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        Chapter one


      


      

        
Max slammed down his coffee mug, just loud enough to shut up the man sitting across from him. 

He massaged his brow. “Yep. I understand. I get it. I just need a moment.”

He needed more than a fucking moment. He needed a whole goddamned week. Alone. Back at his remote house, where he was most comfortable.

Not down in the chaotic city at the Spectrum Institute, listening to some researcher explain the newly discovered, absolutely batshit side effects of an experimental treatment he’d tried last year.

The treatment itself had been bizarre enough. There were no pills, but a ton of injections over the course of a week, as well as countless blood draws and saliva swabs.

He’d even had to sign an NDA, and some other agreement for DNA sequencing. Fuck knows what else he’d signed. After a while, all the forms had become a blur.

All that, to try out a new, cutting edge treatment for erectile dysfunction, in a state-of-the-art research institute that screamed millions in grant money. It was amazing how easily men found money to try and cure themselves.

If the same money and time was poured into women’s health, maybe his wife would still be alive.

He should have known it was too good to be true, anyway. Hell, he didn’t care about his nonexistent sex life. The only reason he’d ended up in the trial was because they’d been seeking a very specific set of genetic characteristics, and his doc had referred him.

Max had thought he was doing a public service. Letting scientists poke and prod at him, so future generations of men had another option for their ED.

Well, maybe they still did. They’d just have to be okay with regressing down to uncontrollable, primal animals as a side effect.

Side effects that would make them go after women like cave men, and breed them like rutting beasts.

“Is there a drug you can give me as a counter-agent?” Max finally asked. “A suppressant of some kind?”

He’d undergone treatment to get his dick up, and now he was seeking drugs to keep his dick down. What a fucking joke.

The man cringed, and he had his answer. “Not… at this time,” the researcher hedged. “We’ve tried a few sedatives and tranquilizers, but with the amount of adrenaline produced in these regressions, the efficacy is minimal.”

Max blinked at tranquilizers. Well, shit. If they were already at the tranquilizer stage, this wouldn’t be stopped by anything he could pick up at a pharmacy.

He sighed. “I’m probably a low risk. I was living like a monk long before I signed up for the trial, and my lifestyle hasn’t changed since.”

His wife had been gone for five years. He lived an hour’s drive from the nearest town, and carved furniture for a living.

One of a kind, heavy pieces like tables, that only those who could afford the exorbitant shipping even commissioned. He sure as hell wasn’t personally delivering anything to his customers.

“We are confident, based on your remote living situation, that you’ve a lower probability of experiencing these side effects than other participants.”

The researcher cleared his throat. “However, keep in mind that you’re not the variable in the equation; you’re the constant. Women are the variable.”

He pointed to the hasty diagram that he’d scrawled on the back of a form for Max. “Your body is already releasing these special pheromones. They kick into overdrive when you experience a strong surge of physical attraction. Yet, only certain women will react to your pheromones to a noticeable degree. If any woman does react, she’ll release compatible pheromones that could trigger a regression in you.

“We’ve interviewed those who’ve experienced regressions, and we can’t discern a pattern in the type of women who’ve reacted so far. But based on the subsequent… pregnancies, it’s certain that all the women were ovulating at the time.”

Max shook his head as he drained the cooling coffee. The odds were still in his favor. He couldn’t recall the last time a woman had stirred anything in him since he’d become a widower, with the exception of—

His brain slammed the brakes on the thought as his body tensed.

Nope. Not going there.

He set down his empty mug and rose, stretching. Whoever had designed this institute must have run out of money when it was time to order decent chairs.

“We’ll contact you, if there’s any new developments.”

“Please do,” Max replied as he left the room.

Apparently, the universe hated him. He’d made one, sorry attempt to slightly improve his life, and he may have just ruined the rest of it.


      [image: image-placeholder]Someone knocked on his front door. Once, twice, and then began tapping out an old show tune on the thick wood. 

Max rolled his eyes and tossed aside the brochure for New Zealand. He’d been thinking about visiting his dad’s side of the family in Auckland.

That, and just staying there.

Running away wouldn’t prevent a potential regression. But it would solve one problem in particular. The most important one.

He yanked open the door just as his best friend reached the chorus of the infuriatingly catchy tune. Jim straightened and beamed at him.

“The best thing about you being self-employed at home is that I can pull you away at any time.”

Max eyed him with suspicion. “To go where?”

Jim spread his hands wide. “The Keys. You know I’ve been dying to return. I found the perfect, sweet spot time to go.”

