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        I was supposed to be the one in control. The master of our time together.

      

        

      
        The moment I laid eyes on my defenseless gatita, everything within me shifted. Her mere presence sang to my baser needs; she let me gorge myself on her taste—on the feel of her wrapped around me—until I became addicted.

      

        

      
        I craved the way she came alive beneath my fingertips.

      

        

      
        The way she’d let me force my will upon her tender flesh.

      

        

      
        So breakable. So trusting.

      

        

      
        She made me want things that never mattered before, that had no place within my solitary existence.

      

        

      
        But, this was never my game. I was never in charge. And now, I’m left dealing with the consequences of everything. My hunger, denial—the resentment:

      

        

      
        “I hate that I love you.”
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      Her body trembled beneath mine, yet my gatita didn’t sing for me. The mewls of pleasure she released didn’t calm me. Not one bit. Instead, they engulfed the panic that bloomed at her blatant disgust and made me feel something I hadn’t in a while.

      Loss.

      I was losing her, and couldn’t do a thing but stand back and watch it all unfold.

      She shook with the force of the hollow pleasure I withdrew from her body, empty and bare of the euphoria she usually bathed me in after I enjoyed all she had to give. That’s how her release felt as it dripped down my fingers and onto the palm of my hand.

      Vacant, like a means to an end.

      The thing is that I didn’t want this to end. I couldn’t let her fucking walk away with the one thing I never wanted to give another again. My heart.

      In that moment, while she fumbled to pull her panties off and then put her clothes on, everything became clear. I fell for her. For her quirks and silly smiles. For her supple body and beautiful soul.

      I was in love with my gatita.

      Amanda placed the small and delicate panties saturated in her essence in the middle of the bed and took a step toward the door. My hands reached out to touch her—grab her—anything but let her go. My lips opened, but the look in her eyes as she turned to face me made me pause.

      The hurt in her tone—words—hit me like a direct punch to the gut. My instincts had me almost doubled over in pain, but the fear of missing those last few moments with her held me in place.

      I should have stopped her.

      Done everything in my power to keep her from walking out, but instead, I stood frozen. Hands clenched into tight fists and breathing hard, I watched as her defeated form walked out. The hurt she radiated nearly killed me.

      How could I have broken her so?

      This couldn’t be it for us. Fuck that. I refused to believe so.

      “Amanda!” I shouted after regaining my composure. Nothing mattered to me but fixing the mess I’d created with my own stupidity. Running toward the reception area, I made mental notes of everything I needed to apologize for. What I needed to explain and make her understand.

      Problem was, she wasn’t there. Gone.

      Everyone turned at the shout of her name, and my hopes dashed at her non-reply. My next client made a move to stand, and Cynthia spoke. It didn’t register.

      With eyes glued at the spa’s entrance, I spoke. “Cancel everything.”

      “But—” Cynthia and my client began at the same time.

      I didn’t want to hear it and cut them off before they continued. “An emergency has come up, and I need to leave. Have Hunter take my next client, and everyone else needs to be canceled.”

      “Camden, listen—”

      “That wasn’t a request, Cynthia,” I spoke through clenched teeth, barely containing the ire that scorched my veins at her mere presence. “It’s an order.”

      “Right away, Camden.” There was a small tinge of hurt in her tone. I’d never been this short or rude to her. Sure, the woman got on my nerves with all the blatant flirting, but up until now, there hadn’t been anyone in my life I owed some respect to.

      There was a sudden tightness in my chest at that thought. Amanda was my someone, and now, she was gone. It suddenly became hard to breathe. I needed to get out of this fucking place and think.

      Find a way to make her listen, and get her back in my arms.

      Without another word, I turned around and began walking toward my room. The place she’d just vacated and smelled of her.

      I’d almost made it to my sanctuary when I heard him.

      “You never deserved her love.” Hunter sounded smug, satisfied by the current predicament I found myself in. Asshole. I hurt at the thought of what she must be feeling at the moment, because what I was going through was pure hell.

      Taking in a deep breath, I looked up and prayed for patience. “Not now, Knox.”

      “Is the truth too hard to swallow, Mr. Daniels?” He was taunting me, pushing me past that last thread of sanity that held me together.

      How could I have been so blind? Why couldn’t I have accepted what was now so fucking clear to see?

