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Anthony Gallo has always been an egotistical womanizer. Women throw themselves at him, and
he has no remorse in taking what they offered. He thinks he is God's gift to women...until he
meets the one woman he can't have.Maxine isn't looking for love, but the handsome man with
the smug smile, rock-hard body, and tattooed skin has her second-guessing her decision to
never say I do.No matter how hard she tries to push Anthony away, he is relentless in his pursuit
of her heart and her body.But Max has a secret so big it jeopardizes everything...including their
love.This is Anthony's story. His downfall. His salvation.Read the entire Men of Inked
series:Throttle Me (Book 1)Hook Me (Book 2)Resist Me (Book 3)Uncover Me (Book 4)Without
Me (Book 5)Honor Me (Book 6)Worship Me (Book 7)
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hero.1ANTHONYI’d led a selfish existence.I’d never hidden that fact.Pussy was the name of the
game. I wanted it without attachment or complication. Getting women was never a problem for
me, but keeping them away after they’d had their first taste became harder over the years. I was
a male slut and fucking proud of it. Every pussy was so spectacular in its uniqueness that I
couldn’t imagine settling down and fucking the same woman every day.Watching my siblings fall
in love over the last couple of years didn’t soften my heart. They changed during that time,
growing soft in my opinion. My brothers, whom I’d always thought were tough, became a pile of
pussy-whipped humanity in a short time. Their badassness went down a couple of notches in my
mind.It’s not women who ultimately change someone, but they affect the actions of the person
they love. Why would I want to be different?I liked who I was.Fuck, I loved myself.I wouldn’t
apologize. I didn’t need to be changed.Perfection’s pretty hard to top.I steered clear of anything
that resembled a relationship, including fucking a chick more than a couple of times.
Relationships were for pussies or lonely-ass people who needed to feel complete. I wasn’t them
—the weaker people in the world who craved their second half.Relationships weren’t for me. I
loved my time alone, and I wasn’t needy enough to require someone to constantly reaffirm how
awesome I was. I just needed to look in the mirror, which was a hell of a lot cheaper. Why would I
pay for a compliment, whether it was with dates or a fee of the heart, when women openly hurled
catcalls in my direction?Was I cocky? Quite simply, the answer is yes. I had every reason to be.



Besides having a plethora of pussy offered to me on a silver platter, I was the complete package.
I was handsome and wealthy and could fuck for hours.My days were spent tattooing clients at
my family’s tattoo parlor, Inked. During my free time, I sang. I wasn’t a rock star by any means. It
was a dream I had, one I’d been striving to make real since I was a kid. The years had slipped by.
Now that I was older, I thought of it as more of a hobby and enduring passion than a personal
goal.The one thing that singing had given me was an unending stream of pussy. It was like a
buffet every night. Women of all colors and sizes offered themselves to me. What man on the
planet with a functioning cock would turn that down? Not me—I wasn’t stupid.My upbringing was
Italian Catholic. My parents didn’t practice their faith weekly, but it always lurked in the
background. When I was a kid, my mother would say, “Don’t do that or you’ll go to hell, Anthony.”
We all learned to ignore her, and eventually, she dropped the self-righteous bullshit.I had known
I was different since before I could talk; I liked that term more than “special.” Being the oldest
male had its perks. The worry of many families is the name—would it be carried on? When I was
born, the worry vanished. I thanked God every day for three brothers to take that stress off me.
Without them, it would have been hopeless. Children weren’t in the cards for me. Unless they
were the illegitimate type born from a night of passion. Daddy material I was not.Was I a good
person? I thought I was. My family meant everything to me. Family, pussy, and work were my top
priorities—and in that order too.Nothing else mattered.Women came and went.Time
passed.Everything and everyone had changed, yet I tried to remain the same.I sank my teeth
into life, holding on to the bitch like everything depended on it.The one thing I’d learned was that,
no matter how hard I tried to fight the inevitable, it would sneak up on me when least
expected.The second I let my guard down and released the hold I had on life… What was my
award for such carelessness?A love so spectacular and heart-wrenching that it threw me for a
loop. God had to be playing a wicked trick on me. I’d bet he was laughing his ass off the entire
time it played out and sucked me in deeper every day.When I was in too deep to escape, my
greatest fears became reality.This is my story.My downfall.My salvation.And my love.2THE
BEGINNING OF THE ENDI propped myself up on the bar, studying the only woman who hadn’t
bothered to make eye contact with me. Not even a smile or a sideways glance. Nothing.“What’s
your name, beautiful?” I asked, trying to get her attention.Her body inched away as she turned
her head to look away from me.What the fuck was her problem?I stole a quick glance at the
mirror behind the bar. My hair was perfect, just the right amount of stubble was on my face, and
my smile was killer. I shrugged and called the bartender over. I needed something cool and
smooth after the set.Singing tonight had set my throat on fire. The change of season wreaked
havoc on my system. Even though it had been difficult to sing tonight, it had given me the
greatest high. There was nothing like standing on stage and belting out a song that meant so
much to me.“Double Grand Marnier, please,” I told the bartender when he came to a stop in front
of me.He nodded and headed to the other end of the bar.“Can I buy you a drink?” I asked the
woman, who was still ignoring me.“No,” she replied without giving me the light of day.Well, damn.
Talk about a cold shoulder.As the bartender placed the drink in front of me, I motioned to her



drink.“She’ll take another too.”She turned toward me and glared. “I said I didn’t want a
drink.”“Um,” the bartender said as he looked between us.“She’ll take another.” I lifted my chin to
him, giving him the go-ahead for the drink. “Let me buy a beautiful woman a drink. You look like
you could use one.” I cocked my head, raising an eyebrow as I threw down the challenge.“I don’t
take drinks from strangers.”“I’m Anthony.” I held my hand out, waiting for her to touch me.She
glanced at my hand before returning her eyes to my face. “Not interested.” She wasn’t going to
make this easy.“I didn’t offer anything but an introduction and a handshake.”“Listen,” she said,
crossing her arms over her chest.“Yes?” I repeated her actions, feeling a bit playful. Maybe it was
her shitty attitude, but I was ready for whatever she had to throw at me.We stared each other
down. I didn’t know what was running through her mind, but I took the opportunity to soak her in.
Exotic is the word I’d use to describe her. The rich, caramel color of her skin was darker than any
member of the Gallo family. It was smooth and blemish-free, and it glistened like silk in the club
lighting. My fingers itched to touch it. I wondered if it felt as soft as it looked.Her eyes were dark,
almost black in the dim lighting or the bar. I wanted to stare into them and see them in the light.
In the sunlight, did they show hints of gold and specks of brown? Or did they sparkle as the sun
hit them? They fit her face perfectly and sat above her high cheekbones and luscious lips.She
reminded me of Keshia Knight Pulliam, the sexy actress who cracked me up in that Madea
movie. I remembered watching her as a child when she was Rudy on The Cosby Show. She was
a dead ringer for her, and if I didn’t know better, they could’ve been twins.Her lips were large and
full. They looked like they had been made for kissing and nothing else. The red lip gloss
shimmered in the light, the spots of glitter sparkling. It was like a beacon calling me home and
begging for my mouth.My eyes drifted down, and I noticed the way her arms pushed her tits up
in the air. The V-neck T-shirt she wore showed the perfect amount of cleavage. Not enough to be
trashy, but enough to entice. I was a tits man. Wait. That’s a lie. I was an ass man. Fuck. Who was
I kidding? I loved every part of a woman. I could never pick one over another. I wanted the whole
package.“Up here,” she demanded.When I looked up, one shoulder had dropped and her glare
had been replaced by a scowl.“I’m waiting.” I grinned.“For what?” Her lips formed into a firm line
and not even a twitch crossed over them.She was tough. I’d give her that much.“Your name.” I
reached for my drink without looking. I needed to maintain eye contact or I’d lose any ground I
had won. I knew it wasn’t much, but she was no longer ignoring me.“If I give it to you, will you
leave me alone?” Her hands dropped to her sides as her glare disappeared.“I can’t promise
anything, but it’ll make things go smoother if I know who I’m speaking to.” I took a sip, letting the
drink coat my throat. The scratchiness of earlier turned into something entirely different, relieving
the strain.“You’re all the same.” She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Why can’t a girl come to a bar
and have a drink in peace without being hounded?”I took another sip, thinking about my
response as I studied her. Before I could reply, she grabbed her martini and placed the glass to
her lips. Fuck, I wished I were the glass. I wanted to taste her more than I wanted the tequila that
lingered on my tongue.“First, if you want to have a drink in peace, you need to go to Applebee’s.
You don’t come to the Ritz for a nightcap. Also, you don’t have your tits hanging out if you don’t



