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            SUMMARY:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        There’s no one above a KING...

      

        

      
        And yet, I’m restless.

        I’m an uncontrollable beast that throbs in time with the heartbeat lulling me closer while a sweet, feminine scent overtakes my senses. I’ve never felt this before—a hunger so frenzied that I’m lost to its call. This siren’s song is solely meant for me, and I give in without pause or question.

      

        

      
        Because I know and accept.

      

        

      
        A single drop of blood running through her veins is worth more than every soul walking this earth. She is now what tethers me to this world.

      

        

      
        And the second I see her face, I'm done for. Nothing fucking matters.

      

        

      
        I AM DARKNESS.

        I AM SIN.

        I AM YOURS.

      

        

      
        I'll live and breathe for my Queen. My pretty girl.
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      “My Lord, we have word from Naples.” My head snaps toward the man who spoke, a lowly guard who cowers under my stare while the stench of fear permeates the air around us. It’s strong; the scent coming from him overtakes nature's fragrance as we pause not far from my castle's doors.

      “Speak.”

      He swallows hard. “The siblings are back on Italian soil.”

      “Are you sure?” I ask, my tone hard, and he nods, body visibly flinching—stumbling back. However, the low warning hiss from me makes him freeze and I take a step closer, my now red eyes daring him to move again. “Use your words.”

      He’s aware of my every step, yet the need to submit to his king forces his head down. His focus is on the ground near my feet. “Yes, sir. All three of the Moore children have arrived as you predicted.”

      “Guards?”

      “Three with them at the moment.”

      “Hmmm.” Taking my eyes off his pathetic form, I look up toward the early morning sky. The sun’s rising fast, the warm rays blanketing the land and killing the last remnants of a wet, stormy night. Its dominance is admirable, a little volatile in its unforgiving nature as leaves begin to dry and the temperature rises, causing many to seek refuge indoors.

      The vampire cowering in my presence whines a bit, and I smirk in amusement.

      My children can’t stand the sun’s rays for long.

      It depletes their strength before turning them to ash if no cover is found.

      They thrive in the shadows. It’s why they hunt at night while I walk amongst the living.

      “Good.” I don’t say anything else and turn, heading home for the first time in the last two weeks. The rest of my men have dispersed and gone home, while another battalion awaits my orders, and this man will head back to the post that he watches.

      A chain connection where my eyes track those who have caught my attention.

      Moreover, I know she’ll come to me. I’ve left enough clues, and if Gabriella is anything like her father, anger will override common sense, and that’s something I’m counting on.

      That ire will be her downfall.

      Crossing the bridge that leads to my home, I pause and tilt my head to the side. “Something is off.” I can sense it, and my feet carry me toward the large ornate doors while those standing watch immediately remove themselves from my line of sight. There’s a change in me the moment I step inside the castle, an overwhelming hunger that pulls a deep rumble from my chest as an intoxicating scent infiltrates my senses.

      It’s sweet—so fucking alluring—and I follow it to my private wing.

      Every vampire in the palace has made themselves scarce; I can still hear the whimpers of many as they run from me, the scared sound only fueling the dangerous need rising within my throbbing veins. My warning growls are low, building inside my chest while my lips curl up to expose my elongated fangs still lightly coated in blood from my last meal.

      And they are completely right to run.

      The volatile emotions rushing through me will blind my senses; jealousy is an unpredictable emotion.

      I inhale again, running the tip of my tongue across my teeth, and groan. “Mate.”

      Her scent is strong here; I can almost physically feel her in the air around me.

      So close. My body thrums with the need to simply touch this stranger. This woman, whose sole existence robs me of rationality while the urge to dig my teeth into her neck and gift her the markings that will adorn her flesh for the rest of our eternal lives, slams into me with the force of a battering ram.

      She’s not a vampire. She smells of sin.

      My body thrums, pleasure coursing through my limbs as another deep inhale infiltrates my senses. I can almost taste her on my tongue while my mate's scent gives me more satisfaction than every drop of blood I’ve consumed since my birth.

      I’m going to enjoy changing her. Feeding on her while she tightens on my cock.

      I need my scent to embed deep, to meld with her very essence, almost more than I crave her blood. Because the moment I mark her, to everyone she will smell of me. Of this man—beast—that will kill without remorse if anyone comes near his queen. Every muscle in my body—every single molecule in my vampiric DNA—accepts her, and I don’t pause until I’m outside my bedroom door.