“When?”

Jim hesitated. “Tomorrow.”

Max scowled. “What the— it’s a fucking Tuesday, Jim.”

“This is the sweet spot, Max.” He ticked off points on his thick fingers. “Mid-week, low rates—”

“Because it’s September.”

Jim snapped. “Exactly. Off-season.”

“Not for hurricanes.”

“I checked the storm forecast three times just on the drive here.” Jim pointed at him. “Don’t jinx me, asshole.”

Max leaned against the door frame and massaged his brow. “I’m not buying a last-minute ticket.”

“We’ve already got tickets. My bag is packed and in the trunk. I’m leaving from here tomorrow morning. With you.”

Jim fidgeted, his smile slipping. “I know you’re a hermit. But it’s my job to pull you out of it, every now and then. You’ve been under too long, Max. It’s time to come up for air.”

Guilt washed over him. Fuck. Jim probably thought he’d fallen back into a depression. His best friend didn’t realize that this was the new normal for him.

Hiding, from society.

With that in mind, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Mid-week was good for a short trip. September was even better.

He refused to think about why September was better. His brain was carefully toeing around a forbidden black hole, that could suck him in, if he got too close.

Max grimaced and exhaled. “Alright.”

Jim pumped his fist silently in victory. “You gonna let me in now, so I can start drinking up your beer?”

“Still thinking about it,” Max muttered, straightening so that he could slam the door.

“You’re an asshole, Max,” Jim shouted from the other side of the wood.




      


    


  




  

    

      

        Chapter two


      


      

        

          Jim had been right. Mid-week in September was the sweet spot. They’d rented a beach house, though it seemed a bit bigger than they needed. 


          His friend had hit it off with one of the shopkeepers on the strip. Judging by the way they were talking and laughing together under their beach umbrella, Max assumed she’d be invited over for the rest of the trip.


          That was fine by him. More than fine, and Jim knew he needed his own space. So far Max had gone for a swim, and then walked the beach, letting the noon sun gradually turn him darker while he collected some driftwood to carve.


          Jim’s older brother and wife were driving down from Fort Lauderdale to have dinner with them. Max spotted their SUV pulling into the beach parking lot as he unloaded his bundle of weathered wood next to his beach chair.


          He was about to lift his hand to wave, but froze when the SUV’s back door also opened, and a pair of unmistakable, shapely legs slid into view as a young woman got out.


          Lizzy. Jim’s daughter.


          He was fucked.


          Max spun on his heel, scooping up his discarded shirt and the rental car keys. He shrugged into his polo over his board shorts as he sped walk across the sand in the opposite direction, up the beach and around the corner of the bathroom shack.


          He called Jim as he climbed into the sedan and started the engine.


          “Hey, Max. Where’d you go? Dan and Hanna just pulled in.”


          He peeled out of the parking lot. “Thought I’d hit the store and pick up some beer for the house.”


          “Good idea. Too bad, though. Lizzy is looking for you. My brother picked her up from the airport on the way in.”


          “Lizzy? What’s she doing here? College just started.”


          He tried for nonchalant, hoping his friend wouldn’t hear the tremor in his voice.


          Jim cursed. “I was all ready to pack her up for college, when she confessed that she requested deferred admission until next fall. She’s taking a gap year. Out of the blue, would you believe it?”


          “That’s crazy.”


          Max rolled to a stop at an intersection. He didn’t even know which way the nearest store was, and he didn’t want the closest.


          He wanted the furthest store, so he could breathe again.


          “It was hard enough, getting her to pick out a school at all. Don’t know where her ambition went, these last couple years. But you would’ve known about her gap year if you’d stuck around at her high school graduation. I swear you were gone by the time she finished walking across the stage. Lizzy was bummed that you didn’t congratulate her.”


          “Sorry,” Max muttered.


          He wondered why Jim didn’t find it odd, that his nineteen-year-old daughter was so set on greeting a friend of her dad’s who was twice her age.


          “Now you can apologize to her yourself. I’ll see you when you get back, Max.”


          Max drove around for another ten minutes before he pulled into a random parking lot, staring blindly at the storefront.


          He leaned forward, squeezing the steering wheel before beating it twice with his fist. He’d flung himself straight from isolation into the worst-case scenario.


          Maybe he was overreacting, and nothing would come of it. Yet, he couldn’t help the sensation that he was hurtling toward his own ruin.


          That, and wrecking his friendship with Jim, the one person who’d put up with all of his reclusive bullshit over the years.