      My love for her poured out of me with every breath. Every thought. Every damned beat of my heart.

      Fear. That word was the bane of my existence. Goddamned emotion so controlling it made me blind. I did to her what Olivia had done to me. Used her.

      “She will never forgive you.” His words resonated deep within me and made my stomach knot.

      What if he was right? Amanda’s face as she said those parting words were filled with agony. Resolve.

      He’s fucking with you. I knew this. Recognized his game and warned him to back the fuck off, yet my doubts still lingered.

      “It’s not going to work,” I spat out from between clenched teeth. A red haze of hate overcame me with each deep inhale I took. Hate for what he stood for. What he once meant to her.

      I was also ashamed at how I’d behaved; the realization that I was no better than he was.

      Nothing helped me calm down. My breathing became harsh. With each inward pull, Amanda’s scent consumed me. She was all around me; her taste still lingered on my tongue. Her essence embedded itself into every molecule that made me human.

      Made me shake with want.

      Wasting time with him wasn’t conducive to getting my gatita back. We needed to talk. I needed to feel her close...have her take away the anxiety she’d created with her departure.

      “What isn’t going to work?” Hunter laughed. He sounded closer now. Was he that stupid? Could he not see that rattling this lion’s cage was a terrible idea?

      “Don’t fuck with me.” Turning to face him, I settled my hard gaze on him. Let him see the fury and agony I could barely contain within.

      “You can’t touch me,” he challenged, and it was the wrong fucking thing to say. Before he could utter another sound, I had him by the throat against the wall nearest to an empty massage room. “Get off!” His scream was cut off by my hand tightening around his throat. Hunter’s face began to turn red, his hands clawing at mine to let go.

      Pussy.

      “I warned you, asshole.” The words passed through my lips on a low—almost too calm—tone. “This is the last time I’ll say anything on the matter to you. She belongs to me.”

      His body thrashed against the wall he was pinned to. Hunter tried and failed, to create any room between us. His knees were blocked by mine on each attempt.

      Releasing the hold I had on him, I used my forearm across his neck to keep him in place while I cocked my fist back. One solid punch to the ribs was all it took to make him still. His body went rigid as the wind was knocked out of him.

      Putting pressure against his trachea, I leaned in and spoke menacingly. “Mine.”

      “Camden!” someone called out from behind me. “What are you doing?”

      This was not the time for this shit.

      I released the hold I had on him and turned around to face our intruder. “Hello, Mother.”

      Her perfectly sculpted brow rose, and she stared me down. “Are you insane?” I opened my mouth, but she carried on before I could unleash any venom her way. “Do you have any idea what this could do to us legally? If he...” she pointed a manicured finger at him “...decides to press—”

      “Enough,” I growled out. Her eyes widened, but her lips closed. “Hunter, leave.”

      “This isn’t over,” he vowed, and the empty threat meant shit to me. His shoulder knocked into mine with force as he made his way around me. “I came back to claim what has always—”

      “Get the fuck out.” The blood pumping through my veins seared me from the inside out. My muscles coiled, contracted as if I were a predator preparing its lethal strike. The clenching of my fists caught his eyes, and he took a step back.

      “Son, please. What’s going on?” Mom made her move to grab my arm, but I shrugged her off. I wanted no one to touch me. No one could calm the raging storm of anger and love that was erupting within me.

      Amanda could.

      “Out,” I demanded and took a step toward him.

      Hunter saw the rage in my eyes and gulped. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Daniels,” he said in a low and contrite tone. Fucker was full of it. “Please forgive me for my part in this mess.”

      “I’m sure this was all a big—” Mom began, but my angry growl cut her off mid-sentence.

      “Mom, wait for me in my office. I’ll be there in a few minutes.” She huffed and glared, but granted me my not-so-polite request.

      Once she was out of hearing range, I turned to face Hunter. “Since you have such a hard time understanding commands, I thought I might dumb a few things down for you. One, I don’t want to see you anywhere near Amanda. Two, you’re fired. Pack your shit and go.”

      “You can’t do this!” he yelled and made the mistake of getting in my face. Eye to eye we stood while he continued to spit out expletives. “This isn’t over, Camden. My family will bury yours.”