want the attention of a man. You can’t look like that”—I motioned toward her body—“and expect
not to be hit on.”She squared her shoulders as she set her drink back on the bar. If looks could
kill, I’d be dead. “Just because I have on a T-shirt doesn’t mean I want to fuck. I live nearby and
there isn’t an Applebee’s for miles. This is within walking distance and it’s where I want to drink. I
don’t know if you’re clueless or just don’t give a shit, but when someone turns their back on you
and refuses to answer your questions, it means they don’t want to be bothered.” She reached for
her drink and held my eyes. “You need to get the fuck over yourself.”Oh my God. I think I’m in
love.Well, not really. But fuck, she had my full attention. Rarely did a woman treat me like shit,
and for once, I found it refreshing. Her attitude reminded me a little of my sister, Izzy. She wasn’t
known for being warm and fuzzy, but she was my best friend.“Meow,” I blurted, unable to stop
the sound before it left my lips. The one thing I knew was that it would piss her off more.“You are
an asshole,” she hissed, glaring at me as she sipped her drink.I smiled, thinking at least she
hadn’t thrown her drink on me. “I know I am.” I laughed. I knew I was a dick. I’d never claimed to
be the nicest guy, but having someone point out what I already knew made me laugh. “So,
what’s your name?”“Kitty.”“Now I know you’re fucking with me.” I couldn’t help myself as my
laughter grew louder. Not only was she the most beautiful woman in the bar, she was funny and
had one hell of an attitude.“I am, but you can call me Kitty Meow.” She grinned and arched an
eyebrow.“I love petting a beautiful pussy,” I purred, moving a little closer to her, “cat.”“You’re truly
a sick fuck, man.”“Anthony,” I responded, wanting to hear her say my name.She moved closer,
just as I had. Our bodies were close enough that I caught a whiff of her perfume. The muskiness
with a hint of flower made my head a bit dizzy. I wanted to inhale her, fill my senses with her, but I
thought that would be pushing the envelope. No one ever said that I was a pansy.“Thanks for the
drink, Anthony.”I didn’t waste the opportunity. I moved my face close to her neck and inhaled
deeply. Closing my eyes, I let the scent fill my lungs. It was heavenly and made me want to see if
she tasted as good as she smelled.“You’re welcome, Kitty Cat.”She drifted away just as my lips
were reaching for the flesh of her neck.“Fuck,” I mumbled, missing the opportunity to lick her
bronzed skin.“Not happening, Tony.” She shook her head, grabbed her drink, and polished it off.
“You have a good night.” Then she set her glass down on the bar and picked up her purse.As
she turned to leave, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward me. I felt the jolt of electricity that
passed between us at the simple touch.“You can’t leave yet.”She looked at my hand and then to
me. I couldn’t tell, but I bet she felt it too. That lightning that rarely strikes, the thing we all search
for. A spark.“Give me one good reason,” she said, her eyes drifting back to where we were
connected.“I’m not done with you.” It wasn’t the best line I’d ever given, but I had been thrown by
the unexpected zing I’d felt when touching her.“Well, I’m done with you.”But the funny thing is,
she didn’t pull away. When a woman was truly not interested, they’d try to get away or slap me in
the face. It had happened once. Only one time in my life had a woman turned me down. I chalked
it up to the fact that she was probably into pussy more than cock. Why else would she have said
no?“No, you’re not.” I brought my lips within an inch of hers. “You know you’re not. Don’t you feel
it?”“You’re delusional as well as an asshole.” Her eyes sparkled. The hint of possibility wasn’t lost



on me.I tightened my grip, but not enough to hurt her. Then I pulled her close enough that I could
feel her breath on my face. “Tell me you don’t feel it?”“I don’t.” She glared at me and lied through
her fucking teeth.“Why aren’t you pulling away then, Kitty?” I asked, knowing she felt it every bit
as much as I did. I didn’t want to be with another human being on this planet, and I’d bet neither
did she.As soon as I asked, she tried to tug her arm away, but I kept my hold on her. She didn’t
make me believe she meant it.“I don’t know how you’ll react if I do.”“Liar,” I teased, releasing her
wrist but keeping my body close. “Let me buy you one more drink, and if you still think I’m an
asshole, I’ll leave you alone forever.”She didn’t answer right away, looking between the door and
me. When her eyes locked on to mine, she finally answered, “Okay. If that’s what it takes to get
you to leave me alone forever.” Then she shrugged, set her purse back on the bar, and sat down
on the stool. Raising her hand, she motioned to the bartender, holding up two fingers.She wasn’t
going to make it easy on me. I’d have to work for it. My mother always told me that the best things
in life needed to be earned and not given.“So, what do you do, Kitty?” I asked, genuinely
interested in more than her body. I wanted to know the woman. What made her tick? More
importantly, why was she so damn pissy when it came to me?“I’m a personal stylist,” she replied,
keeping her eyes focused on the bartender.“So, like, you pick out clothes for other people?” I
asked, surprised at her answer. It wasn’t that she didn’t look the part, but jeans and a T-shirt
weren’t the attire I’d think a stylist would be caught dead in.“Yes. I help with their entire look.”As
the drinks were set in front of us, I slid a twenty across the bar and settled the bill. “You shop for a
living?”“Yes,” she answered as she lifted her drink.I’d hoped for more than curt answers, but felt
that nothing would be easy. Maybe the more liquor I got into her system, the easier it would all
become.I must’ve looked surprised, because she asked, “Shocked?”I tilted my head and studied
her. “Not entirely. You have the look of a fashionista, but I wouldn’t expect you to be caught dead
in jeans.”“Fashionista? I hate that word.” She raised an eyebrow. “Are you sure you’re not gay,
Tony?”I closed my eyes, and inhaled before opening them. I wouldn’t let her get me worked up.
She was baiting me, and if I weren’t careful, she’d accomplish her goal.“Honey, if you give me
the chance, I’ll prove how wrong that question is.”She chuckled. A full-on laugh bubbled out of
her as she tipped her head back. The sound was magical. When she let her guard down and
showed happiness, she was even more beautiful.“In your dreams.”“I think you’re the one who’s
gay, Kitty Cat. Maybe you prefer the purr over a good prick any day.”“You couldn’t be more wrong.
I love a beautiful cock more than most women, but I don’t like the ones that are attached to an
asshole.”“You wound me,” I said, laying my hand across my chest. “You don’t even know me.”“I’ve
known many guys like you. You think you’re entitled to everything. You get what you want. Girls
fall at your feet. You’ve spent your life drowning in pussy and throwing women away like trash.”I
took a heavy gulp of my Grand Marnier and thought about her response. In all honesty, she
wasn’t wrong. Would I admit that to her? Fuck no!“I’ve never thrown a woman away like a piece
of trash.”“Uh huh,” she snorted as she crossed her legs.Out of nowhere, I heard a voice call my
name. Fuck. Now wasn’t the time for Candy to have found me. Candy wasn’t the best example of
how I treated women. She had never been my girlfriend, but I had fucked her a couple of times



over the last year. I’d say that it was a lack of judgment or maybe too much alcohol, but the girl
sucked a mean dick.“Anthony,” she sang as she sauntered up to us.I closed my eyes, praying
that I had imagined her. When I felt her fingers tangle in my hair, I froze.“Anthony, I’ve been
looking for you. Where ya been?” Her finger traced my ear.As I opened my eyes, I saw the cocky
“I was so fucking right about you” look on Kitty’s face.I pulled Candy’s hand away from my face
and pushed her backward. “Candy, I’m busy right now.”“But baby,” she whined, as she zeroed in
on Kitty, “I thought we were going to spend the night together.”I shook my head and let go of my
grip on her. “No, Candy. We’re not. I told you that last time. You need to move on.”“But,” she
repeated as her mouth gaped open.“Move along, Candy. I’m sure one of the other guys would
love to spend some time with you,” I said, trying to get her to leave me the fuck alone and find a
new victim.“I don’t want them, though. They’re not as much fun as you.” She pouted, clutching
her hands in front of her as she stared at the ground.“Candy, I said no. I’m busy here with Kitty.
Can you please excuse us?” Hey, I had tried to be nice, but I thought I’d just gotten a check mark
for being a total dick.When I glanced at Kitty, she was grinning and giving me the “I told ya so”
look. For fuck’s sake, Candy had ruined any headway I’d made.“You’re a total asshole, Anthony
Gallo. Your voice sounded like shit tonight. I’m going to find someone with a dick bigger than a
hot dog. You suck,” she hissed before she stormed off.At that point, Kitty broke into hysterics.
She covered her face with her hands and laughed and laughed.“Hardy, har, har, Kitty,” I said,
joining in on the laughter.It was my curse in life that shit happened at the most inopportune time.
Candy was the perfect case in point.“She proved my point perfectly. You are an asshole.” She
chuckled harder, enjoying herself and my misery.“You’re wrong about me. I’ve been a jerk, but if I
were a true asshole, I would’ve gone with Candy and left you here at the bar.”Her laughter
faltered at my response. In the old days, or maybe yesterday, I would’ve walked off with Candy. I
would’ve taken her backstage, let her suck me off, and walked away a happy man.“Well, you
should’ve gone with her. She seems like a sure thing. I’m just trying to get through the next ten
minutes and then I’m out. Forever.” She smiled, wiping the tears that had formed in her
eyes.“You’ll change your mind, Kitty Cat.” I smiled, moving the stool closer to her and sitting. “So,
tell me why you’re so cold?”“I’m not cold,” she said as she squared her shoulders in a defensive
posture.“Yes, you are. Why do you hate me so much?”“I told you already. I’ve known too many
men like you.”“Maybe I’m different. Maybe I want to know you. You may be the one who changes
my view on women.”“That’s never going to happen. I’m not the one.” She shook her head and let
her body relax.“Kitty, throw me a bone here, woman. I’ve never had to try so hard before. Really,
why do you hate me?”“I don’t hate you. I just don’t have time for you, Tony.”“What’s that
supposed to mean? You’re too busy with your career to fit me in?”“I don’t have time in my life in
general to fit you in. I don’t need the complication in my life. I have enough shit to deal with to
listen to your bullshit for more than ten minutes. Life is too short to waste on relationships and
men.”“Whoa. Wait a minute. I never said anything about a relationship. Maybe we can be
friends?”“Not going to happen.”“Why not?” I asked. I mean, what the fuck? Why couldn’t we be
friends? In my version of friendship, I’d have her out of her panties, which I was sure were lace,