          His phone dinged as Jim sent him a video. Apparently Lizzy had met some other kids on the beach, and joined their volleyball game.


          Max scowled when he saw a couple of guys checking out her ass in her little shorts, but his chest swelled with pride as she leapt up and slammed the ball over the net.


          “That’s my baby girl,” he murmured. Lizzy had always been a wonder at any sport she tried.


          A familiar burn returned to his gut as he stared at the video, and he closed out of it and tossed his phone onto the passenger seat.


          He managed to drag his beer trip out for a full hour, insisting on finding Jim’s favorite microbrew. When Jim texted him that they were all headed to the strip for lunch, he decided it was safe to return.


          By the time he’d parked at the beach house, he was already mentally arranging how to get out of dinner with everyone tonight. He’d pretend that a big client had called, needing his help to repair a furniture piece before an important event.


          He’d miss dinner to take the call, and then tomorrow morning, he could book a ticket while saying that—


          Max froze as he walked into the kitchen, two six-packs in each hand.


          Lizzy sat at the kitchen table. She had his leather portfolio spread open on the table. He’d always let her see it, since it held photos of all his furniture commissions. She’d used to sit and listen as he told her the story behind every piece.


          Until she’d turned sixteen. Then she’d stopped looking at the photos, and just stole glances at him.


          He’d known then that he had to put some space between them. She’d been growing into a woman, curious about the world around her, including him.


          He started coming around less, so she could focus on boys her own age. But she’d just kept maturing into a more devastatingly beautiful young woman every time he saw her.


          His stomach began to churn again. He’d chewed antacids for six months before he figured out that it wasn’t heartburn, but his desire ripping him apart.


          The desire to put her on a pedestal and give her anything, warring with his need to carry her to bed, and take everything.


          He hadn't gone to his doc about ED because of problems getting excited; he’d gone because his dick wouldn’t rise for anyone else anymore.


          Max wasn’t afraid of Lizzy. He was afraid of himself.


          “Lizzy.” His voice was harsh, guttural. He didn’t move from the doorway.


          She stood, and he had to drag his gaze up from her tiny, white shorts. Christ, they might as well have been painted on. His mouth watered at the thought of nibbling that soft skin of her inner thighs, all the way up to heaven.


          Max blinked the thought away, and realized that Lizzy had lifted a brochure.


          “Are you going to New Zealand?”


          Shit. He’d shoved all the New Zealand information into the portfolio that he carried with him everywhere. Of course she’d found it.


          He scratched his scalp. “My father’s family lives—”


          “Yeah, I know that. But you’re staying there, aren’t you? Otherwise, what’s this?”


          She tossed a sheet of paper toward him, and it fluttered onto the counter. A list of quotes, for relocating household goods to Auckland.


          He winced. There weren’t many ways to argue that. He’d known he couldn’t start over from scratch in New Zealand. He’d spent a decade accumulating tools of his craft, along with some sizable chunks of expensive wood.


          Max had thought he’d have a few weeks before breaking the news to Jim and Lizzy. He’d been so anxious to escape the constant torment of being around or even thinking of Jim’s daughter, that he hadn’t given much mind to how it would affect them both.


          He’d known it would be a difficult conversation with Jim. But he’d assumed Lizzy would only pout for a few days.


          After all, he was just a novelty. A taste of the forbidden, that appealed to her as she rebelled and struggled for independence.


          At least, that’s what he hoped. What he needed to be, to her.


          Lizzy’s lower lip trembled. “Does Dad know? He doesn’t, does he?”


          That trembling lip had Max dropping the beer on the counter and crossing the kitchen, even as he cursed himself for a fool.


          Just the smallest sign of her distress, and he was already barreling through his own boundaries, and the physical distance he’d put between them the last few years.


          “Your dad doesn’t know because there’s nothing to tell, Lizzy. I was just kicking around a few ideas, that’s all.”


          Lizzy’s nostrils flared as she sucked in a sharp breath, her eyes watering. “Because you’re tired of us, right? Dad said he could barely get you to come on this trip. You don’t want to be around us anymore, do you?” A tear escaped, and she swiped at it impatiently.


          “That’s not true.” The sight of her tears gutted him. Carved a hole right through his chest, leaving him ready to sink to his knees and do anything in his power to make it better.


          He smoothed his hands over her bare arms. Even the feel of her soft skin under his palms had him clenching his teeth.


          He was the last person who should have his hands on her, even if he was trying to soothe her. This close, he could smell whatever perfume or lotion she’d applied to her skin, and the scent almost pulled a groan from his mouth.


