could to keep herself going forward. She nearly tripped over an exposed branch, only managing to catch herself at the very last second, saving her from this impending doom.
“Fuck,” Noelle hissed. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
Her heart wanted to explode but it still beat on, pushing her forwards at a pace that would’ve made her old track and field coach envious if he could witness her now. Yet, even this burst of speed wasn’t enough as a branch snapped from not too far behind.
The beast was growing closer.
Noelle spared another look and saw a pair of yellow eyes bobbing through the night, peering at her with a hungry quality. She couldn’t make out any other features besides those eyes and the large contrails of vapour every time the beast exhaled loudly, huffing viciously in its ceaseless pursuit.
Though it turned out that she really shouldn’t have spared that look as her foot caught something upon the ground.
Noelle screamed as she went flying forwards, carried by her own momentum through the air. Soon gravity had its way with her and sent her hurtling to the ground below, knocking her senses loose and making her vision swim.
She tried to scramble back to her feet, digging her fingers into the dirt. Though before she could even get back to her knees, she felt a heavy presence crash into her from behind. It was like a godly fist, sending her smashing into the ground.
What few thoughts remained inside of her head were knocked asunder and replaced with an instinctual fear that made her cry out with a feral and desperate quality. She attempted to fight back, launching her elbow backwards though the beast caught her arm and firmly pinned it to the ground.
A deep voice growled right next to her ear and Noelle went limp, whimpering and hoping for some sort of mercy.
Thankfully, the beast didn’t bite into her throat and end her right away, merely growling and holding her in place. She looked to her side and saw a powerful purple forearm with a bulging tricep. It held her wrist so firmly, pinning it to the earth.
Noelle couldn’t see her attacker but knew they were far stronger than herself, more than capable of holding her. She even tried to throw her weight upwards and knock this predator away but this only resulted in her hitting what was essentially a brick wall of muscle and fat with her own body. A poor choice that only ended up hurting her instead.
A voice chuckled from the darkness and footsteps approached from up ahead.
Noelle whimpered and focused her attention on the spot in front of her.
Through the darkness approached a figure with burning red eyes. They were human and bore a coy little smile that seemed so sinister in its designs.
“Good job, dog,” they said. “But give her some room to breathe.”
The figure on top of Noelle eased back a little, giving her a little bit of room. 
Noelle took this strange olive branch and wolfed down air. Her eyes were locked upon the human, whimpering as she watched them pull out a knife from within a holster upon their hip.
“Pul-please,” Noelle whispered.
The human chuckled and squatted in front of her. They held the knife out, pointing the tip of it at her face. “Don’t worry, little doe, our fun has only just begun.”
[hr]
Chapter Seventeen: Noelle & Bimbofication (Noelle/Kris)
Kinks: Bimbofication
Noelle had been the smartest girl back in high school and was amongst the smartest of her classmates in university. Normally, this was fine by her. After all, there were benefits to being smart and having a good work ethic.
But sometimes she just didn’t want to be smart. Being smart was oftens full of anxieties and worries which were so ravenous, filling many of her waking hours with unwanted and unnecessary stress. Stress over papers and projects, over commitments and essays. 
It was just… a lot
Sometimes she just wanted to be a dumb little doe. Some days she wished she could take all of those pesky worries, along with all of that intellect, and just stash it away for a few hours so she could cut loose.
And thankfully, Kris had offered to help her find an outlet for such things.
That outlet being the fun and exciting world of casual sex and interesting party drugs.
Sure, at first she had been hesitant, held back by her worries. This was the kind of stuff that sluts did, the kind of fun that bad girls had. You know, the kind of girls that weren’t like her; bad influences through and through. 
But then she dipped her toes into the lifestyle and realized that those thoughts could go fuck themselves. Sometimes it was fun to be dumb, sometimes it was nice to be the bad girl for once.
So, month by month, she allowed Kris to guide her into this new world and delve further into the raw depravity of it. Slowly, the worries of the old Noelle faded and were replaced with something different, something better, something that was fun to lose herself to whenever the stress got too much for her to bear.
And tonight was going to be one of those nights.