in less than thirty minutes.“I have enough friends. I don’t need more.”“Everybody could use more
friends.”“I’m sure Candy could use one right now,” she sneered.“Fuck Candy.”“You have.” She
burst into laughter again.“Smartass,” I growled.I brushed my fingertips down the top of her arm.
Her skin did feel like silk. My eyes hadn’t betrayed me. Now that my hands were satisfied, I
wanted to run my tongue along it and see if it tasted as I had imagined. It had to. It fucking had
to.“What are you doing?” she asked as she looked down at my hand, which was still touching
hers as goose bumps covered her skin.“Confirming something.”“And that would be?”“Seeing if
you felt it too.”“I don’t know what you mean.”As my hand moved back up her arm, I grazed her
breast. She sucked in a breath. I had her. She could deny it all she wanted, but she wanted me.
All the sass and bullshit coming out of her mouth was just talk. Her body couldn’t hide what she
truly felt.“Kitty,” I whispered, moving my face closer to hers. “Tell me you don’t feel it.”“I don’t,” she
replied, her eyes growing wider the closer I got.“You don’t?” I asked as I hovered over her lips.“I
don’t.”I gave her a quick kiss.“And this?” I asked as I gave her another peck. “Or that?”The third
time I placed my lips on hers, I kept them there. Her breathing changed as her mouth molded to
mine. After sliding my hand up her arm, I held her neck and swiped my thumb along her jaw
line.The taste of the alcohol on her lips mixed with her gloss made my mouth water. Maybe it
was all in my head, but I wanted her more than I had ever wanted another thing in my life. I licked
at the seam of her lips as she kissed me, begging for entrance. Surprisingly, she accepted,
parting her lips and allowing entry.The tiny victory made me happy. Out of all of my previous
conquests, none of them had given me a greater sense of satisfaction than that moment with
Kitty.When she finally touched me, resting her hand on my forearm, I felt the spark ignite
something inside me. The kiss had sizzled, but another connection, her reciprocating my touch,
caused a detonation of tiny shocks across my entire body.I had to have her.I wouldn’t accept no
for an answer.Nothing would make me stop until I had her at least once.As she squeezed my
arm, my cock roared to life. The ache grew unbearable with each swipe of my tongue and her
grip on my arm. When I finally pulled my mouth away from hers, she whispered, “Fuck.”My work
here was done. Even though she thought I was an asshole, she felt it too. She couldn’t deny it
any longer. Her mouth could move, but she’d be feeding me lines of bullshit.“You felt it.” I smiled,
keeping my hand on her neck.She didn’t try to detach herself from me as her eyes fluttered open
and she looked at me—really looked at me. For the first time tonight, her eyes were soft.“I can’t,”
she replied, and averted her eyes.“Kitty, you can’t say that after what you just felt, what I just felt.”
I shook my head, tightening my grip on her neck. “I’ve never experienced that before with
anyone. You can’t shut me out.”Her hand moved away from my arm like I had just burned her. “I
just can’t.” She pushed on my chest with both hands, trying to put distance between us.“Why
not?” I asked, ready to argue the point. I wasn’t going to allow her to give up that easily.“Let me
go,” she demanded, shoving me away.“Kitty,” I begged, trying to keep our connection.
“Please.”“Get your hands off my damn sister!” a deep voice yelled from behind her.I froze and
peered over her shoulder. Fuck. Just what I didn’t need. A brother. A big brother. A brother
brother. Not like “hey, man, this is my brother,” but “hey, this is my big-ass brother and he’s going



to kick your white-boy ass.”Goddamn it.“I’m not going to say it again. Get your hands off Maxine.
She asked you nicely to let her go, but I’m not going to be so damn kind.”“Maxine?” I asked,
finally learning her name, although it wasn’t the way I had wanted to hear it.“Please let me go,”
she insisted with tears in her eyes.I stared at her, not liking that I had caused her distress. “Okay,
man, but only because she asked and not you.” I released my hand, letting her move away.She
scurried out of my reach.“Let’s get you home, Max,” he said to her.Max. She had a tough name. It
fit her perfectly. This couldn’t be the end. I didn’t want it to be. There was no way in hell I’d let her
out of here without at least getting her phone number.“Max,” I said, holding out my hand to her.
“See me again?”Before she could answer, her brother stepped between us. He was at least six
inches taller than I was. He was a beast. He’d give any of my brothers a run for their money, but
I’d never been a pussy. I never backed down from a fight. Hell, I’d thrown punches over small shit.
Max was worth the risk.“She doesn’t want anything to do with you,” he stated as he stared down
at me.“I think she can answer for herself,” I replied, moving into his personal space.“Denzel,” she
said, placing her hand on his arm. “Let’s just go.”“Wait!” I yelled, not ready to say goodbye.“Come
on, Max. This fool isn’t worth your time and I don’t feel like spending the night in jail again for
assault.”Fuck me.If I didn’t know better, I’d think he was a Gallo. Although I wanted to fight him
just to show that I was worthy, I knew it wasn’t the way. If some dickhead was fucking with Izzy,
getting in a fistfight with any of my brothers wasn’t the way to win her heart. I couldn’t let my
temper and need for her cloud my judgment.“I’m ready,” she said as she reached for her purse.I
clenched my hands at my sides, and it took everything in me not to reach out to her.Without
another word, Max and Denzel turned and headed for the door.“Turn and look at me,” I repeated
over and over as I watched her stroll toward the exit. I held my breath, waiting for it.Before she
disappeared through the doorway, she turned and gave me one quick glance before vanishing in
the shadow of her brother.I sucked in a breath, feeling like I’d been hit by a ton of bricks. Never in
my life had I experienced something so powerful. To have it ripped away from me so fast and
without any warning hurt like hell.This wasn’t the end.It couldn’t be.I wouldn’t give up on finding
her again.I needed to know her.I craved her.The feel of her skin, the way her mouth tasted—
they’d left me wanting more. And I never gave up on something I wanted. Not without a
fight.3EVADE AND CAPTUREI spent the next two Friday nights at the Ritz hoping to run into
Max. Instead, I ran into Candy.Again, I explained to her that I wasn’t interested. If Maxine walked
in and saw me with Candy, everything would be shot to hell. Candy was a persistent little thing,
but I did my best to rid myself of her.On the third Friday night, I finished my drink and headed for
the door. It was another night wasted, ending in failure. Tucking my hands in my pockets, I
walked down the sidewalk toward the parking garage. Ybor City was busier than normal tonight.
People lined the streets, filling the tiny café tables outside. The lights over the street twinkled,
and there was energy to the area I’d often missed after a night of playing a gig. Usually, by the
time I walked out of the Ritz, the only thing I cared about was getting home. I didn’t stop to take
in my surroundings.As I walked by the Corona King, something made me stop. When I turned
toward the tables, I saw her.Maxine was sitting toward the back, near the doors, nursing a beer.