          “Lizzy, I want you—”


          He swallowed the more than anything that had risen in his throat. “I want you two in my lives just as much as before. Believe me.”


          “Believe you? As you move away? Haven’t you been friends with Dad since grade school? He wouldn’t know what to do without you.”


          Her voice broke as her face crumpled. “Dad needs you. I… I need you. I lov—”


          Max yanked her into a tight hug, his blood pounding in his ears. “Don’t,” he rasped over her head. “Don’t say that, baby girl.”


          Horror and longing warred within him. Her confession hung in the air, echoing in his mind. He wished he could rewind time and take it back, nearly as much as he wanted to pause time, and stay in this moment forever.


          Even as she cried against him, he could only think about how it felt to finally hold her, her soft body pressed against him.


          She smelled like heaven, and she felt so good in his arms. So right. Sweat rolled down his spine as he fought to remain still.


          He felt her tears soak into his shirt, and he knew then that he was an asshole, because his dick turned to stone. His mind filled with images of making her cry and beg for an entirely different reason.


          Beneath him. As he held her down and pounded into her, and told her just how much she drove him wild.


          Fuck. Fuck. His thoughts were spiraling out of control. The hell with booking a flight in the morning; he should take the rental car now and floor it all the way back home, before he slipped entirely into this black hole.


          Lizzy released a frustrated sob, burying her face against his chest. “You still think of me as a kid, don’t you? I’m nineteen. I’m an adult, now.”


          Hell, if he didn’t know that all too well. Her soft, lush curves were pressing against him, taunting him to squeeze them.


          Bite them. Kiss the tremble right out of her lip before licking down the column of her neck and straight between the valley of her breasts.


          Her hands curled into his shirt. “Stop seeing me as Little Lizzy. As a little girl. Look at me. See me.”


          Panic strangled him. “I can’t see anything but you, Lizzy,” he gasped. “That’s why I need to get the fuck out of here.”


          They both froze at his admission. Words he hadn’t meant to say out loud.


          Jesus, he wished he could erase those words. If he thought he was panicking before, now his heart hammered so quickly against his chest that he was dizzy.


          “Do you… want me?” she whispered into his shirt without looking up.


          “It doesn’t matter, Lizzy,” he forced himself to say. “It’s not appropriate. For either of us.”


          Yet now his secret was out there, forever, and the two of them could never go back to how it had been before. Because now she knew. She knew.


          If she moved an inch, she’d feel his dick straining against his board shorts, and then she’d also know what a horny bastard he was. That even as she’d cried her heart out against him, he lusted over her like an animal.


          Max frowned, his mind snagging on the thought. An animal.


          Fuck. He knew what was happening.


          “Lizzy.” His voice sounded hoarse, emerging from a throat that was suddenly too dry. “I need you to step away from me, baby girl.”


          She shook her head and sniffed, burrowing deeper into his arms.


          He had to find a way to make her leave, but slowly. Just the thought of her running away from him had dark lust rolling through him.


          He’d be tempted to give chase, and pin her squirming, delicious body down, so he could strip her naked, and fuck her on the floor.


          Max was glad she couldn’t see his face, because he was baring his teeth hungrily just imagining it.


          “Get away from me,” he barked.


          “No.” Lizzy sounded angry, her voice tinged with a hint of petulance.


          He realized then that she wasn’t sniffling, but drawing in deep breaths of his shirt. Like she couldn’t get enough of the smell of him.


          Or his pheromones.


          She kneaded his chest and squeezed her thighs together, whimpering, before she began to move her hips and grind her pelvis into him. Her squirming forced a groan from him.


          She was aroused. Probably wet, inside those little shorts. Her body was speaking to him, begging him to take her.


          He felt precum soaking into his shorts. Weakly, he pulled her hands from his chest. Trying to escape, before the last of his brain cells burned away.


          Lizzy snatched her hands from his grasp with an impatient sound, looking up to glare at him with dilated eyes.


          She dug her nails into his pecs. “I need to touch you.” Her voice was low, husky.


          A cloud of her delicious scent hit him, suddenly so strong that he stumbled back, reeling. Maybe it wasn’t perfume, after all.


          If he smelled half as good to her as she did to him, no wonder she wouldn’t let go.


          His backward step alarmed her, and she fisted his shirt. “Don’t leave me,” she begged. “Don’t move to New Zealand. I’ve wanted you since I was old enough to want anything. I need you.”