      It’s then that I make out her heartbeat. This thump, thump, thump lulls me into a state of serenity I’ve never experienced before. That I don’t know how to feel about. It’s confusing yet intriguing, and I’m hungry for a taste of the woman responsible.

      “Motherfuck,” I hiss out, rubbing a hand over my thick cock while pressing down hard enough to alleviate the uncontrollable need to mount her, but it only serves to make it worse. So much fucking worse when I hear her take in a deep breath of her own, pulling me into her small lungs and letting out a breathy sigh.

      Such a sweet little sound. So perfect.

      Then, there’s the shift in my mattress, the small rustling of sheets I can hear, and I’m barging in without a second thought. The door slams against the wall; her plump mouth lets out a squeak and head turns in my direction.

      The second I see her face, I’m done for. Nothing fucking matters.

      I’ll live and breathe for my pretty girl.
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          VAMPIRE KING
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        Three months ago…

      

      

      “You’re far from the protection of your forest, old friend,” I say, feeling a large presence fill the inside of my office, his aura too huge to contain. Looking up from the paper I was reading, I sit back and meet his green eyes. “Come for a drink, or…?”

      “You’re older than me, Theodore.”

      “And yet, I could pass for your son.”

      His chuckle is dry, posture stiff. “Not true. My children are all under twenty-one summers.”

      I arch a brow, but my lips curl up a bit at the corner. “Why are you here, Paolo? Are you hiding from Leonora?”

      “No.” He shifts, hands gripping the back of the chair across from my desk. “She sent me here.”

      “Why?”

      “I need your help, Theodore.”

      This isn’t the proud man I know. He’s not one for unannounced visits or drawing out conversation.

      Then, there’s the scent of death surrounding him. It’s harsh, almost sulfur-like in its earthy yet acrid fragrance that cloaks those who are ready to pass.

      Vampires can sense this.

      It distinguishes a fresh food source from the old and unappetizing. All beasts—animals—have this sixth sense tattooed into their DNA.

      We enjoy the kill. The chase. Fresh blood.

      Leaning back in my seat, I tilt my head to the side while waving a hand toward the chair he’s gripping. The invitation is there, and he takes it while I appraise his every move. Something smells foul. “Speak.”

      “You smell it?” The warlock king sighs, scrubbing a heavy hand down his face at my nod. “I’ve done what I can so my people don't sense it, but it grows nearer. Fate is a cruel mistress and unavoidable. What’s written in the book of life must be.”

      “You’ve seen it?”

      “I have. Si.” Paolo taps two fingers against his forehead. Much like one of his twin daughters, the man has the gift of sight. His clairvoyance is subjective to touch and the paths presented, while hers comes freely, a gift with use but not one that entices me. The other one, though... “The time draws near.”

      “And the rest of your family?” At my question, Paolo produces a set of scrolls and a sealed letter from the right pocket of his long black robe. The hood’s down, and his shoulder-length salt-and-pepper hair hangs limply. “What’s this?”

      “I come asking for a favor, Theodore.”

      “You know my help comes at a cost.”

      “I’m willing to risk anything to protect those I love.”

      “Then ask, my friend. What do you need from me?” Lifting the golden goblet to my right, I bring it to my lips and take a long sip. The rich taste of the blood settles on my tongue; the donor was an adult human male from a nearby village who trespassed on my grounds while hunting for wild game. It’s earthy, the coppery tang sustaining me, but doesn’t quell the burning need inside of me that grows daily.

      Nothing does. Hasn’t for a very long time.

      Paolo lets out a harsh breath then, yet extends one hand to me. I expect this.

      A reassurance that I’ll agree before he speaks, but I don’t take it. Something he accepts.

      His hand remains in the air between us but relaxes a bit. “There’s a small cluster of covens that live out on the border of our land that seeks my head. They’re planning to rise against me—us—and dismember each ruling house. These people are extremists—an anti-monarch group who’s teamed up to strike against Leonora and me within the next full moon.”

      “So kill them and be done with it.” I see no problem. No need to accept fate.

      “I wish it was that simple,” he spits out, fingers clenching and releasing, yet his hand remains held out. “I’d be displaying their heads embedded on a stake outside my door if it were. Making an example out of them would be a pleasure.”