She didn’t see me as she was typing on her phone, oblivious to the world.Staying out of her line
of sight, I walked the outside edge of the tables and headed straight for her. It might have been
my only chance to talk to her again. I wasn’t going to let it slip past me.WITHOUT MECHELLE
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hero.1ANTHONYI’d led a selfish existence.I’d never hidden that fact.Pussy was the name of the
game. I wanted it without attachment or complication. Getting women was never a problem for
me, but keeping them away after they’d had their first taste became harder over the years. I was
a male slut and fucking proud of it. Every pussy was so spectacular in its uniqueness that I
couldn’t imagine settling down and fucking the same woman every day.Watching my siblings fall
in love over the last couple of years didn’t soften my heart. They changed during that time,
growing soft in my opinion. My brothers, whom I’d always thought were tough, became a pile of
pussy-whipped humanity in a short time. Their badassness went down a couple of notches in my
mind.It’s not women who ultimately change someone, but they affect the actions of the person
they love. Why would I want to be different?I liked who I was.Fuck, I loved myself.I wouldn’t
apologize. I didn’t need to be changed.Perfection’s pretty hard to top.I steered clear of anything
that resembled a relationship, including fucking a chick more than a couple of times.
Relationships were for pussies or lonely-ass people who needed to feel complete. I wasn’t them
—the weaker people in the world who craved their second half.Relationships weren’t for me. I
loved my time alone, and I wasn’t needy enough to require someone to constantly reaffirm how
awesome I was. I just needed to look in the mirror, which was a hell of a lot cheaper. Why would I
pay for a compliment, whether it was with dates or a fee of the heart, when women openly hurled
catcalls in my direction?Was I cocky? Quite simply, the answer is yes. I had every reason to be.
Besides having a plethora of pussy offered to me on a silver platter, I was the complete package.
I was handsome and wealthy and could fuck for hours.My days were spent tattooing clients at
my family’s tattoo parlor, Inked. During my free time, I sang. I wasn’t a rock star by any means. It
was a dream I had, one I’d been striving to make real since I was a kid. The years had slipped by.
Now that I was older, I thought of it as more of a hobby and enduring passion than a personal
goal.The one thing that singing had given me was an unending stream of pussy. It was like a
buffet every night. Women of all colors and sizes offered themselves to me. What man on the



planet with a functioning cock would turn that down? Not me—I wasn’t stupid.My upbringing was
Italian Catholic. My parents didn’t practice their faith weekly, but it always lurked in the
background. When I was a kid, my mother would say, “Don’t do that or you’ll go to hell, Anthony.”
We all learned to ignore her, and eventually, she dropped the self-righteous bullshit.I had known
I was different since before I could talk; I liked that term more than “special.” Being the oldest
male had its perks. The worry of many families is the name—would it be carried on? When I was
born, the worry vanished. I thanked God every day for three brothers to take that stress off me.
Without them, it would have been hopeless. Children weren’t in the cards for me. Unless they
were the illegitimate type born from a night of passion. Daddy material I was not.Was I a good
person? I thought I was. My family meant everything to me. Family, pussy, and work were my top
priorities—and in that order too.Nothing else mattered.Women came and went.Time
passed.Everything and everyone had changed, yet I tried to remain the same.I sank my teeth
into life, holding on to the bitch like everything depended on it.The one thing I’d learned was that,
no matter how hard I tried to fight the inevitable, it would sneak up on me when least
expected.The second I let my guard down and released the hold I had on life… What was my
award for such carelessness?A love so spectacular and heart-wrenching that it threw me for a
loop. God had to be playing a wicked trick on me. I’d bet he was laughing his ass off the entire
time it played out and sucked me in deeper every day.When I was in too deep to escape, my
greatest fears became reality.This is my story.My downfall.My salvation.And my
love.1ANTHONY1ANTHONY11ANTHONYI’d led a selfish existence.I’d never hidden that
fact.Pussy was the name of the game. I wanted it without attachment or complication. Getting
women was never a problem for me, but keeping them away after they’d had their first taste
became harder over the years. I was a male slut and fucking proud of it. Every pussy was so
spectacular in its uniqueness that I couldn’t imagine settling down and fucking the same woman
every day.Watching my siblings fall in love over the last couple of years didn’t soften my heart.
They changed during that time, growing soft in my opinion. My brothers, whom I’d always
thought were tough, became a pile of pussy-whipped humanity in a short time. Their
badassness went down a couple of notches in my mind.It’s not women who ultimately change
someone, but they affect the actions of the person they love. Why would I want to be different?I
liked who I was.Fuck, I loved myself.I wouldn’t apologize. I didn’t need to be
changed.Perfection’s pretty hard to top.I steered clear of anything that resembled a relationship,
including fucking a chick more than a couple of times. Relationships were for pussies or lonely-
ass people who needed to feel complete. I wasn’t them—the weaker people in the world who
craved their second half.Relationships weren’t for me. I loved my time alone, and I wasn’t needy
enough to require someone to constantly reaffirm how awesome I was. I just needed to look in
the mirror, which was a hell of a lot cheaper. Why would I pay for a compliment, whether it was
with dates or a fee of the heart, when women openly hurled catcalls in my direction?Was I
cocky? Quite simply, the answer is yes. I had every reason to be. Besides having a plethora of
pussy offered to me on a silver platter, I was the complete package. I was handsome and



wealthy and could fuck for hours.My days were spent tattooing clients at my family’s tattoo
parlor, Inked. During my free time, I sang. I wasn’t a rock star by any means. It was a dream I
had, one I’d been striving to make real since I was a kid. The years had slipped by. Now that I
was older, I thought of it as more of a hobby and enduring passion than a personal goal.The one
thing that singing had given me was an unending stream of pussy. It was like a buffet every night.
Women of all colors and sizes offered themselves to me. What man on the planet with a
functioning cock would turn that down? Not me—I wasn’t stupid.My upbringing was Italian
Catholic. My parents didn’t practice their faith weekly, but it always lurked in the background.
When I was a kid, my mother would say, “Don’t do that or you’ll go to hell, Anthony.” We all
learned to ignore her, and eventually, she dropped the self-righteous bullshit.I had known I was
different since before I could talk; I liked that term more than “special.” Being the oldest male had
its perks. The worry of many families is the name—would it be carried on? When I was born, the
worry vanished. I thanked God every day for three brothers to take that stress off me. Without
them, it would have been hopeless. Children weren’t in the cards for me. Unless they were the
illegitimate type born from a night of passion. Daddy material I was not.Was I a good person? I
thought I was. My family meant everything to me. Family, pussy, and work were my top priorities
—and in that order too.Nothing else mattered.Women came and went.Time passed.Everything
and everyone had changed, yet I tried to remain the same.I sank my teeth into life, holding on to
the bitch like everything depended on it.The one thing I’d learned was that, no matter how hard I
tried to fight the inevitable, it would sneak up on me when least expected.The second I let my
guard down and released the hold I had on life… What was my award for such carelessness?A
love so spectacular and heart-wrenching that it threw me for a loop. God had to be playing a
wicked trick on me. I’d bet he was laughing his ass off the entire time it played out and sucked
me in deeper every day.When I was in too deep to escape, my greatest fears became
reality.This is my story.My downfall.My salvation.And my love.2THE BEGINNING OF THE ENDI
propped myself up on the bar, studying the only woman who hadn’t bothered to make eye
contact with me. Not even a smile or a sideways glance. Nothing.“What’s your name, beautiful?” I
asked, trying to get her attention.Her body inched away as she turned her head to look away
from me.What the fuck was her problem?I stole a quick glance at the mirror behind the bar. My
hair was perfect, just the right amount of stubble was on my face, and my smile was killer. I
shrugged and called the bartender over. I needed something cool and smooth after the
set.Singing tonight had set my throat on fire. The change of season wreaked havoc on my
system. Even though it had been difficult to sing tonight, it had given me the greatest high. There
was nothing like standing on stage and belting out a song that meant so much to me.“Double
Grand Marnier, please,” I told the bartender when he came to a stop in front of me.He nodded
and headed to the other end of the bar.“Can I buy you a drink?” I asked the woman, who was still
ignoring me.“No,” she replied without giving me the light of day.Well, damn. Talk about a cold
shoulder.As the bartender placed the drink in front of me, I motioned to her drink.“She’ll take
another too.”She turned toward me and glared. “I said I didn’t want a drink.”“Um,” the bartender



said as he looked between us.“She’ll take another.” I lifted my chin to him, giving him the go-
ahead for the drink. “Let me buy a beautiful woman a drink. You look like you could use one.” I
cocked my head, raising an eyebrow as I threw down the challenge.“I don’t take drinks from
strangers.”“I’m Anthony.” I held my hand out, waiting for her to touch me.She glanced at my hand
before returning her eyes to my face. “Not interested.” She wasn’t going to make this easy.“I
didn’t offer anything but an introduction and a handshake.”“Listen,” she said, crossing her arms
over her chest.“Yes?” I repeated her actions, feeling a bit playful. Maybe it was her shitty attitude,
but I was ready for whatever she had to throw at me.We stared each other down. I didn’t know
what was running through her mind, but I took the opportunity to soak her in. Exotic is the word
I’d use to describe her. The rich, caramel color of her skin was darker than any member of the
Gallo family. It was smooth and blemish-free, and it glistened like silk in the club lighting. My
fingers itched to touch it. I wondered if it felt as soft as it looked.Her eyes were dark, almost black
in the dim lighting or the bar. I wanted to stare into them and see them in the light. In the sunlight,
did they show hints of gold and specks of brown? Or did they sparkle as the sun hit them? They
fit her face perfectly and sat above her high cheekbones and luscious lips.She reminded me of
Keshia Knight Pulliam, the sexy actress who cracked me up in that Madea movie. I remembered
watching her as a child when she was Rudy on The Cosby Show. She was a dead ringer for her,
and if I didn’t know better, they could’ve been twins.Her lips were large and full. They looked like
they had been made for kissing and nothing else. The red lip gloss shimmered in the light, the
spots of glitter sparkling. It was like a beacon calling me home and begging for my mouth.My
eyes drifted down, and I noticed the way her arms pushed her tits up in the air. The V-neck T-
shirt she wore showed the perfect amount of cleavage. Not enough to be trashy, but enough to
entice. I was a tits man. Wait. That’s a lie. I was an ass man. Fuck. Who was I kidding? I loved
every part of a woman. I could never pick one over another. I wanted the whole package.“Up
here,” she demanded.When I looked up, one shoulder had dropped and her glare had been
replaced by a scowl.“I’m waiting.” I grinned.“For what?” Her lips formed into a firm line and not
even a twitch crossed over them.She was tough. I’d give her that much.“Your name.” I reached
for my drink without looking. I needed to maintain eye contact or I’d lose any ground I had won. I
knew it wasn’t much, but she was no longer ignoring me.“If I give it to you, will you leave me
alone?” Her hands dropped to her sides as her glare disappeared.“I can’t promise anything, but
it’ll make things go smoother if I know who I’m speaking to.” I took a sip, letting the drink coat my
throat. The scratchiness of earlier turned into something entirely different, relieving the
strain.“You’re all the same.” She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Why can’t a girl come to a bar and
have a drink in peace without being hounded?”I took another sip, thinking about my response as
I studied her. Before I could reply, she grabbed her martini and placed the glass to her lips. Fuck,
I wished I were the glass. I wanted to taste her more than I wanted the tequila that lingered on
my tongue.“First, if you want to have a drink in peace, you need to go to Applebee’s. You don’t
come to the Ritz for a nightcap. Also, you don’t have your tits hanging out if you don’t want the
attention of a man. You can’t look like that”—I motioned toward her body—“and expect not to be