          “That’s just it, Lizzy. You’re too young to know what you need,” he mumbled, dazed and drunk off the smell of her. “You haven’t even begun to explore yet. You deserve the world. Not some old, hermit bastard like me.”


          Max surrendered to the urge to take another hit of her addictive scent, dipping his head to suck in a deep lungful of her. Heat washed over him as his eyes nearly rolled back in his head.


          Fuck. He growled. She smelled so fucking good. He could smell everything in that scent. Her desire. The salt and sun from the beach. The spicy musk of her sweet, young pussy. There was only one word to describe it.


          She smelled like his.


          His woman. His pussy. The other half of his heart and body, living apart from him for reasons he could no longer justify.


          He was so deep in her scent that it took him a moment to realize that she’d gone stiff with anger in his arms.


          “You think I don’t know what I want?”


          Lizzy stood back from him. Her eyes were still midnight-black with blown-out pupils, but they simmered with anger.


          “You think I’m too young to know? That I haven’t… explored, as you put it?”


          She huffed a bitter laugh. “I guess you thought I was still playing with dolls in high school. That I didn’t date. Or have boyfriends. That I didn’t fuc—”


          Max snatched her up against him, his sanity snapping. “I hope you enjoyed it, because mine is the last cock you’ll ever see,” he snarled.


          His control was gone. As well as his thirty-year friendship with her father. Because Jim would have to put a bullet in Max to prevent him from taking Lizzy in this kitchen, right now.


          He curled a hand around her nape. She whimpered and melted into his grip, her eyes growing hazy as she wrapped her arms around his neck.


          “Please, Max,” she gasped against his mouth. “I need— ah!”


          He swallowed her startled gasp as he cupped her ass and shoved his two longest fingers under her shorts and straight into her tight, dripping cunt.


          Max groaned into her mouth as her pussy squeezed his fingers. He pumped into her harshly, lifting her off her feet with every thrust.


          Lizzy sucked on his tongue, smashing her body against his. He brought his thigh up between hers, grinding it into her clit. He could feel her hot wetness already soaking through her shorts and into his own.


          Max fisted the bottom of her halter tank top and pulled it over her head, entranced as her round breasts bounced free.


          “Goddammit, Lizzy,” he growled, before sucking one of her nipples into his mouth.


          He wanted her so badly that it left him shaking, and angry. Angry for every moment he’d denied himself the pleasure of touching her. Tasting her.


          It made him suck at her nipples even more fiercely, drawing moans from her as she rode his thigh and his fingers desperately.


          He felt something slide down his leg, and realized it was the steady stream of precum oozing from his throbbing dick. Even that made him angry, because he wanted to fuck every drop of what he had deep into her body.


          Max dropped his knee from between her legs and pulled his fingers from her pussy. The way her cunt clung to his fingers forced more precum from his dick.


          He spun her around and bent her over the kitchen table as he yanked her shorts and panties down her legs. He tossed them away and kicked her legs apart.


          Lizzy moaned, lifting her ass. He bent, giving in to the temptation to bite one of her plump ass cheeks, then dragged his tongue from her clit to her puckered back entrance.


          She cried out against the table’s surface, her legs shaking. He straightened to admire his bite mark on her ass before he brought his hand down in a stinging slap.


          Her soaked pussy clenched in response. He rubbed her wet folds as he leaned over her, trapping her wrists beneath his other hand.


          “Do you enjoy taunting me, Lizzy? About the boys you’ve let touch you?”


          He pushed his fingers back inside her, drawing her whimpers as he leisurely finger-fucked her. “They must not have been very good. This pussy is still almost virgin-tight, and begging to get filled.”


          Lizzy pressed her cheek against the table as she pushed out her ass to meet the shove of his fingers. “I only wanted your attention,” she gasped. “I wanted you to see me with one of them, and get jealous.”


          “Be glad I didn’t. I would have fucking killed them.”


          The churning in his gut had built up into a volcano of rage, transforming into a toxic mix with the sudden, dark need to claim her. To own her, in the basest, most primal way.


          Max ripped his shirt over his head, then tugged impatiently at his shorts until he could kick them away. He fisted his angry, painful erection, smearing precum down his shaft.


          “You’re mine, baby girl.” He lined himself up with her slick, tight hole. “And in nine months, the entire fucking world will know.”


          He pushed inside her, cursing at the sweet, too-snug heaven of her cunt.


          “Max,” Lizzy wailed, lifting her head as he filled her.


          “Fuck,” he snarled. He squeezed her hips as he began to pump into her folds. “So. Fucking. Tight. Jesus.”