      “Then?”

      “They have others aiding their cause.”

      “Others?”

      “Yes. The Mariano and Rossi families have betrayed me, yet they’re not the biggest threat.” His eyes close, nose scrunching up as if smelling something rancid, and yet all scents inside my domain remain the same. All except the slow decay coming from his very pores. “Their allies' magic is dark, Theodore. More depraved than anything I’ve encountered in all my years walking the earth. It's suffocating.”

      “Outside your jurisdiction?”

      “Yes.”

      “There are only two other species who work with magic, Paolo.”

      “The fae or merfolk.”

      “Both are dangerous…” I say, taking a hearty drink “…yet they don’t work well with others. Wouldn’t be hard to pick them apart.” Another sip. My mind’s going through possibilities—motives—and each is greedy enough to try and make a move. “They're too hot-headed and self-righteous to trust anyone’s competence. I don’t see the connection between them and those smaller covens you speak of, but I’m interested. What do you seek?”

      “I’ve seen it.”

      “I believe you.” He wouldn’t lie to me. I’d kill him without hesitation. “But more importantly, is it my support or my army that you need?”

      Paolo swallows hard. For a second, his hand falters, still suspended mid-air, but Moore rights it and holds firm. “I need you to protect her at all costs, Theodore. No matter what. No matter how. Gabriella must come first.”

      “Just her?” That’s the first question that comes to mind, but not the first thought. What he's offering is dangerous for her, but very enticing for me. “You have two other kids and a wife—”

      “Leonora and I, we won’t make it.” His scent magnifies, death and sadness surrounding him. “Our fate is sealed.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “It is what it is, but my daughter needs protection.” With his other hand, he pushes the scrolls and the sealed letter closer. “Gabriella’s special—coveted. Her ability to take and give life scare most, while those seeking power or to expand their territory want to claim her as a mate. She’ll never allow that, and I worry that she’ll be—”

      “Killed,” I say, finishing for him. Not that I’d let that happen. It doesn’t sit well with me for some reason. I’m a bastard, know and accept it, and I’d also never allow anyone to own—control—her powers, other than myself.

      Paolo nods, pain radiating across his features. “Please protect her.”

      “Why not have her save you?” I’m curious about this. Is she as powerful as he says? For years, his daughters have been rumored to be both beautiful and untouchable. Many have made plans, tried to befriend the man sitting across from me begging for help—to get close to the twins—and yet none have succeeded in so much as meeting them. They’re kept away from those outside of his people. Those who live on Moore’s sacred grounds. “She could save you, no?”

      “If she interferes, she dies. Isabella has seen this.”

      “Your other daughter?”

      “Si.”

      My eyes narrow. Something isn’t adding up. “What aren’t you telling me? Why not bring her with you?”

      “Because it’s not time yet.”

      “Time for what?” I hiss out, my fangs dropping in a show of annoyance. Riddles and half-truths are the wrong approach when asking me for a favor. “Be honest, or get out.”

      “My Gabriella is too smart for that, Theodore. Bringing her here or involving her in any way will be a death sentence.”

      “You’re not making sense.”

      “I know.” He leans over, begging me with his eyes to take his hand. To trust him. “Leonora and I have chosen to protect them the only way we can, Theodore. Our three children have different routes they must take, all separate from the other, and you are Gabriella’s. You’ll understand why when destiny places her in your path. She will be of great importance to your kingdom: her place is here.”

      “And her power?” His offer can be lucrative for me. Presents a very delicious opportunity.

      “She will comply. I’ve left instructions in the letter atop your desk with my seal.”

      “Are you sure you don’t want to save yourself?” A small part of me does feel bad for the man. To know your end is near—see it—can’t be an easy pill to swallow. I’ve also known him for a long time. I consider him a man of honor and an ally. “Fate is what you make it.”

      “There is no other choice.”

      “Okay.” Taking his hand, I give it a firm squeeze. “I’ll protect her, Paolo.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Don’t thank me yet. My intentions aren’t completely innocent.”

      “They’re not, but you’ll know soon enough that fate is unavoidable. She will surprise you.”
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      “Where is she?” I snarl a few weeks later, fangs breaking through the skin of my bottom lip while each man inside my throne room freezes, eyes downcast. They tremble, my ire infiltrating every inch of my castle and the scurry of feet—each person under my employ leaving the grounds—can be heard as if it were a herd of wild animals escaping the jaws of a predator.