hit on.”She squared her shoulders as she set her drink back on the bar. If looks could kill, I’d be
dead. “Just because I have on a T-shirt doesn’t mean I want to fuck. I live nearby and there isn’t
an Applebee’s for miles. This is within walking distance and it’s where I want to drink. I don’t
know if you’re clueless or just don’t give a shit, but when someone turns their back on you and
refuses to answer your questions, it means they don’t want to be bothered.” She reached for her
drink and held my eyes. “You need to get the fuck over yourself.”Oh my God. I think I’m in
love.Well, not really. But fuck, she had my full attention. Rarely did a woman treat me like shit,
and for once, I found it refreshing. Her attitude reminded me a little of my sister, Izzy. She wasn’t
known for being warm and fuzzy, but she was my best friend.“Meow,” I blurted, unable to stop
the sound before it left my lips. The one thing I knew was that it would piss her off more.“You are
an asshole,” she hissed, glaring at me as she sipped her drink.I smiled, thinking at least she
hadn’t thrown her drink on me. “I know I am.” I laughed. I knew I was a dick. I’d never claimed to
be the nicest guy, but having someone point out what I already knew made me laugh. “So,
what’s your name?”“Kitty.”“Now I know you’re fucking with me.” I couldn’t help myself as my
laughter grew louder. Not only was she the most beautiful woman in the bar, she was funny and
had one hell of an attitude.“I am, but you can call me Kitty Meow.” She grinned and arched an
eyebrow.“I love petting a beautiful pussy,” I purred, moving a little closer to her, “cat.”“You’re truly
a sick fuck, man.”“Anthony,” I responded, wanting to hear her say my name.She moved closer,
just as I had. Our bodies were close enough that I caught a whiff of her perfume. The muskiness
with a hint of flower made my head a bit dizzy. I wanted to inhale her, fill my senses with her, but I
thought that would be pushing the envelope. No one ever said that I was a pansy.“Thanks for the
drink, Anthony.”I didn’t waste the opportunity. I moved my face close to her neck and inhaled
deeply. Closing my eyes, I let the scent fill my lungs. It was heavenly and made me want to see if
she tasted as good as she smelled.“You’re welcome, Kitty Cat.”She drifted away just as my lips
were reaching for the flesh of her neck.“Fuck,” I mumbled, missing the opportunity to lick her
bronzed skin.“Not happening, Tony.” She shook her head, grabbed her drink, and polished it off.
“You have a good night.” Then she set her glass down on the bar and picked up her purse.As
she turned to leave, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward me. I felt the jolt of electricity that
passed between us at the simple touch.“You can’t leave yet.”She looked at my hand and then to
me. I couldn’t tell, but I bet she felt it too. That lightning that rarely strikes, the thing we all search
for. A spark.“Give me one good reason,” she said, her eyes drifting back to where we were
connected.“I’m not done with you.” It wasn’t the best line I’d ever given, but I had been thrown by
the unexpected zing I’d felt when touching her.“Well, I’m done with you.”But the funny thing is,
she didn’t pull away. When a woman was truly not interested, they’d try to get away or slap me in
the face. It had happened once. Only one time in my life had a woman turned me down. I chalked
it up to the fact that she was probably into pussy more than cock. Why else would she have said
no?“No, you’re not.” I brought my lips within an inch of hers. “You know you’re not. Don’t you feel
it?”“You’re delusional as well as an asshole.” Her eyes sparkled. The hint of possibility wasn’t lost
on me.I tightened my grip, but not enough to hurt her. Then I pulled her close enough that I could



feel her breath on my face. “Tell me you don’t feel it?”“I don’t.” She glared at me and lied through
her fucking teeth.“Why aren’t you pulling away then, Kitty?” I asked, knowing she felt it every bit
as much as I did. I didn’t want to be with another human being on this planet, and I’d bet neither
did she.As soon as I asked, she tried to tug her arm away, but I kept my hold on her. She didn’t
make me believe she meant it.“I don’t know how you’ll react if I do.”“Liar,” I teased, releasing her
wrist but keeping my body close. “Let me buy you one more drink, and if you still think I’m an
asshole, I’ll leave you alone forever.”She didn’t answer right away, looking between the door and
me. When her eyes locked on to mine, she finally answered, “Okay. If that’s what it takes to get
you to leave me alone forever.” Then she shrugged, set her purse back on the bar, and sat down
on the stool. Raising her hand, she motioned to the bartender, holding up two fingers.She wasn’t
going to make it easy on me. I’d have to work for it. My mother always told me that the best things
in life needed to be earned and not given.“So, what do you do, Kitty?” I asked, genuinely
interested in more than her body. I wanted to know the woman. What made her tick? More
importantly, why was she so damn pissy when it came to me?“I’m a personal stylist,” she replied,
keeping her eyes focused on the bartender.“So, like, you pick out clothes for other people?” I
asked, surprised at her answer. It wasn’t that she didn’t look the part, but jeans and a T-shirt
weren’t the attire I’d think a stylist would be caught dead in.“Yes. I help with their entire look.”As
the drinks were set in front of us, I slid a twenty across the bar and settled the bill. “You shop for a
living?”“Yes,” she answered as she lifted her drink.I’d hoped for more than curt answers, but felt
that nothing would be easy. Maybe the more liquor I got into her system, the easier it would all
become.I must’ve looked surprised, because she asked, “Shocked?”I tilted my head and studied
her. “Not entirely. You have the look of a fashionista, but I wouldn’t expect you to be caught dead
in jeans.”“Fashionista? I hate that word.” She raised an eyebrow. “Are you sure you’re not gay,
Tony?”I closed my eyes, and inhaled before opening them. I wouldn’t let her get me worked up.
She was baiting me, and if I weren’t careful, she’d accomplish her goal.“Honey, if you give me
the chance, I’ll prove how wrong that question is.”She chuckled. A full-on laugh bubbled out of
her as she tipped her head back. The sound was magical. When she let her guard down and
showed happiness, she was even more beautiful.“In your dreams.”“I think you’re the one who’s
gay, Kitty Cat. Maybe you prefer the purr over a good prick any day.”“You couldn’t be more wrong.
I love a beautiful cock more than most women, but I don’t like the ones that are attached to an
asshole.”“You wound me,” I said, laying my hand across my chest. “You don’t even know me.”“I’ve
known many guys like you. You think you’re entitled to everything. You get what you want. Girls
fall at your feet. You’ve spent your life drowning in pussy and throwing women away like trash.”I
took a heavy gulp of my Grand Marnier and thought about her response. In all honesty, she
wasn’t wrong. Would I admit that to her? Fuck no!“I’ve never thrown a woman away like a piece
of trash.”“Uh huh,” she snorted as she crossed her legs.Out of nowhere, I heard a voice call my
name. Fuck. Now wasn’t the time for Candy to have found me. Candy wasn’t the best example of
how I treated women. She had never been my girlfriend, but I had fucked her a couple of times
over the last year. I’d say that it was a lack of judgment or maybe too much alcohol, but the girl



