“So, when did you learn how to cook?” Dess teased. “Because I don’t remember you being very interested in it when we were kids.”
She poked at a piece of fried tofu, spearing it along with a carrot and some rice. All of it was brimming with the most savoury vegetarian gravy that she’d ever had. Like clearly Asriel had used those curry bricks but this was better than mere curry bricks, way better, like curry bricks given to the common folk by the Angel itself.
Asriel hummed, pondering this for a second. “Deffo picked it up when I moved away from home. I was getting so tired of dorm food and got mom to send me a couple of her easier recipes to try out. Then we moved in together and well…” He nodded towards her and smirked. “You never learned how to cook. So, I thought I better get good at it.”
“I cook!” Dess gasped, holding a hand to her chest.
She watched as Asriel popped a piece of fried chicken into his mouth, chewing on it. Though with his mouth full, he had to rely on simply rolling his eyes to show her how much he believed that specific white lie.
Dess grinned at him as she took a sip of wine, swirling the last little mouthful that lingered close to the bottom. She noticed that they were currently well into their second bottle and she could definitely feel it as her head swam and cheeks felt so wonderfully flushed.
Asriel finally swallowed, washing down his mouthful with some wine as well.
“You don’t cook, you heat frozen meals in an oven,” Asriel chided.
“And what does an oven do again?” Dess asked, batting her lashes and leaning forwards. “Because I think at around three-hundred or four-hundred degrees it actually does something aside from just ‘heating up’ your food.” She hummed and shook her head, motioning towards him with her fork. “No, no, it couldn’t possibly cook things or else you’d have to concede that I can cook.”
Asriel snorted. “Brat.”
“But, for real, thank you very much for making dinner, babe. It’s been really nice,” Dess said, smiling at him. “Never had a katsu before.”
“Katsu is something I’ve always wanted to try, and holy shit, I wasn’t ready for this chicken cutlet to turn out so well,” Asriel replied, practically brimming with pride.
“Curse me for being an herbivore,” Dess teased, forking one of her bite-sized tofu katsu instead. “At least the tofu tastes freaking awesome.”
She started to chew on it, smirking at her boyfriend as she did so. There was that wonderful effect that alcohol had which made him that much cuter to look at while also making her… well… that much hornier to be with him. A part of her wanted to see if she could wile him into the bedroom, right his second. Though she showed remarkable restraint.
Asriel sipped his wine. “And thanks for getting the wine, babe. It was a very nice gift and tastes amazing with this food.”
“And the flowers!” Dess added, wagging a finger at him. “Don’t forget about the flowers.”
“The flowers were also really nice,” Asriel replied as he offered such a contented little smile. “Honestly, I’m more surprised that you didn’t just offer me your hole like you usually do for every major holiday.”
“Hey, hey, hey…” Dess tried to look offended but her composure suddenly cracked as she snorted into the back of her hand. “You… I… Listen!”
“I’m listening,” Asriel said, grinning at her. “You seem a little inebriated, December. Maybe it’s time to cut back on the wine a little.”
“I’ve only had three glasses!” Dess chided. “It’s not my fault that cypro is a little bitch.”
Asriel chuckled, his voice gaining just a hint of predatory glee, kind of like a wolf who knew that it had just caught its prey. “Hey, little doe…” He licked his lips, showing off his teeth. All of them were such wonderfully sharp canines. “Are you drunk?”
Dess whined and buried her face into one of her hands. She hated the phrase ‘little doe’, despising how it got such a rise out of her when it came from someone like Asriel. She absolutely detested how her mind thought of herself as prey and him like a hunter, stalking her in…
Oh! Hello, erection!
It was there for a moment though gone just as quickly, a fleeting reminder of just how horny she was.
“Dork,” Dess grumbled though she knew that the exasperated quality of her voice didn’t help in the slightest. “I… LOOK!”
“Still looking,” Asriel replied.
Dess drew in a breath. “I thought I would change things up and try being a romantic bitch for once. And no offense, but it scored me some pretty killer tofu katsu. So clearly, it’s working.”
“Well, the flowers and wine were both really romantic,” Asriel replied, nodding along. “And I’m sure the chocolate will be a very nice dessert.”
“It better, I got you the good shit from like a proper chocolate guy,” Dess said, motioning with her fork. “Like this is the guy who usually does all of my edibles. Do you remember that salted caramel dark chocolate with the shrooms in it.”
Asriel cocked a brow.
“Look, I promise, it’s just regular chocolate but I’m just saying that the guy knows his stuff,” Dess added. “It’s impossible to mask the flavour of shrooms and this dude somehow managed to pull it off and you really need to respect that.”
Asriel shrugged. “The guy does know his stuff but I better not trip balls after eating it, December.”
“Why are you using my full name?” Dess whined.
“Because I love seeing you blush,” Azzy teased, grinning at her. “Also, I smell blood in the water and I love an opportunity to remind the prey of its place.”
Dess sighed. “I’m going to bite you.”