      Because I am a beast. A demon.

      Their fear is heady. A delicious tease to my senses, and I almost smile at the way each general—two men who are nearly as bloodthirsty as I am—flinch back when I lean forward in my seat. Neither speaks. No one does, while those closest to the back release a low hissing sound of distress.

      They’re also the first to drop down to one knee in a show of fidelity while placing a closed fist on their chests. The entire room moves in synchronization, a gesture I appreciate but, at the moment, is quite useless.

      I made a promise. I will find you, Gabriella Moore.

      The few beads of drawn blood have begun to dry, and I catch them with a rough slide of my tongue across the now sealed wound. Each drop is small but potent, and the scent of my last meal remains on my skin.

      Not that I savor them these days.

      Each body I drain is a means to an end. Like the human husband of a witch brought to me by General Veltross, who’s the older of the two and a bit pompous but knows his place and is ruthless on the battlefield. The offering, though, was meant to lead me to my prize, but instead, I’m tasked with the destruction of yet another worthless coven.

      She’s one of the sects Warlock Moore spoke of. The dark revolution is brewing in their world, a group of power-thirsty entities who wish to overthrow their monarchy before moving on to the next...

      Witch.

      Werewolf.

      Fae.

      Mer.

      Vampire.

      And all with the end prize of domination and the subjugation of each species.

      It’s why Moore came to me. Our deal was simple.

      I offer protection, and Gabriella will grant me the use of her gift as I please. She doesn’t know about this, our agreement, but I have in my possession his signature and a private letter meant to explain with their family seal as authenticity.

      I’m being generous with my attempt to gain her acceptance.

      She will be under my rule either way. My new pet.

      The witch whimpers then, a pitiful cry leaving the back of her throat, and I look over. Her brown eyes are staring at the almost-perished lump at my feet. He’s bleeding from his neck while both arms and his left leg are crushed from my earlier grip. And yet, the man clings to life. Barely. Chest rising ever so slowly, and every being in this room knows his time draws near.

      I can end it quickly.

      Or I can force her to watch his painful end.

      Her mate was cursed the moment she laid eyes on him—when she decided to get in my way—and I’m making her witness his last choked breaths as punishment.

      My mercy lies in her ability to be of help.

      And like other donors, she will also quench my thirst after, yet fail to satisfy me.

      Nobody has over the last few decades.

      Moreover, my sole focus is Gabriella at the moment. On finding the deceased warlock king’s daughter to appease an obligation—my final promise to a friend—while taking possession of someone every asshole alive covets, man and beast. The strong and the weak.

      Because we all want the same thing: power.

      I also won’t deny that her gifts turn me on. Then, there’s also my curiosity as a man; the predator in me is enticed by the chase.

      I don’t know what she looks like. Where she is. But I’ve been left with a you’ll know from a man whose sight is unlike anything I’ve encountered before.

      The thought of taming the little witch is a heady aphrodisiac I plan to indulge in. Continuously. Will seduce her without shame.

      My need is growing, body thrumming with a fire I don’t understand, yet welcome.

      An angry hiss leaves the back of my throat then, the sound full of ire while my fangs drop another inch over my bottom lip. I’m close to my edge, ire brimming; it clashes and fuels my lust—this unyielding need to own her.

      Their lack of results is something I’ll never accept.

      At the angry sound, they tense a little more. More than a few lower themselves until their foreheads touch the ground and both arms lay palms flat next to their heads. A request for mercy. For leniency.

      These cowering statues won’t receive any from me. I survey each, from rank to usefulness until coming to a stop at my two generals. One still holds his head downcast, while the braver of the two turns his face in my direction and meets my eyes.

      He disapproves of my quest.

      Hates anything outside of our vampiric world.

      He’s a fucking idiot. His prejudice will be his downfall one day, but until then, I’ll continue to use Veltross as the puppet he’s become. A mindless killer.

      “My Lord, we’ve—” I cut General Veltross off with a single look in his direction and he recoils, his other leg giving out under the weight of my stare. He has balls, yet not much in the area of perseverance. His rank means shit to me.

      No one is above me.