          His hips sawed back and forth with his fierce thrusts. He couldn’t go slow. He couldn’t be gentle. Just the intoxicating smell of her skin and the sweet scent of her arousal left him too ravenous.


          Max slammed into her until the table began to jump across the floor. The need within him was insatiable. He needed more. More.


          He needed to feel himself even deeper inside her. So he could bury every drop of what he had deep in her fertile womb.


          He didn’t need some scientists to tell him Lizzy was fertile. He could smell it in the sweetness of her skin. Fuck, he could taste it. His senses were on fire.


          Cursing, he yanked himself away, barely registering her cry of protest as he lifted her fully onto the table. He swatted her ass cheek, grunting at the way it set her pussy clenching.


          “On your knees,” he ordered harshly.


          With a little whine, she obeyed. He slapped her ass again when she moved too slowly. When her legs were spread wide, her slick folds beckoning him, he climbed behind her and shoved himself deep.


          He laughed darkly at her low, needy moan. He smoothed his hand up her back and gripped her shoulder, bracing himself as he began to buck hard into her.


          “Yes,” Lizzy cried, her voice uneven as his pelvis smacked into her bottom.


          They were facing the glass patio doors leading down to the beach, and Max glared outside, nearly snarling, as he thrust into her.


          Whether the others returned from the beach or came through the front door, they’d be treated to a prime view of him naked and balls-deep inside the one person on this earth he should never put his dick in.


          And he wouldn’t be able to stop.


          Her delicious scent rolled off her in waves, driving him further into madness, until he hardly felt human. An angry beast writhed under his skin, and it wouldn’t be satisfied until he’d drained everything he had into her.


          “Is this what you wanted?” he growled as he pumped. “Is this the kind of attention you needed from me, baby girl?”


          “God, yes.” She sounded as lost as he felt. He’d pulled her down into this hell of lust, and now they were trapped there, together.


          Lizzy ground back on his thrusts frantically. She was so wet he felt her slippery wetness sliding down his shaft. “I need you, Max. Fuck me.”


          Her vulgar words raced down his spine like lightning, and he felt his balls drawing tight.


          “Shut that filthy mouth and take it,” he barked, slamming harder and faster into her. The table creaked beneath them.


          He dropped to his knees, covering her body with his own. His hand found her clit while he rode her into the table.


          “Oh, fuck,” she cried, her legs shaking.


          “I’m about to fill your sweet cunt until you drip with my cum,” he hissed in her ear. “Because you’re mine. And I’ll be taking you every day until you’re bred. Until your belly is round and full.”


          Lizzy screamed, coming apart around him. Her cunt clenched him so hard that his vision went dark.


          He managed a few more erratic thrusts before he shoved deep and roared, wrapping his hand in her hair to hold her still as he emptied himself deep within her.


          His climax went on endlessly, and he continued bucking into her, his cock kicking as he filled her to the brim.


          Finally, his knees buckled on a final thrust, and he had to catch himself on his hand to keep from falling atop her.


          It was only then that the frenzied haze began to clear from his mind, like clouds from a passing storm.


          An hour ago, he’d been driving in circles around town in his attempt to avoid Lizzy. Now he had her pinned under him, his softening cock still buried inside her. On the kitchen table.


          Jesus, he’d fucked up so badly.


          Max carefully withdrew from her, cum splattering the table as he stood on legs still trembling with adrenaline.


          He snatched up their discarded clothing, then gathered her up from the table. “Lizzy,” he rasped, sick with panic. Afraid to even look at her face, he took her into the spare bedroom at a near-run.


          He laid her out on the bed. “I’m sorry, baby girl. I’m so sorry.”


          Max smoothed his hands over her body, searching for bruises from his rough handling. But just a glimpse at her plump folds between her legs, dripping with his cum, had him grinding his teeth and moving away.


          He could still feel that madness under his skin, wanting to escape. Demanding he crawl atop her in bed and sink his hardening cock back inside her.


          To hold her down and plunder her, until he’d emptied himself inside her once more.


          Until the job was done.


          He shook his head, squeezing his eyes shut.


          “Max.”


          At her whisper, he looked up, frowning in confusion at her content, sated face. Lizzy pulled him down to her, wrapping her arms around his neck as she kissed him.


          A tremor ran through him at the feel of her soft lips. It wasn’t like the starving kiss he’d stolen from her downstairs, before he’d taken her like a beast. It was sweet. Full of her emotions.


          And more than a bastard like him deserved.
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