      I didn’t say a word. None were needed as my elbow came up and landed on his nose. His body fell backward, slouching down the wall at an awkward angle. The sound of approaching footsteps only caused me to hit him harder. There was a crunch, followed by his wail of pain; I didn’t stop until someone pulled me away. A gash opened on the last blow across the top of his nose.

      Blood poured, and I smiled. He had it coming.

      “Camden, please,” Mom begged as I pushed past whoever had pulled me off. “This isn’t like you.” Her cries of despair made me pause and look up at the person I’d just pushed.

      Shit.

      “I’m sorry, man.” Oliver waved me off and turned his attention over to his scared wife. They were both loyal employees, but most importantly my friends. Fuck. “Oliver, I—”

      “We’re good, Cam,” he argued while kissing his wife’s forehead. “We were heading this way looking for you and witnessed the whole thing. This is his fault, not yours.”

      “Mrs. Daniels,” Stacy interjected before I could apologize to her, “Camden tried to walk away, while Hunter pursued him. Even as he was being fired, he got in Camden’s face and threatened—”

      “What did you just say, Stacy? Hunter threatened my son?”

      Stacy nodded and came to stand beside me, squeezing my hand in silent support. Oliver stood on the other side of me as Hunter made his move to stand. He wobbled, his balance off, and his face was already beginning to swell.

      Turning her angry eyes toward Oliver, my mother spoke in an even tone. “Get him cleaned up and out of my establishment. He isn’t welcomed here anymore.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Oliver pulled a disoriented Hunter up by the collar of his shirt. Hunter protested, tried to push himself off the wall on his own, and failed. “Stop making this harder!”

      “Fuck you.” Hunter grunted, yet listened for the first time. Once Oliver had him out of the corridor and into the nearest room to clean up, Mom turned to face our other employee.

      “Stacy?”

      “Yes.”

      “Get his mother on the phone for me.”

      Stacy left without another word. The silence was deafening in the small hallway that led to all the massage rooms. I didn’t know where to begin, and from the looks of it, Mom was in shock.

      “Is she worth it?” she finally asked after a few minutes. Her stormy eyes, so much like my own, held a bit of amusement in them. That was a shocker.

      “Yes.” One word expressed the answer to every question she could’ve asked.

      “Then why are you still standing here?” Mom let out a small chuckle. She walked closer to me and caged my face in her delicate hands. “This woman has to be very special to have you react the way you just did. Not even Olivia—”

      “They can never be measured on the same scale.” It was the truth. My ex-wife was the epitome of a narcissistic bitch. Everything was about her. “I’m in love with Amanda.”

      “Then go get her.”
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      A part of me hated what she made me feel.

      Hated that she made me feel for her what Olivia never achieved in all the years we were together. What she failed at with every smile or bitchy command. This wasn’t in my plans. All I wanted from my gatita was a good time, accompanied by my devouring of her sweet pussy.

      To take until there was no more for her to give, and then walk away.

      Bullshit. I knew this too, but fuck me if I was ready to admit my defeat. Because that is what this was, my waving of that proverbial white flag while I begged her to spare me this all-consuming pain.

      Amanda Brooks was a beauty. Naturally gorgeous with her long, flowing blonde hair and clear blue eyes. She was a knockout. Simple and unassuming, there was no overdone makeup or uncomfortably tight clothes.

      Just her soft demeanor and tight body, curves that molded against my harsher lines seamlessly. If there was ever a moment in my life where I believed that there was such a thing as fate, this would be it.

      I never had control in the game we played. She pulled the strings that made me move, hunger—covet her above all else.

      Once inside my car, I leaned my head back against the headrest and let my mind wander. If I’d never gone to Rage that night we met, I wouldn’t be here. Had I never taken on the extra client because my mother wanted to play nice with the commissioner's wife, everything in my quiet world would be the same.

      My eyes closed, and my mind wandered down memory lane. It was that day all over again.
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        The night we met…

      

      

      “Are you heading out, Camden?” Cynthia called out as I walked past her. I had no idea what gave her that impression. Was it the fact that I was walking toward the door, keys in hand, or the fact that we closed almost an hour ago?

      “What are you still doing here?” I countered while turning to face her. She had changed clothing and freshened up her already heavy makeup. My eyes wandered down and toward her cleavage. Large breasts encased in an all-too-tight top; it did nothing for me.