sucked a mean dick.“Anthony,” she sang as she sauntered up to us.I closed my eyes, praying
that I had imagined her. When I felt her fingers tangle in my hair, I froze.“Anthony, I’ve been
looking for you. Where ya been?” Her finger traced my ear.As I opened my eyes, I saw the cocky
“I was so fucking right about you” look on Kitty’s face.I pulled Candy’s hand away from my face
and pushed her backward. “Candy, I’m busy right now.”“But baby,” she whined, as she zeroed in
on Kitty, “I thought we were going to spend the night together.”I shook my head and let go of my
grip on her. “No, Candy. We’re not. I told you that last time. You need to move on.”“But,” she
repeated as her mouth gaped open.“Move along, Candy. I’m sure one of the other guys would
love to spend some time with you,” I said, trying to get her to leave me the fuck alone and find a
new victim.“I don’t want them, though. They’re not as much fun as you.” She pouted, clutching
her hands in front of her as she stared at the ground.“Candy, I said no. I’m busy here with Kitty.
Can you please excuse us?” Hey, I had tried to be nice, but I thought I’d just gotten a check mark
for being a total dick.When I glanced at Kitty, she was grinning and giving me the “I told ya so”
look. For fuck’s sake, Candy had ruined any headway I’d made.“You’re a total asshole, Anthony
Gallo. Your voice sounded like shit tonight. I’m going to find someone with a dick bigger than a
hot dog. You suck,” she hissed before she stormed off.At that point, Kitty broke into hysterics.
She covered her face with her hands and laughed and laughed.“Hardy, har, har, Kitty,” I said,
joining in on the laughter.It was my curse in life that shit happened at the most inopportune time.
Candy was the perfect case in point.“She proved my point perfectly. You are an asshole.” She
chuckled harder, enjoying herself and my misery.“You’re wrong about me. I’ve been a jerk, but if I
were a true asshole, I would’ve gone with Candy and left you here at the bar.”Her laughter
faltered at my response. In the old days, or maybe yesterday, I would’ve walked off with Candy. I
would’ve taken her backstage, let her suck me off, and walked away a happy man.“Well, you
should’ve gone with her. She seems like a sure thing. I’m just trying to get through the next ten
minutes and then I’m out. Forever.” She smiled, wiping the tears that had formed in her
eyes.“You’ll change your mind, Kitty Cat.” I smiled, moving the stool closer to her and sitting. “So,
tell me why you’re so cold?”“I’m not cold,” she said as she squared her shoulders in a defensive
posture.“Yes, you are. Why do you hate me so much?”“I told you already. I’ve known too many
men like you.”“Maybe I’m different. Maybe I want to know you. You may be the one who changes
my view on women.”“That’s never going to happen. I’m not the one.” She shook her head and let
her body relax.“Kitty, throw me a bone here, woman. I’ve never had to try so hard before. Really,
why do you hate me?”“I don’t hate you. I just don’t have time for you, Tony.”“What’s that
supposed to mean? You’re too busy with your career to fit me in?”“I don’t have time in my life in
general to fit you in. I don’t need the complication in my life. I have enough shit to deal with to
listen to your bullshit for more than ten minutes. Life is too short to waste on relationships and
men.”“Whoa. Wait a minute. I never said anything about a relationship. Maybe we can be
friends?”“Not going to happen.”“Why not?” I asked. I mean, what the fuck? Why couldn’t we be
friends? In my version of friendship, I’d have her out of her panties, which I was sure were lace,
in less than thirty minutes.“I have enough friends. I don’t need more.”“Everybody could use more



friends.”“I’m sure Candy could use one right now,” she sneered.“Fuck Candy.”“You have.” She
burst into laughter again.“Smartass,” I growled.I brushed my fingertips down the top of her arm.
Her skin did feel like silk. My eyes hadn’t betrayed me. Now that my hands were satisfied, I
wanted to run my tongue along it and see if it tasted as I had imagined. It had to. It fucking had
to.“What are you doing?” she asked as she looked down at my hand, which was still touching
hers as goose bumps covered her skin.“Confirming something.”“And that would be?”“Seeing if
you felt it too.”“I don’t know what you mean.”As my hand moved back up her arm, I grazed her
breast. She sucked in a breath. I had her. She could deny it all she wanted, but she wanted me.
All the sass and bullshit coming out of her mouth was just talk. Her body couldn’t hide what she
truly felt.“Kitty,” I whispered, moving my face closer to hers. “Tell me you don’t feel it.”“I don’t,” she
replied, her eyes growing wider the closer I got.“You don’t?” I asked as I hovered over her lips.“I
don’t.”I gave her a quick kiss.“And this?” I asked as I gave her another peck. “Or that?”The third
time I placed my lips on hers, I kept them there. Her breathing changed as her mouth molded to
mine. After sliding my hand up her arm, I held her neck and swiped my thumb along her jaw
line.The taste of the alcohol on her lips mixed with her gloss made my mouth water. Maybe it
was all in my head, but I wanted her more than I had ever wanted another thing in my life. I licked
at the seam of her lips as she kissed me, begging for entrance. Surprisingly, she accepted,
parting her lips and allowing entry.The tiny victory made me happy. Out of all of my previous
conquests, none of them had given me a greater sense of satisfaction than that moment with
Kitty.When she finally touched me, resting her hand on my forearm, I felt the spark ignite
something inside me. The kiss had sizzled, but another connection, her reciprocating my touch,
caused a detonation of tiny shocks across my entire body.I had to have her.I wouldn’t accept no
for an answer.Nothing would make me stop until I had her at least once.As she squeezed my
arm, my cock roared to life. The ache grew unbearable with each swipe of my tongue and her
grip on my arm. When I finally pulled my mouth away from hers, she whispered, “Fuck.”My work
here was done. Even though she thought I was an asshole, she felt it too. She couldn’t deny it
any longer. Her mouth could move, but she’d be feeding me lines of bullshit.“You felt it.” I smiled,
keeping my hand on her neck.She didn’t try to detach herself from me as her eyes fluttered open
and she looked at me—really looked at me. For the first time tonight, her eyes were soft.“I can’t,”
she replied, and averted her eyes.“Kitty, you can’t say that after what you just felt, what I just felt.”
I shook my head, tightening my grip on her neck. “I’ve never experienced that before with
anyone. You can’t shut me out.”Her hand moved away from my arm like I had just burned her. “I
just can’t.” She pushed on my chest with both hands, trying to put distance between us.“Why
not?” I asked, ready to argue the point. I wasn’t going to allow her to give up that easily.“Let me
go,” she demanded, shoving me away.“Kitty,” I begged, trying to keep our connection.
“Please.”“Get your hands off my damn sister!” a deep voice yelled from behind her.I froze and
peered over her shoulder. Fuck. Just what I didn’t need. A brother. A big brother. A brother
brother. Not like “hey, man, this is my brother,” but “hey, this is my big-ass brother and he’s going
to kick your white-boy ass.”Goddamn it.“I’m not going to say it again. Get your hands off Maxine.



She asked you nicely to let her go, but I’m not going to be so damn kind.”“Maxine?” I asked,
finally learning her name, although it wasn’t the way I had wanted to hear it.“Please let me go,”
she insisted with tears in her eyes.I stared at her, not liking that I had caused her distress. “Okay,
man, but only because she asked and not you.” I released my hand, letting her move away.She
scurried out of my reach.“Let’s get you home, Max,” he said to her.Max. She had a tough name. It
fit her perfectly. This couldn’t be the end. I didn’t want it to be. There was no way in hell I’d let her
out of here without at least getting her phone number.“Max,” I said, holding out my hand to her.
“See me again?”Before she could answer, her brother stepped between us. He was at least six
inches taller than I was. He was a beast. He’d give any of my brothers a run for their money, but
I’d never been a pussy. I never backed down from a fight. Hell, I’d thrown punches over small shit.
Max was worth the risk.“She doesn’t want anything to do with you,” he stated as he stared down
at me.“I think she can answer for herself,” I replied, moving into his personal space.“Denzel,” she
said, placing her hand on his arm. “Let’s just go.”“Wait!” I yelled, not ready to say goodbye.“Come
on, Max. This fool isn’t worth your time and I don’t feel like spending the night in jail again for
assault.”Fuck me.If I didn’t know better, I’d think he was a Gallo. Although I wanted to fight him
just to show that I was worthy, I knew it wasn’t the way. If some dickhead was fucking with Izzy,
getting in a fistfight with any of my brothers wasn’t the way to win her heart. I couldn’t let my
temper and need for her cloud my judgment.“I’m ready,” she said as she reached for her purse.I
clenched my hands at my sides, and it took everything in me not to reach out to her.Without
another word, Max and Denzel turned and headed for the door.“Turn and look at me,” I repeated
over and over as I watched her stroll toward the exit. I held my breath, waiting for it.Before she
disappeared through the doorway, she turned and gave me one quick glance before vanishing in
the shadow of her brother.I sucked in a breath, feeling like I’d been hit by a ton of bricks. Never in
my life had I experienced something so powerful. To have it ripped away from me so fast and
without any warning hurt like hell.This wasn’t the end.It couldn’t be.I wouldn’t give up on finding
her again.I needed to know her.I craved her.The feel of her skin, the way her mouth tasted—
they’d left me wanting more. And I never gave up on something I wanted. Not without a
fight.2THE BEGINNING OF THE END2THE BEGINNING OF THE END22THE BEGINNING OF
THE ENDI propped myself up on the bar, studying the only woman who hadn’t bothered to make
eye contact with me. Not even a smile or a sideways glance. Nothing.“What’s your name,
beautiful?” I asked, trying to get her attention.Her body inched away as she turned her head to
look away from me.What the fuck was her problem?I stole a quick glance at the mirror behind
the bar. My hair was perfect, just the right amount of stubble was on my face, and my smile was
killer. I shrugged and called the bartender over. I needed something cool and smooth after the
set.Singing tonight had set my throat on fire. The change of season wreaked havoc on my
system. Even though it had been difficult to sing tonight, it had given me the greatest high. There
was nothing like standing on stage and belting out a song that meant so much to me.“Double
Grand Marnier, please,” I told the bartender when he came to a stop in front of me.He nodded
and headed to the other end of the bar.“Can I buy you a drink?” I asked the woman, who was still



