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  Dedication




This story is dedicated to my wife. You are my best friend, my rock, my partner in crime, my confidante. My life is all the better because of you.

Kieran.













  
  Love Bites


“It’s been forever since we had a date night, and you think that Mercyful Fate is a good place to go?” Morrigan asked her husband, Azrael, with a smile on her face. 
“Hey, I didn’t hear you come up with any ideas,” he replied, laughing. “Besides, having a night at a lover’s lane can be romantic. It’s a nice clear sky, the stars are out, there’s music in the background…”
“The moon is red and huge, it’s Queen’s “Another One Bites the Dust” and there seems to be no one else around here despite it being, and I quote a ‘lover’s lane’,” Morrigan pointed out, making quotation marks in the air.
“See? Perfect date night. We won’t have to worry about teenagers wondering what to do next.”
Morrigan busted out laughing and moved closer to her husband of 15 years. She gazed into his pale, blue eyes, remembering the day she fell in love with him. 

      [image: ]He was nineteen at the time, almost six feet tall with long black hair in a ponytail, dressed in jeans and a tee shirt that displayed Korn’s Follow the Leader album cover by Todd McFarlane and Greg Capullo: a little girl hopscotching on the edge of a cliff. 
Morrigan was eighteen and about five foot five, dressed in tight jeans with a black tank top, and an open-flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows, all of which showed off her Betty Page figure.  She had long, soft, red hair that ran down to her shoulders, styled in such a way that when the wind came, her hair covered the right side of the face. Despite hanging out at the same places, they were unaware of each other until mutual friends at a Slipknot concert introduced them.
They were at the art museum on the day that she realized that she was in love with him, and she could remember everything that happened clearly.
He was walking around, listening to his headphones while looking at the different paintings and busts. Morrigan could tell by his body language which painting or bust he was interested in and which ones he didn’t understand. If there was one he was interested in, he would slightly bend forward to get a better look. If he didn’t understand one, his back straightened, and he would just stand there for a minute or two. She, on the other hand, would just look at the piece in question and have a conversation in her head. 
Azrael was just to the left of her, looking at a painting of a whale. From the surreptitious glances she stole at him, she could just make out that it was a painting of a white whale erupting from the sea like a volcano spewing lava. On one look, he caught her.
Morrigan quickly turned her head back, pretending to make sense of the painting in front of her. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him smile and walk towards her.
Shit, shit, shit!! He’s coming over!! Quick, think of something to say!!
“Hey, Morrigan,” he said with a happy tilt to his voice.
“Hey, Az,” she replied sheepishly. “What’re you doing here?”
“I like art, heard this was in town. Figured I’d check it out. You?”
“Same. What do you think of this one? I have no idea what’s going on.”
Azrael looked at the painting she was referring to. It was a mass of bright colors strewn about with reckless abandon on a thirty-six by forty-eight-inch canvas, as if the artist had just dipped his brush in whatever paint lay about and just flicked his wrist wildly. Next to the painting was the name of the piece, The Most Beautiful Thing I Ever Did See. After a minute, he said “Interesting. I have never seen anything like it, but I can tell the artist really put some thought and emotion into it. You see how this blue line here fades in and out before becoming thick and mixing with the purple swirl over here? That signifies that the artist was hesitant and unsure of something but gained confidence as he went along. And this triangle here? The red one? It symbolizes…”
Morrigan raised her eyebrow. “You have no clue and are just pulling this out of your ass.”
“Exactly. I have no clue.”
They laughed and then he added, “But I know how to make it better. Stand in front of it for a second.”
She brushed a loose strand of hair back into place behind her ear and walked in front of the picture. She placed her hands in her pockets, hooked her thumbs in the front belt loops, lowered her head but looked up at him with her amethyst eyes and a smirk on her face.
He pulled out his phone and snapped a picture. She posed again, widening her stance and crossing her arms against her chest with her fists facing her like an Egyptian mummy. She extended her pinky and pointer fingers while bending the middle, ring and thumb towards her so they were out of view. She extended her mouth as if she were screaming. Another click signaled the capture of the picture, a moment forever frozen in time. 
She posed a few more times, and he caught each one. It was clear to the two of them that they were having fun and enjoyed each other’s company. After Azrael shot the final pose of Morrigan sticking her tongue out in a seductive, teasing way, she walked back to him, and together they looked at the pictures.
“Yeah, much better,” he said to her with a triumphant grin.
“Without a doubt,” she agreed. “These are art. That painting…still not sure what it is. Which one is your favorite?”
He took a minute to think as he scrolled through each picture. As Morrigan looked into his eyes, she could see his brain working as he thought. She also spied the subtle pinch of his mouth as he smiled. The more she looked at him and thought about his thoughts, the more she felt herself getting turned on. Her cheeks flushed with heat, her nipples hardened, and her stomach got that roller coaster feel in it. She moved her hand into his, and a pleasurable shock ran through her. Still looking at the photos, Azrael unconsciously, gently squeezed her hand, throwing her pleasure into overdrive. 
She could feel her passion rising, wanting to come out. She could also feel something straining to come out of him. Something strong. Something primal, animal like. Intrigued, she wanted more.
“This one,” Azrael said, turning the phone around so she could look at it. Instead, she kissed him.
Her body became electrified as she became wetter. It only intensified when he kissed her back just as passionately.