      Cynthia giggled then, and my eyes snapped back up to her face. “Waiting on you, silly.”

      Pinching the bridge of my nose, I took in a deep inhale and tried to calm the sudden annoyance that bloomed within me. Would she ever get it? Not my fucking type.

      “Go home.” My words were abrupt. Dry. There would never be anything between us, and the sooner she learned this, the better we’d both be.

      “I thought maybe we could grab a bite to eat.” She came around the counter then, and I groaned. Not because I found what I saw arousing; it was quite the opposite. If there was one thing I hated, it was an easy woman.

      Yes, I liked eager pussy, but there was a huge difference between easy and eager. Eager meant aroused. The kind of woman that played hard to get, but once pinned beneath me, she ignited. Rode me harder than I fucked her.

      Easy is just all too willing. Makes it obvious that she would suck my cock in a crowded room if I so much as asked. There was no work in getting her naked, and that wasn’t something I enjoyed.

      Let me chase you. Corner you as a hunter does its prey and ravage you into submission.

      “No.” My response didn’t sit well with her. Cynthia was accustomed—used to receiving attention from the opposite sex. The men that came in here lusted over her, gave her gifts. With me, she had neither. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “But—”

      “Have a nice night.” I walked out without another word. It was true that I needed to find a sweet pair of long legs to wrap around my waist tonight, but they would never be hers.

      Rushing home, I thought about my situation with Cynthia a little more. There was no way things could continue as they had been. She needed to back off before someone believed her crap.

      “Fuck,” I muttered after glancing at the clock on my dashboard. It was thirty past eight, and I was meeting Oliver at Rage at ten.

      Oliver had come into my office tonight before he and his wife clocked out. Stacy was heading off to have dinner with her friends, and he didn’t feel like spending the night watching syndicated reruns of some popular TV show. So, being the nice guy that I am, I invited him out for drinks.

      He could drink while I hunted.

      Once inside my condominium, I rushed toward the shower and in my haste, left a trail of clothing throughout my living room. The water was cold when I entered, and I nearly moaned at the sensation. Very few people would ever understand just how good a cold shower on a hot summer day felt.

      Quickly, I grabbed my shampoo and washed my hair before stepping under to rinse. My cock was hard as the suds from my hair fell down my body. It’d been a while since I enjoyed the company of the opposite sex, and I was in desperate need of experiencing a release that didn’t come from my own hands.

      Fisting myself, I pumped twice in short, firm strokes. “Jesus,” I groaned and closed my eyes, enjoying the abuse I gave myself. So close. Goddammit, I could feel my balls tightening with each breath I took. One more harsh tug, and I would find another empty explosion of pleasure.

      No. Not this time.

      The next time I came, it would be inside something tight and wet. Pink and soft. I wanted to be able to stand back and see my come slowly drip out of her pussy as she trembled beneath me.

      Letting out a growl of frustration, I rushed through the rest of my shower. Once done, I got dressed in a pair of low-slung, white dress pants, plain white cotton fitted T-shirt, and on my feet a pair of all-white, classic Adidas. This was Miami, for crying aloud, and the thinner the material, the better.

      A splash of cologne and a quick ruffle of my hair, and I was out the door.

      Rage was packed as I pulled up to the valet parking area. The lines were long, and the college crowd was out in full force. As my eyes traveled down the line, the hemlines of each tiny outfit receded, much to my enjoyment.

      “Holy shit!” a soft feminine voice squeaked by the club’s entrance, and my body hummed at the sound. It sparked my curiosity, and I walked closer. There was a pull. An ache that began to take a hold of me the closer to her I got.

      She was the closest to me out of her group, and it was something I was thankful for. No one between her and me witnessed the effect she had on me.

      A warm breeze passed through us, causing her scent to swirl around me. It was sweet and fresh. Nothing overpowering like the stuff most girls her age used. I took in a deep inhale and groaned out a low, “fuck.”

      My pants grew tight, and my cock strained against the zipper. The pressure made me both excited and apprehensive. I’ve never reacted so strongly to a woman’s voice or smell. Women flocked to me, not the other way around.

      Her back was turned to me as she walked through the club’s doors. What a spectacular fucking view. Ass high and round—tight, encased in distressed denim that molded around her curves.