      My sharp nails tap against the wooden arm of my throne, the clink clink clink loud inside the large room. “Your excuses bore me.”

      “Please, sire. We are—”

      “Not another word. Understood?” Veltross nods, and I turn my face toward the dark witch. She’s already in mourning. Her body is wracked with sobs, and yet I feel no remorse. Not when her soul is as black as mine—her end goal is to eradicate the Moore bloodline. “Lilibeth, I’m going to give you one last chance to gain my favor. Where. Is. She?”

      “I’ll never tell you.”

      “Is that your final answer?”

      “Fuck you.”

      “No, thank you.” Flicking my eyes toward the second general, I snap a finger. “Brodej, are they outside in the training field?”

      At once, he acknowledges me with a respectful glance. “Yes, my lord.”

      “Thank you.” Valtross’s face grows tight at that, and I direct my attention back to him. Dare him to say a word; he doesn’t. “Bring her outside. She seems to need a little fresh air.”

      “Yes, my lord.”

      Standing from my seat, I walk down the center of the room toward the door. As I pass each row of soldiers, they begin to stand and then turn their formation to follow my every move.

      Without pause, I slam open the room’s solid teak doors, ignoring the way they ram into the wall and how some of the golden filigree decoration crumbles under the impact. My steps are loud, and my destination is the back of my castle where her second lesson will commence.

      No one is above Theodore Astor. You do not defy me.

      The men escorting my guest keep a few feet of distance between us. They’re also silent, enjoying the struggles and cries escaping Lilibeth’s scared and angry form, the pitiful sounds filling the wide-open space.

      It’s late in the evening now, the sky overcast, and the scent of rain lingers in the air. It greets us as we enter the large field just behind the castle’s rear exit. The rest of my kingdom’s troops stand at attention, leaving the area to the left of where I stand empty, but not for long as the heavy footfalls of every vampire who’d been inside the throne room vibrate against the ground.

      They take their positions, standing tall and with their eyes straight ahead while I turn my attention to Lilibeth and Brodej.

      She’s struggling in his hold, thrashing. “Let me go!” He doesn’t answer. Instead, he lifts her feet off the ground, both hands gripping her upper arms tightly. “You will regret this. I will curse—”

      “Sister, please.” That catches her attention. Lilibeth goes from spitting mad to eerily quiet within a single breath. Her eyes focus on the one who spoke. The shock in them is quite a pretty sight.

      “Palermo.” It’s a whisper, the sound full of sorrow. Her head shakes from side to side, her body limp in Brodej’s hold while her eyes roam down the line of kneeling men, every ranking member of her smaller coven. All men. Her family. “Oh God, no. No.”

      “I’ll ask you again, Lilibeth.” Taking the remaining steps between us, I stand in her line of sight and pull her eyes toward me with the tip of a finger. “Where is Gabriella Moore? Where is she hiding?”

      “I can’t.”

      “You will.” I hold a hand up, and a scream rends the air. It’s male, an older one at that, and Lilibeth’s eyes close in misery. The scent of blood is heavy in the air and a few vampires hiss, taking a step forward but no more than that as her father’s life essence stains the grass. “That cut across his chest is shallow, my dear. The next won’t be as gentle.”

      “Have you no heart?” she asks, voice low and full of so much pain. “How can you hurt my mate—innocent men? They don’t deserve this cruelty.”

      “Innocent? The man who plunged the stolen Stygian blade deep into his own king’s chest? That’s who you call innocent?”

      “He didn’t—”

      Ignoring her attempt to save her father’s life, I look out toward my army. Men and women who are loyal to me. “Is the man responsible for his queen’s torture then decapitation worthy of mercy?”

      “No,” in unison, they answer.

      “Does he deserve death?”

      “Yes.”

      “An eye for an eye?” The soldier holding Lilibeth’s kin, a woman who’s second-in-command of a battalion under her husband, Brodej, takes heed to my demand, and with her sharp nail digs the orb out of its socket. Her nail is embedded deep, the eye and the attached ligament dangling from her small finger. Once again he screams, the sound pleasurable to my senses. Because a predator enjoys cornered prey—the scent of fear that seeps from their every pore.  “Or perhaps a limb? He did molest her, after all.”

      “Please don’t,” the man, an older version of Lilibeth’s crying brother, pleads. “We can come to an agreement over the sisters. We only want one of them.”