Azzy simply shrugged and swirled his glass of wine before finishing off the last little mouthful that still lingered behind. He then grinned at her as he delicately put the glass down.
“And thank you for the graphic novel,” Dess said, picking up her own glass. “It was a very nice gift.”
“Hey, you were talking about that series for weeks, so I thought you’d appreciate it,” Asriel replied.
Dess nodded and finished the rest of her wine with an especially delicate sip. Though it was hard to focus on anything as she felt so flushed and turned on. All she could think about was being such nice little prey who… er… uh…
She thought about being an absolute chad top who was going to rail this stupid little goat boy’s pussy!
Yeah, totally! That was totally what she was thinking about!
She huffed and Asriel perked up.
Why the fuck did wine turn him into a top while it turned her into a massive bottom. She knew that she should’ve suggested that they do weed tonight. That always made him the bottom bitch in this dynamic.
“Something the matter, December?” Asriel teased, trying to look innocent. Though the edge of such fiery glee smouldered within his eyes. “You seem a little…” He grinned. “Flustered.”
Dess paused for a moment and thought about her next move wisely. With such grace, she plucked the napkin out of her lap and dropped it upon the table. She then sprung to her feet, planting both hands in front of her as she glared at her boyfriend.
“You, me, bedroom, now!” she growled.
Asriel smirked. “I thought you’d never ask.”
He placed his own napkin down and got up as well, taking a step towards their bedroom. Though Dess was already one step ahead of him, heading there as well. They came together just outside the door with Dess putting her body between Asriel and the bed, turning to face him with a coy little smoulder lingering upon her lips.
Asriel grinned and embraced her with one hand, using the other to reach under her ass. He lifted her up so that they were about the same height. It was honestly impressive to see him handle her as if she weighed nothing at all. 
He then dipped forwards, kissing her. The gesture was so tender, a brush across the lips. Though within seconds it turned into something far more feral as he dragged his tongue across her bottom lip. A gesture which got Dess to open her mouth and for both of their tongues to come forth and dance somewhere in the middle, tangoing with one another.
They stayed still for only a moment before Asriel took a couple steps forward, drawing them both towards the bed. He then drew away from the kiss and nipped at her instead.
“Hey,” Asriel whispered.
Dess giggled. “H-hey.”
She was now airborne as Asriel tossed her towards the bed.  All she could do was giggle with such glee as she landed amongst the sheets, getting tangled up within them.
Asriel was upon her in moments, crawling over top of her. He seemed so cocky and in control, leering down at her. A part of her wanted to teach him a lesson but another, far larger, part of her psyche wanted him to teach her a lesson of his own.
Still, Dess dipped forwards and latched her lips against his neck, suckling quite firmly. The action made Azzy yelp, shivering as she left one of her many marks behind. Not that anyone could see them through his shaggy fur but she would know that it was there. Plus, so would he, a little reminder that she wasn’t as docile as he currently assumed.
As she drew back, Asriel decided to return the favour in an overwhelming fashion. He dug his teeth into her neck, just firmly enough that Dess could feel them push in without breaking skin. Then he suckled so roughly, and for so long, surely leaving all sorts of wonderful little bruises lingering behind. It was like her little mark amplified by an unheard-of degree. 
She couldn’t help but moan so loudly as it was left behind, her breath hitching and quivering so wonderfully. 
Instinctively her hips pushed forwards, grinding against his body. She was so desperate for him, so desperate to be used.
“Don’t play stupid games, little doe,” Asriel teased, whispering right into her ear. His breath was so hot as it curled against her lobe. “We both know who’s in charge tonight.”
“Fuck,” Dess whispered.
“Take off your pants,” Asriel ordered.
Dess whined but obeyed, reaching down and fiddling with the belt that held up her jeans. Her actions were clumsy but she eventually managed to get them undone and down around her knees, exposing her panties and the cute little bulge that lingered within them.
Only…
Dess paled as she realized that the little bulge was… not hard.
Where had… why… ERECTION!?
Her shock must have been apparent as Asriel cocked a brow and looked her in the eye.
“Everything okay, babe?” he asked.
Dess shuddered. “Uh…” She giggled nervously, failing to look him in the eye. “I…”
Asriel drew back, rolling to the side and taking up position beside her. There was a certain concern that just brimmed within his eyes. Though as he then glanced at her panties, he could only purse his lips together.
“Ah,” he whispered, nodding to himself. “I see.”
“I…” Dess tried. “I don’t know what’s up with it.”
“Nearly a full bottle of wine and several years of HRT,” Asriel responded, humming to himself. “Never ran into this before.”
Dess groaned and closed her eyes. “This is so fucking embarrassing.”
She reached down and yanked her panties out of the way, quickly wrapping her hand around her atrophied shaft. Though not even a few strokes seemed to get any life out of it.
“You’re right, I should’ve just offered you my hole,” Dess grumbled. “Wine is a curse and a terrible substance and I am never drinking liquor again. My life is utterly ruined and you’re going to hate me forever and…”
Asriel snorted and shook his head. “Dess… please calm down.”