      There’s nothing sexier to me than when a woman is proud of her body. Tiny or plus-sized. A woman, like the one a few feet away from me, was a sinful delight. You could tell by the way she walked—her sway—that she felt desirable.

      I followed close behind, barely throwing a glance at the bouncer as I passed them by. They knew me well enough and gave me a quick head nod in greeting. Being a regular had its benefits.

      The girls stopped once within the club’s main floor, right between the dance area and bar. She was facing away from me.

      My fingers twitched beside me. Something within me needed to touch her.

      See her face. Feel her skin.

      “What’re you drinking?” the girl beside her yelled over the music. “I’m in a vodka kind of mood.”

      “With OJ?” my girl added; her hips moved to the heavy Jamaican beat pulsing through the speakers. Her voice carried over to me, and I shivered. Its tone captivated me—caressed my cock with its husky timbre.

      I wanted to hear her moan my name.

      “Is there any other way?” the first girl answered, and then turned to listen to the other two standing beside her. They spoke, but I didn’t hear a word. Most men in my position would be enjoying the view of what stood before me, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her.

      My body was in tune with hers. My cock throbbed for her pussy.

      Standing off to the side, I watched while they made their way toward the VIP section of the club. Her hips swayed deliciously from side to side, the plumpness of her ass calling my name with each tiny step she took. She sauntered toward the empty table with a reserved sign and sat down.

      “Gatita,” I whispered low, and took a step closer.

      “Who are you calling a little pussy cat?” Oliver stood beside me now with an amused expression on his face. When the fuck did he get here? “A few minutes ago.”

      “Was I speaking aloud?”

      “No,” he answered, “the look on your face said it all.”

      I ignored him and took a step closer, but his hand on my arm made me pause. “What?” My tone held annoyance; he was standing in the way of my latest craving. Turning back to look at him, I raised a brow and signaled toward his hand over my forearm.

      Oliver released me and held his hands up. “Where are you going?”

      Good question. What was I doing?

      “No clue.” And it was the truth. There was a lure I felt—a fascination I needed to fuck out of my system, preferably with her.

      It was as the last syllable passed through my lips that the unthinkable happened. She turned—my gatita faced me and smiled toward the bar. That innocent move fucked up every preconceived notion of what I thought my life should be.

      Was it love? Fuck and no. I don’t believe in that at first sight crap. There was something there, though, lust being the predominant emotion. It enticed me into seeking her out.

      A low growl escaped my lips as she pulled her face away and turned to listen to her friend. My eyes devoured every inch and curve it could, from the poutiness of her lips to the swell of her perfect breasts.

      “Stop being a pussy and go talk to her,” Oliver deadpanned, and for a second, I snapped out of whatever trance she had me under. He looked beyond excited over whatever was happening to me. Fucker.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Evasion was the key in this matter. He’d seen enough.

      Oliver let out a deep belly laugh, loud enough to draw attention our way. “Bullshit.”

      “Wait a minute,” my gatita hissed and slammed her hand on the tabletop. “Is that what…fuck! Did you see Hunter?”

      Her angry voice pulled my attention her way once again. Who the fuck was Hunter? Why did she look so upset at the mere mention of his name?

      Why did I care?

      The group spoke in heated whispers. They were trying to calm her down by the way they each smiled or patted her back. She didn’t care for any of it and stood up to leave. “You’re right. Fuck him. Hunter will not ruin my night.”

      Her irate disposition only made her hotter in my eyes.

      Angry sex was the best kind of sex.

      They applauded, following behind her to the dance floor. Her body moved to the beat, a slow, sensual roll of her hips that caught the eyes of a few men. Irritation bloomed within me at the sight of so many lusting over what I’d claimed as mine.

      Is that what I did? Fuck, yes. If anyone was leaving with that beauty tonight, it would be me.

      Then I saw her sad face, and my plans changed.

      I stood up, not caring one bit for what Oliver would witness. Something within me screamed to go to her. Make whatever he did a distant memory. My chair scraped against the club’s floor, and the people around us turned to look. Not one fuck was given over the spectacle I was creating.

      She needed to be in my arms. I’d make everything better.

      “One so beautiful should never wear such a sad expression.”
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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