Noelle looked at herself in the mirror, still a little surprised by the doe that looked back at her. Sure, it was still herself but it was an alter ego, a role that she played on certain Friday nights after especially long weeks.
Her clothing was skimpy and tight, showing off her natural curves and the nice shape of her body. 
The skirt that she wore went well up her thigh, barely covering the thong that lingered underneath. And as she turned away from the mirror and lifted it, she saw that this thin strand of fabric didn’t even adequately cover the butt plug that filled her rump, feeling so snug and secure inside.
Oh how sinful it felt to wear something like this in public. Even months ago she wouldn’t have even dreamed of it.
Her top was equally immodest, showing off plenty of cleavage. Sure, her breasts weren’t the biggest but she rocked what she had, ensuring that anyone’s gaze would naturally fall to them during a conversation. 
Though both these articles of clothing were accented further by the high heels that she wore, adding another six inches to her already noticeable height. Plus, there was also the presence of the thick pink collar that she wore which read ‘slut’ in sparkling gemstone letters.
Her make-up was also far heavier than she was used to with a slutty amount of eyeshadow and blush. These went so well with the bubblegum pink lipstick that coated her lips.
A part of her marveled at how far Kris had managed to degrade them. Though another part of her wished for more. This was a part of her that thought of silicon implants and lip injections. The kind of dangerous thoughts that had her surviving on a strict diet of cum until she was thinner.
Though such fantasies were currently held at bay by the realities of the life that she unfortunately had to live. You know, the other days of the week where she wasn’t allowed to let loose and get rid of all of those pesky worries that plagued her.
Thankfully, Noelle did have one thing that she found absolutely perfect. That was her hair. It was already bright blonde, like a good little bimbo’s should be, and was currently tied into a pair of pig tails. It felt reductant to have a second set of handlebars when her antlers were right there but Kris did say it added a certain something to her appearance.
And it wasn’t Noelle’s place to disagree with them.
Speaking of Kris, there was soon a knock at the door and Noelle glanced towards it. 
“Come in!” she called
It opened and Kris slipped inside. They were wearing a stylish suit jacket and a pair of equally nice dress pants. Their hair was freshly gelled which made them look even hotter than usual as they flashed such a devilish little smile in her direction.
“Hey, baby girl,” they greeted.
Noelle giggled. “Hey…” She paused, trying to figure out…
“Call me Mommy tonight,” Kris said, winking at her. “Not that you’ll be doing a whole lot of talking with what I’ve got planned.” They drew out their phone and focused it on her before snapping a photo. “I’ve set you up with five friends of mine who are going to absolutely ruin you tonight. How does that sound?”
Noelle shivered with ecstasy, knowing that picture was going to end up on an AD account. 
Though she snapped back to the moment, realizing Kris had asked her something. “S-sounds like a lot of fun, Mommy.”
“And if you’re extra good, I might even let you try out some of my molly,” Kris added. “Make you extra dumb tonight.”
Noelle did like the idea of being extra dumb…
Kris approached and pulled a pink leash out of their pocket, clipping it to the ring on the front of her collar. 
And just like that, her intelligence was locked away in a little box and stashed elsewhere for later. She was prim and proper and ready to be a good little plaything tonight.
And playthings didn’t have a single thing to worry about except having fun!
[hr]
Chapter Eighteen: Lancer (Lancer & Rouxls & Queen)
Kink: The Talk…
Lancer looked between Girl Dad and Lesser Dad, wondering why the two of them seemed so serious all of a sudden. It had just been a normal day in Castle Town with nothing very important having gone on for days now.
He’d just been riding his bike, like he always did, and pulling some of his gnarly pranks on the other citizens. Sure, they could sometimes get a little angry about them but none of them had ever talked to his dads about it before.
Was that what was happening now?
“What’s up?” he asked.
Girl Dad opened her mouth and worked her jaw for a moment before closing it once again. She seemed at a loss for words as she tented her fingers together.
“Me and Lesser Dad have been discussing something and we thought that it was time to give you the Talk,” she said.
So, he wasn’t in trouble?