      [image: ]Morrigan mentally laughed at the memory. A naughty smile played across her lips as she whispered into his ear. Like a dog, Azrael’s ears perked up. He turned up the music, blasting Green Day's "American Idiot" through the speakers and made sure the car was in accessory mode before removing his wife’s clothes and slowly kissing and caressing every inch of her body, savoring each touch.
With each touch of Azrael’s lips upon her skin, she felt the small, pleasurable shocks that made her go crazy. He made his way down to her chest, placed his mouth over her left nipple, and gave it a little nip while teasing her right one with his forefinger and thumb of his right hand. Her back arched as she moaned with pleasure, a signal that told him to continue and be rougher. Azrael softly kissed his way down his wife’s belly and back up to her breast. She stroked her nails across his back as he his alternately ran his tongue in slow circles on and then lightly biting each nipple.  With each pass of his tongue, she traced the pattern on his back, alternating between light and hard scratches. They moaned in unison. With his hand, he softly twisted the other nipple, increasing the pressure incrementally.
Morrigan gasped as each touch brought increased pleasure, making her wetter and hotter. She pulled down her Azrael’s jeans, setting free his cock for her to play with. She took turns with one hand stroking it and using her fingers to play with the head while using he and slid her other hand between her legs, playing with her pussy in time with the guitars. The insatiable beast inside her wanted out with each ecstatic touch.
“Babe,” she managed to get out in-between moans and gasps of breath, “You have the handcuffs?”
As Azrael pulled himself away to rummage for the handcuffs, she repositioned herself and moved towards him, taking him in her mouth. With every forwards movement of her head, she ran her tongue up and down his prick and followed up by gently scraping it with her teeth on every backwards one. With her free hand, she gently squeezed, tapped, stretched, and scratched his balls in rhythm to her masturbation. The effect was intense enough for Azrael to pause in his search.
“Babe?” Morrigan said with a full mouth and pleading eyes.
Azrael grabbed the cuffs and cuffed his wife's hands behind her back, then turned her around so her back faced him. Metallica’s “Nothing Else Matters”, the version from S&M, with the San Francisco Symphony, started as Azrael entered his wife from behind. Their bodies moved in rhythm to the song, slowly but with an edge to it. Azrael grabbed Morrigan’s luscious, long red hair and pulled it back as the guitar solo started. As the drums beat harder, Morrigan arched her back; forcing him deeper inside as her screams of ecstasy rang ever higher, reaching a perfect harmony as they blended in with the notes of the guitar as it reached its crescendo. As the solo ended, and the string sections resumed, Morrigan screams gave way to whispered, soft moans.
"For Whom the Bell Tolls” began, and the two lovers switched positions; Morrigan, in her element was on top of Azrael, facing him. She moved like a snake to the rhythmic sections of the drums and bass. She alternately moved up and down and side to side at each thunderous strike of the drum, each time a little harder and quicker than the last. Azrael returned each slither with a thrust of his own, pushing harder as the bass drums pounded. Each time a cymbal struck; she added a quick squeeze of her pelvic muscle. With every bass note, she played with his nipples, and he played with hers; each tug and twist increased their pleasure. That turned her on even more, and caused her body to flush with heat, getting her wetter and tighter with each movement. At the end of the song, they lay against one another, exhausted and pleased. With her head on his chest and a satisfied smile on their faces, they listened to the soothing sounds of Iron Maiden’s “Children of the Damned.”
“Want me to remove the cuffs?” Azrael asked in between breaths.
“Nah, just catching my breath before I gear up for an encore. ‘Sides, you don’t even have the key.”
“How do you know? Maybe I swallowed it so I wouldn’t lose it,” Azrael teased.
“Eww, like that’s attractive.” Morrigan lowered her voice a register, imitating a New York accent, “‘Hey, babe, lemme just make myself puke up the key for the handcuffs and we can continue having sex,’ she said mockingly. “I am not kissing you after you puke.”
“I do not sound like that,” Azrael replied with fake offense.
“Do too. No, babe, leave ‘em on and I’ll just snap out of them later, after I get my strength back.” She paused, looking at him
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