ignoring me.“No,” she replied without giving me the light of day.Well, damn. Talk about a cold
shoulder.As the bartender placed the drink in front of me, I motioned to her drink.“She’ll take
another too.”She turned toward me and glared. “I said I didn’t want a drink.”“Um,” the bartender
said as he looked between us.“She’ll take another.” I lifted my chin to him, giving him the go-
ahead for the drink. “Let me buy a beautiful woman a drink. You look like you could use one.” I
cocked my head, raising an eyebrow as I threw down the challenge.“I don’t take drinks from
strangers.”“I’m Anthony.” I held my hand out, waiting for her to touch me.She glanced at my hand
before returning her eyes to my face. “Not interested.” She wasn’t going to make this easy.“I
didn’t offer anything but an introduction and a handshake.”“Listen,” she said, crossing her arms
over her chest.“Yes?” I repeated her actions, feeling a bit playful. Maybe it was her shitty attitude,
but I was ready for whatever she had to throw at me.We stared each other down. I didn’t know
what was running through her mind, but I took the opportunity to soak her in. Exotic is the word
I’d use to describe her. The rich, caramel color of her skin was darker than any member of the
Gallo family. It was smooth and blemish-free, and it glistened like silk in the club lighting. My
fingers itched to touch it. I wondered if it felt as soft as it looked.Her eyes were dark, almost black
in the dim lighting or the bar. I wanted to stare into them and see them in the light. In the sunlight,
did they show hints of gold and specks of brown? Or did they sparkle as the sun hit them? They
fit her face perfectly and sat above her high cheekbones and luscious lips.She reminded me of
Keshia Knight Pulliam, the sexy actress who cracked me up in that Madea movie. I remembered
watching her as a child when she was Rudy on The Cosby Show. She was a dead ringer for her,
and if I didn’t know better, they could’ve been twins.Her lips were large and full. They looked like
they had been made for kissing and nothing else. The red lip gloss shimmered in the light, the
spots of glitter sparkling. It was like a beacon calling me home and begging for my mouth.My
eyes drifted down, and I noticed the way her arms pushed her tits up in the air. The V-neck T-
shirt she wore showed the perfect amount of cleavage. Not enough to be trashy, but enough to
entice. I was a tits man. Wait. That’s a lie. I was an ass man. Fuck. Who was I kidding? I loved
every part of a woman. I could never pick one over another. I wanted the whole package.“Up
here,” she demanded.When I looked up, one shoulder had dropped and her glare had been
replaced by a scowl.“I’m waiting.” I grinned.“For what?” Her lips formed into a firm line and not
even a twitch crossed over them.She was tough. I’d give her that much.“Your name.” I reached
for my drink without looking. I needed to maintain eye contact or I’d lose any ground I had won. I
knew it wasn’t much, but she was no longer ignoring me.“If I give it to you, will you leave me
alone?” Her hands dropped to her sides as her glare disappeared.“I can’t promise anything, but
it’ll make things go smoother if I know who I’m speaking to.” I took a sip, letting the drink coat my
throat. The scratchiness of earlier turned into something entirely different, relieving the
strain.“You’re all the same.” She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Why can’t a girl come to a bar and
have a drink in peace without being hounded?”I took another sip, thinking about my response as
I studied her. Before I could reply, she grabbed her martini and placed the glass to her lips. Fuck,
I wished I were the glass. I wanted to taste her more than I wanted the tequila that lingered on



my tongue.“First, if you want to have a drink in peace, you need to go to Applebee’s. You don’t
come to the Ritz for a nightcap. Also, you don’t have your tits hanging out if you don’t want the
attention of a man. You can’t look like that”—I motioned toward her body—“and expect not to be
hit on.”She squared her shoulders as she set her drink back on the bar. If looks could kill, I’d be
dead. “Just because I have on a T-shirt doesn’t mean I want to fuck. I live nearby and there isn’t
an Applebee’s for miles. This is within walking distance and it’s where I want to drink. I don’t
know if you’re clueless or just don’t give a shit, but when someone turns their back on you and
refuses to answer your questions, it means they don’t want to be bothered.” She reached for her
drink and held my eyes. “You need to get the fuck over yourself.”Oh my God. I think I’m in
love.Well, not really. But fuck, she had my full attention. Rarely did a woman treat me like shit,
and for once, I found it refreshing. Her attitude reminded me a little of my sister, Izzy. She wasn’t
known for being warm and fuzzy, but she was my best friend.“Meow,” I blurted, unable to stop
the sound before it left my lips. The one thing I knew was that it would piss her off more.“You are
an asshole,” she hissed, glaring at me as she sipped her drink.I smiled, thinking at least she
hadn’t thrown her drink on me. “I know I am.” I laughed. I knew I was a dick. I’d never claimed to
be the nicest guy, but having someone point out what I already knew made me laugh. “So,
what’s your name?”“Kitty.”“Now I know you’re fucking with me.” I couldn’t help myself as my
laughter grew louder. Not only was she the most beautiful woman in the bar, she was funny and
had one hell of an attitude.“I am, but you can call me Kitty Meow.” She grinned and arched an
eyebrow.“I love petting a beautiful pussy,” I purred, moving a little closer to her, “cat.”“You’re truly
a sick fuck, man.”“Anthony,” I responded, wanting to hear her say my name.She moved closer,
just as I had. Our bodies were close enough that I caught a whiff of her perfume. The muskiness
with a hint of flower made my head a bit dizzy. I wanted to inhale her, fill my senses with her, but I
thought that would be pushing the envelope. No one ever said that I was a pansy.“Thanks for the
drink, Anthony.”I didn’t waste the opportunity. I moved my face close to her neck and inhaled
deeply. Closing my eyes, I let the scent fill my lungs. It was heavenly and made me want to see if
she tasted as good as she smelled.“You’re welcome, Kitty Cat.”She drifted away just as my lips
were reaching for the flesh of her neck.“Fuck,” I mumbled, missing the opportunity to lick her
bronzed skin.“Not happening, Tony.” She shook her head, grabbed her drink, and polished it off.
“You have a good night.” Then she set her glass down on the bar and picked up her purse.As
she turned to leave, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward me. I felt the jolt of electricity that
passed between us at the simple touch.“You can’t leave yet.”She looked at my hand and then to
me. I couldn’t tell, but I bet she felt it too. That lightning that rarely strikes, the thing we all search
for. A spark.“Give me one good reason,” she said, her eyes drifting back to where we were
connected.“I’m not done with you.” It wasn’t the best line I’d ever given, but I had been thrown by
the unexpected zing I’d felt when touching her.“Well, I’m done with you.”But the funny thing is,
she didn’t pull away. When a woman was truly not interested, they’d try to get away or slap me in
the face. It had happened once. Only one time in my life had a woman turned me down. I chalked
it up to the fact that she was probably into pussy more than cock. Why else would she have said