Lancer blinked. “What kind of talk?”
“Your software is developing quickly, Lancer dearest, and when software develops it can start to foster certain executive functions that might seem scary and strange to its end user.” Girl Dad sighed and rubbed her brow. “System32, how did my parents program me with the knowledge of the zeros and the ones? This directive is so cumbersome to work with.”
Lesser Dad smirked. “Feareth not, Queen, for I am an expert at solving the mental puzzle knowneth as the Birds and Bees.”
Lancer looked between them, having no idea what they could possibly be talking about.
Lesser Dad came over and took a knee in front of him, placing a reassuring hand upon his shoulder. “You see-eth Lancer, wheneth a young boy grows up, he caneth be faced with certain puzzles in his life. Puzzles that can’t be solved using the tools that he had until that point. Hair grow-eth in strange places and you might start to develop weird feelings for girls.”
“Or boys,” Girl Dad interjected, pausing for a moment. “Or any other gender option that falls outside those parameters.”
“Very goodeth point!” Lesser Dad beamed as he wagged a finger at Girl Dad before looking once more to Lancer. “The pointeth being, Lancer, it is completely natural to have these feelings.”
Lancer nodded. “A-alright?”
Girl Dad pursed her lips together, mulling something over. Her eyes did that thing where they became spinning pinwheels as she totally faded from the conversation, frozen. Though she came back soon enough.
“Now it’s important to respect other users when you collaborate on projects with this new software functionality,” Girl Dad said. “If they do not wish to collaborate with you then you must respect their decision no matter what you are feeling.”
“And thou shall never complaineth about blue er…” He looked at Lancer’s complexion and frowned. “Balls…”
Lancer had no idea what blue balls were but they sounded very dangerous. But if they were his responsibility to manage then he would manage it like a hero.
“And for the love of Bill Gates,” Girl Dad said, clapping her hands together. She seemed so gravely serious. “Make sure to check your drives regularly for viruses and ensure that your collaborators do the same. No one ever thinks they’ll get Cyber Syphilis until it’s too late.”
Lancer nodded. “Will do, Girl Dad. Though uh… quick question?”
“Yes, Lancer?” Lesser Dad replied.
“What exactly are you two talking about?” Lancer asked.
Girl Dad and Lesser Dad both looked at each other, each sighing in dismay.
[hr]
Chapter Nineteen: Public Sex (Kris/Susie)
Kinks: Public Sex
Kris stepped onto the train, reaching up and grabbing one of the handrails near the entrance. It was a busy day, standing room only, and they could feel the presence of a couple dozen other monsters and humans nearby.
They saw Susie get on at the next set of doors over. She also grabbed a handrail.
For a second, their eyes met and Susie offered a predatory little smile. She knew exactly the kind of power she held and that smile said everything that Kris needed to know about how eager she was to use it.
The doors closed and the train started to move, jerking forwards before speeding off towards the next station. 
Their little bet had just begun.
Susie said they wouldn’t make it to five stations before they lost. However, they were sure they could make it through the entire trip.
Kris watched as Susie pulled her phone out of her pocket. Her expression was neutral as she looked at the screen. She didn’t betray a single wisp of emotion and just looked like someone who was browsing her phone on her morning commute.
Though her gaze briefly flashed to Kris as she betrayed the smallest of smiles while she pressed her thumb down upon her phone.
Kris tensed as they felt a faint buzzing from the little vibrator embedded into their lower lips. It wasn’t enough to draw forth a moan but it was still noticeable, a little warm up, a chance for Susie to play with her food.
A second after that and the plug in their rump joined in, making them tense and grip the handrail above them even tighter than before.
Kris looked around but was pleased to see that the faint buzzing wasn’t noticeable to anyone else. Their cover was still secure, at least for now.
The train came to a stop at the next station and the doors soon opened. A few people came and went but the doors soon closed and they were off to the next station in under a minute, moving further from downtown and towards the university campus at the end of the system.
Susie smiled at Kris, offering such a devilish little look as she pressed down on her phone again.