He stood back up and started to undress, quickly unbuttoning his shirt and casting it aside. He looked so hot with his powerful chest, the lingering vestiges of scars being present underneath each of his pecks. His tummy was also so soft and cute, very good real estate to kiss and leave raspberries behind.
Then he did away with his pants, revealing his boxers which had a pronounced wet spot upon the very front of them. He yanked these off, showing off his glistening lower lips.
Now devoid of any clothing, he settled upon the bed, reaching towards Dess’ crotch. He batted aside her hand before replacing it with his own. His smile was so warm as he slowly began to stroke her cock, moving his paw back and forth in such tender little motions.
Only…
Dess’ dick remained soft.
“Fuck,” she groaned, clapping a hand over her burning face and growling with such aggravation. “I can’t believe I got fucking whiskey dick.”
“It happens! It’s okay,” Asriel stated.
“I ruined Valentine’s Day,” Dess derided, instantly falling right back into that pit of utter despair.
Asriel rolled his eyes and flopped down next to her. “You didn’t ruin Valentine’s Day, babe. Come on… you’re disasterizing.”
“I’m old and weathered and used up,” Dess chided, holding a hand to her chest. “An ancient croon who can’t even get it up when my boyfriend decides to be a Dom for once.”
“For once?” Asriel asked, cocking a brow. 
Angel, he sounded indignant.
“For once,” Dess repeated though her composure promptly cracked as she started to snicker. “This really sucks.”
“It happens,” Asriel said, resting a hand upon her hip.
“You should just put me out of my misery,” Dess whined, turning towards him.
Asriel leaned over and gave her a little kiss upon the very top of her head. He drew in a breath as he did so, bringing in the rich scent of the flowery body products that she’d seen fit to apply that day. All the while, he tenderly rubbed at her coat, delivering a couple more tender kisses to the top of her head just for good measure.
“You done?” he asked.
Dess sighed. “I’m sorry.”
“Babe, the night is still young,” Asriel offered, continuing to so tenderly stroke her. “You didn’t ruin anything.”
“I ruined everything,” Dess whined.
Though even she didn’t believe such things at this point, resigning herself to not blaming her pesky anatomy for blue balling her at such a vital moment. Sure, it was her body but clearly it was involved in the highest form of treason imaginable.
“How about this?” Asriel asked, peppering little kisses from her head and across her cheek before moving down along her neck. “How about we watch some stupid anime for a couple hours, sober up a little, and then you can take one of those magic blue pills that you’re usually too proud to use?”
Dess nodded and sighed. “That could work.”
“And then I’ll make you cum so hard that you’ll call me Daddy,” Asriel added, nipping at her hide. “Does that sound agreeable?”
“V-very,” Dess replied.
Asriel nodded. “Now lose the shirt and come cuddle with me.”
Dess nodded and sat up, quickly unbuttoning her flannel. There wasn’t anything underneath as she revealed her perky little tits with barbells driven through each of her nipples.
Asriel laid upon his back and reached for the remote, leaving his other arm free for Dess. It was an offer which she gladly took, laying down beside him and cuddling up against his powerful frame.
He went over to one of their illegal anime services and cycled through the catalogue. Though as he did so, he reached over with his free hand and used a single bulky finger to toy with her nipple, playing with the barbell.
“Boop,” he teased.
Dess snorted. “Dork.”
“Dweeb,” Asriel shot back. “What anime do you want to watch?”
“How about Bobo’s Wacky Voyage?” Dess asked. “Part six just dropped.”
Asriel shrugged. “Works for me.” He turned on the show though developed a bit of a wolfish grin. “By the way, since I’m the Dom tonight, we’re watching it subbed instead of dubbed.”
Dess groaned. “Fuck off.”
“I’m sorry babe you’ll thank me later when you’re more cultured,” Asriel teased.
“I’m so biting your clit later tonight,” Dess grumbled. “You absolute fucking weeb trash.”
“I can promise you…” Asriel began, offering a toothy smile and ensuring that Dess could see all of the very sharp and pointy teeth that lingered inside of his mouth. “If you tried something like that, December, I guarantee that I could bite back way harder than you.” He scoffed. “Silly prey animal, getting stupid idea like that.”
Dess drew in a breath, feeling her cheeks warm. “Looking forward to it.”
“Freak,” Asriel teased.
Dess snorted. “And you still love me regardless.”
“You’re very easy to love,” Asriel said, stroking her shoulder. “There isn’t a freak I would rather be with.”
“Love you, babe,” Dess whispered, scoffing.
Asriel nodded. “I love you too.”
There was pause, a second’s tick, a chance for Dess to absorb that affection.
Then she grinned. “If I eat you out, will you switch it to dubbed for me?”
Asriel rolled his eyes and pressed a button on the remote, switching the voice actors to their superior English counterparts.
“I expect two orgasms minimum,” he grumbled, flashing a pair of fingers. “Ni!”