      “Can we?”

      “Father, please—”

      “Enough, Daughter. I will not die for that whore.” His words anger me. Ire fills my veins—the blood of my victims runs through me—at his blatant disrespect of what I already consider mine. She will be under my protection.

      As the first vampire and king, I was born into this life with a few human traits, although there's nothing within my DNA that is alive. I’ve never been, and yet this gift is one of them. It keeps my temperature warm while my children are cold—unable to fully walk in the light without pain or being drained of all energy.

      I feel neither and enjoy the sun.

      I need no sleep to rejuvenate.

      “They won’t kill us if we remain quiet.” This comes from the man next to her father. He holds a familial resemblance. “We’re their only hope to—”

      Before he can blink, I’m in front of him. His horrified expression is amusing a second before his lips drop open, but the sound never leaves them as I rip his head clean off. Blood coats my hands and shirt—the men on either side of him also wear a bit of the crimson liquid.

      Taking off the ruined garment, I toss it at the corpse before craning my neck from side to side. A smirk curls at my lips while I run my blood-stained fingertips across my chest and the monarch tattoos that have marked my flesh from the day of my birth. From my pecs to my back, the piece is massive and tells you my about origins and the demon I am.

      At the sight, Lilibeth retches behind me, but I pay her no mind. Taking a step toward the next member of her coven, my eyes meet the shaking form of a younger man, a kid of no more than his eighteen summers.

      From her father comes a sound of protest, but it stops when the female soldier drags his eyeball, still attached to her nail, down his cheek from the socket to just the corner of his lips. She’s waiting for my signal to proceed, but a minute shake of my head has her falling back into a rigid formation.

      Shoulders back. Face forward and held high.

      Those kneeling from his faction flinch at her sudden movement, but it’s the young man in front of me I focus on. “Do you feel safe?”

      The lad shakes his head. He trembles. “No, sir.”

      “So polite.” My tone is a bit patronizing, but so is the way I study the drying blood on my skin. “I appreciate the manners.”

      “Thank you.” His grimace right after is amusing.

      “Why are you here...?” I trail off, waiting for his name.

      “Christopher. My name is Christopher.”

      “And why are you here, Christopher? How are you involved in this mess?”

      “Guilty by association. That was my father you killed.” No emotion, though. I sense no sadness in him.

      “My condolences.” A lie. He knows it, too, but he’s wise and remains quiet after. Christopher doesn’t meet my eyes now either. Lowering his face, he stares at my boot-covered feet while those around him begin to mutter something in unison.

      One by one, the small chant gains momentum while we remain as we are.

      No one stops them. No one breaks a jaw to cut off the offending cry.

      Louder. And louder.

      Revertere ad inferos. Revertere ad inferos. Revertere ad inferos.

      Lilibeth isn’t participating, though. Instead, her focus is on the body of her lover brought outside by one of my men. The human is tossed to the ground, and his low groan of pain—the last of his energy now depleted—meets her ears and she goes still.

      Her eyes roll back. The leaves around us rustle, lift from the ground and swirl around her and the guard keeping her in place.

      She’s angry. Volatile.

      Lightning strikes, but it’s nothing more than a soft electrical buzz surrounding my body.

      Lilibeth showed her hand; she has an affinity for controlling lightning. A little bit of wind, too, but neither does real damage, which leads me to believe her power is new or she hasn’t completely learned how to manipulate it to her liking. Nothing else—nothing but the harsh charge of current that strikes unforgivingly, and while I should’ve been burned to a crisp right now, her people are not the only ones protected by magic.

      I am indestructible. No power nor human-made weapon will ever destroy what I’ve built.

      Mate. Four letters that put together become my sole point of weakness; I’m blessed to not have found her. There is no room in my life for distractions. For frailty.

      “Lilibeth, no!” her father screams, but it’s too late.

      Before they realize what I’m doing, I push Christopher a few feet from the lineup and then I’m standing in front of her, hand around her throat. She gasps, choking as my fingers tighten—lift until those dirty feet float above the ground.

      “Let go,” she cries out, her fingernails tearing as they fail to break my skin. The bloody tips slip, her body thrashing while I move her into position. Her back is now against my chest, and her sobs vibrate through me. “I’ll tell you. Just stop....no!”

      Placing my lips against her ear
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