Soon, both the vibrators intensified a little more, pressing just that much harder against Kris’ inner walls. It took a lot of effort but they managed to stifle a moan though they knew that they were still blushing. They also knew that their legs were starting to wobble under them, quaking at the knees.
It seemed that Susie sensed their weakness as well as she let out a little chuckle that Kris swore they could hear from across the crowded train car.
The train started to slow again and once more came to a stop at another station, unloading some passengers while taking on far more. Soon the car was even more cramped than before with Kris barely able to see Susie through the crowd.
Though they caught a glimpse of her just in time to see her pushing the button once again.
Now the vibrator in their pussy emboldened to an even harsher intensity, making a shiver crawl up their spine. They tried their best but couldn’t stop themselves from letting out a soft gasp which drew a few unwanted eyes towards them.
Three stations… It took three stations for Susie to win…
Kris looked towards Susie and they could see that she noticed her victory as well. 
Susie bore a knowing little smile, winking at them and holding up her phone. She then stuck out her tongue and pressed on her screen once again. However, instead of turning off the toys, both of the vibrators grew even more potent in their relentless intensity.
Kris’ eyes widened as they realized that Susie wasn’t done playing with them quite yet.
And worst of all… there were still seven more stations to go until they were on campus.
[hr]
Chapter Twenty: Rudy (Rudy/Asgore)
Kinks: Infidelity
“Hey handsome,” Rudy said, placing his hands against the carseat’s headrest and using his body to push Asgore back into his seat. “Glad we finally got a chance to get away from town.”
They were in a large pickup truck, sitting upon a ridge with the little hamlet of Hometown stretched out before them. When he’d been a kid this had been known as ‘Makeout Ridge’ though it seemed that the teens these days didn’t really appreciate tradition.
He looked down at Asgore, pleased to see his adorable lover blush. 
Asgore seemed so unsure as he placed his hands upon Rudy’s sides, cradling his nimble frame. His breathing hitched as Rudy ground his hip back, brushing his tight little ass against Asgore’s erection.
Asgore was a sizeable guy and his anatomy wasn’t any different, being larger than any reasonable monster would ever want to deal with. Though Rudy wasn’t known for being a reasonable monster.
“Do you know how badly I’ve been looking forward to this?” Rudy asked.
Asgore snorted. “Nearly as much as I have?”
“Between the wife getting on my back about being her campaign manager and Noelle starting middle school…” He sighed and shook his head. “It’s been a lot for me to handle.”
Asgore leaned forwards and kissed him on the neck, drawing forth a moan from Rudy. A moan which intensified as Asgore nipped at his flesh with the tip of his fangs. Though he sadly drew back before leaving any marks. 
It was a bit of a bummer that marks were taken off the menu but it was necessary due to...
“Let’s not talk about our wives and kids,” Asgore murmured, sounding a little guilty as he failed to make eye contact.
Rudy nodded. “Sounds good.”
He eased himself down, feeling the tip of Asgore’s pride pressing against his pucker. His rump put up a little bit of resistance but slowly he managed to ease himself down, taking at least the tip.
It was a tight fit but Rudy loved it, slowly working his way up and down, up and down, pressing Asgore’s shaft deeper and deeper into himself. A faint moan escaped his lips and he could feel himself grow just a little harder with every motion.
Asgore decided to help him along, wrapping his fingers around his shaft and stroking it nice and slow.
The two of them looked into one another’s eyes and for a moment Rudy wished that Carol would look at him with even a fraction of the passion that he could feel coming off of Asgore in this moment. Though he shoved such thoughts aside, not wanting to ruin the moment by thinking too hard about something like that.
Rudy reached out and grabbed one of Asgore’s horns, using it to pull him into a kiss. Their lips met and their tongues soon came forth to fill the void, dancing intimately around one another in some frantic tango.
Asgore moaned into his mouth and Rudy took that as his cue to move a little faster still, taking more and more of his partner’s cock.
Suddenly, there was a knock at the window.
Oh shit.
Rudy jerked back and looked to the side, his face going pale.
Outside were two monsters who looked displeased, very displeased, the most displeased that any monsters possibly could.
Outside was Carol and Toriel.