no?“No, you’re not.” I brought my lips within an inch of hers. “You know you’re not. Don’t you feel
it?”“You’re delusional as well as an asshole.” Her eyes sparkled. The hint of possibility wasn’t lost
on me.I tightened my grip, but not enough to hurt her. Then I pulled her close enough that I could
feel her breath on my face. “Tell me you don’t feel it?”“I don’t.” She glared at me and lied through
her fucking teeth.“Why aren’t you pulling away then, Kitty?” I asked, knowing she felt it every bit
as much as I did. I didn’t want to be with another human being on this planet, and I’d bet neither
did she.As soon as I asked, she tried to tug her arm away, but I kept my hold on her. She didn’t
make me believe she meant it.“I don’t know how you’ll react if I do.”“Liar,” I teased, releasing her
wrist but keeping my body close. “Let me buy you one more drink, and if you still think I’m an
asshole, I’ll leave you alone forever.”She didn’t answer right away, looking between the door and
me. When her eyes locked on to mine, she finally answered, “Okay. If that’s what it takes to get
you to leave me alone forever.” Then she shrugged, set her purse back on the bar, and sat down
on the stool. Raising her hand, she motioned to the bartender, holding up two fingers.She wasn’t
going to make it easy on me. I’d have to work for it. My mother always told me that the best things
in life needed to be earned and not given.“So, what do you do, Kitty?” I asked, genuinely
interested in more than her body. I wanted to know the woman. What made her tick? More
importantly, why was she so damn pissy when it came to me?“I’m a personal stylist,” she replied,
keeping her eyes focused on the bartender.“So, like, you pick out clothes for other people?” I
asked, surprised at her answer. It wasn’t that she didn’t look the part, but jeans and a T-shirt
weren’t the attire I’d think a stylist would be caught dead in.“Yes. I help with their entire look.”As
the drinks were set in front of us, I slid a twenty across the bar and settled the bill. “You shop for a
living?”“Yes,” she answered as she lifted her drink.I’d hoped for more than curt answers, but felt
that nothing would be easy. Maybe the more liquor I got into her system, the easier it would all
become.I must’ve looked surprised, because she asked, “Shocked?”I tilted my head and studied
her. “Not entirely. You have the look of a fashionista, but I wouldn’t expect you to be caught dead
in jeans.”“Fashionista? I hate that word.” She raised an eyebrow. “Are you sure you’re not gay,
Tony?”I closed my eyes, and inhaled before opening them. I wouldn’t let her get me worked up.
She was baiting me, and if I weren’t careful, she’d accomplish her goal.“Honey, if you give me
the chance, I’ll prove how wrong that question is.”She chuckled. A full-on laugh bubbled out of
her as she tipped her head back. The sound was magical. When she let her guard down and
showed happiness, she was even more beautiful.“In your dreams.”“I think you’re the one who’s
gay, Kitty Cat. Maybe you prefer the purr over a good prick any day.”“You couldn’t be more wrong.
I love a beautiful cock more than most women, but I don’t like the ones that are attached to an
asshole.”“You wound me,” I said, laying my hand across my chest. “You don’t even know me.”“I’ve
known many guys like you. You think you’re entitled to everything. You get what you want. Girls
fall at your feet. You’ve spent your life drowning in pussy and throwing women away like trash.”I
took a heavy gulp of my Grand Marnier and thought about her response. In all honesty, she
wasn’t wrong. Would I admit that to her? Fuck no!“I’ve never thrown a woman away like a piece
of trash.”“Uh huh,” she snorted as she crossed her legs.Out of nowhere, I heard a voice call my



name. Fuck. Now wasn’t the time for Candy to have found me. Candy wasn’t the best example of
how I treated women. She had never been my girlfriend, but I had fucked her a couple of times
over the last year. I’d say that it was a lack of judgment or maybe too much alcohol, but the girl
sucked a mean dick.“Anthony,” she sang as she sauntered up to us.I closed my eyes, praying
that I had imagined her. When I felt her fingers tangle in my hair, I froze.“Anthony, I’ve been
looking for you. Where ya been?” Her finger traced my ear.As I opened my eyes, I saw the cocky
“I was so fucking right about you” look on Kitty’s face.I pulled Candy’s hand away from my face
and pushed her backward. “Candy, I’m busy right now.”“But baby,” she whined, as she zeroed in
on Kitty, “I thought we were going to spend the night together.”I shook my head and let go of my
grip on her. “No, Candy. We’re not. I told you that last time. You need to move on.”“But,” she
repeated as her mouth gaped open.“Move along, Candy. I’m sure one of the other guys would
love to spend some time with you,” I said, trying to get her to leave me the fuck alone and find a
new victim.“I don’t want them, though. They’re not as much fun as you.” She pouted, clutching
her hands in front of her as she stared at the ground.“Candy, I said no. I’m busy here with Kitty.
Can you please excuse us?” Hey, I had tried to be nice, but I thought I’d just gotten a check mark
for being a total dick.When I glanced at Kitty, she was grinning and giving me the “I told ya so”
look. For fuck’s sake, Candy had ruined any headway I’d made.“You’re a total asshole, Anthony
Gallo. Your voice sounded like shit tonight. I’m going to find someone with a dick bigger than a
hot dog. You suck,” she hissed before she stormed off.At that point, Kitty broke into hysterics.
She covered her face with her hands and laughed and laughed.“Hardy, har, har, Kitty,” I said,
joining in on the laughter.It was my curse in life that shit happened at the most inopportune time.
Candy was the perfect case in point.“She proved my point perfectly. You are an asshole.” She
chuckled harder, enjoying herself and my misery.“You’re wrong about me. I’ve been a jerk, but if I
were a true asshole, I would’ve gone with Candy and left you here at the bar.”Her laughter
faltered at my response. In the old days, or maybe yesterday, I would’ve walked off with Candy. I
would’ve taken her backstage, let her suck me off, and walked away a happy man.“Well, you
should’ve gone with her. She seems like a sure thing. I’m just trying to get through the next ten
minutes and then I’m out. Forever.” She smiled, wiping the tears that had formed in her
eyes.“You’ll change your mind, Kitty Cat.” I smiled, moving the stool closer to her and sitting. “So,
tell me why you’re so cold?”“I’m not cold,” she said as she squared her shoulders in a defensive
posture.“Yes, you are. Why do you hate me so much?”“I told you already. I’ve known too many
men like you.”“Maybe I’m different. Maybe I want to know you. You may be the one who changes
my view on women.”“That’s never going to happen. I’m not the one.” She shook her head and let
her body relax.“Kitty, throw me a bone here, woman. I’ve never had to try so hard before. Really,
why do you hate me?”“I don’t hate you. I just don’t have time for you, Tony.”“What’s that
supposed to mean? You’re too busy with your career to fit me in?”“I don’t have time in my life in
general to fit you in. I don’t need the complication in my life. I have enough shit to deal with to
listen to your bullshit for more than ten minutes. Life is too short to waste on relationships and
men.”“Whoa. Wait a minute. I never said anything about a relationship. Maybe we can be



friends?”“Not going to happen.”“Why not?” I asked. I mean, what the fuck? Why couldn’t we be
friends? In my version of friendship, I’d have her out of her panties, which I was sure were lace,
in less than thirty minutes.“I have enough friends. I don’t need more.”“Everybody could use more
friends.”“I’m sure Candy could use one right now,” she sneered.“Fuck Candy.”“You have.” She
burst into laughter again.“Smartass,” I growled.I brushed my fingertips down the top of her arm.
Her skin did feel like silk. My eyes hadn’t betrayed me. Now that my hands were satisfied, I
wanted to run my tongue along it and see if it tasted as I had imagined. It had to. It fucking had
to.“What are you doing?” she asked as she looked down at my hand, which was still touching
hers as goose bumps covered her skin.“Confirming something.”“And that would be?”“Seeing if
you felt it too.”“I don’t know what you mean.”As my hand moved back up her arm, I grazed her
breast. She sucked in a breath. I had her. She could deny it all she wanted, but she wanted me.
All the sass and bullshit coming out of her mouth was just talk. Her body couldn’t hide what she
truly felt.“Kitty,” I whispered, moving my face closer to hers. “Tell me you don’t feel it.”“I don’t,” she
replied, her eyes growing wider the closer I got.“You don’t?” I asked as I hovered over her lips.“I
don’t.”I gave her a quick kiss.“And this?” I asked as I gave her another peck. “Or that?”The third
time I placed my lips on hers, I kept them there. Her breathing changed as her mouth molded to
mine. After sliding my hand up her arm, I held her neck and swiped my thumb along her jaw
line.The taste of the alcohol on her lips mixed with her gloss made my mouth water. Maybe it
was all in my head, but I wanted her more than I had ever wanted another thing in my life. I licked
at the seam of her lips as she kissed me, begging for entrance. Surprisingly, she accepted,
parting her lips and allowing entry.The tiny victory made me happy. Out of all of my previous
conquests, none of them had given me a greater sense of satisfaction than that moment with
Kitty.When she finally touched me, resting her hand on my forearm, I felt the spark ignite
something inside me. The kiss had sizzled, but another connection, her reciprocating my touch,
caused a detonation of tiny shocks across my entire body.I had to have her.I wouldn’t accept no
for an answer.Nothing would make me stop until I had her at least once.As she squeezed my
arm, my cock roared to life. The ache grew unbearable with each swipe of my tongue and her
grip on my arm. When I finally pulled my mouth away from hers, she whispered, “Fuck.”My work
here was done. Even though she thought I was an asshole, she felt it too. She couldn’t deny it
any longer. Her mouth could move, but she’d be feeding me lines of bullshit.“You felt it.” I smiled,
keeping my hand on her neck.She didn’t try to detach herself from me as her eyes fluttered open
and she looked at me—really looked at me. For the first time tonight, her eyes were soft.“I can’t,”
she replied, and averted her eyes.“Kitty, you can’t say that after what you just felt, what I just felt.”
I shook my head, tightening my grip on her neck. “I’ve never experienced that before with
anyone. You can’t shut me out.”Her hand moved away from my arm like I had just burned her. “I
just can’t.” She pushed on my chest with both hands, trying to put distance between us.“Why
not?” I asked, ready to argue the point. I wasn’t going to allow her to give up that easily.“Let me
go,” she demanded, shoving me away.“Kitty,” I begged, trying to keep our connection.
“Please.”“Get your hands off my damn sister!” a deep voice yelled from behind her.I froze and



peered over her shoulder. Fuck. Just what I didn’t need. A brother. A big brother. A brother
brother. Not like “hey, man, this is my brother,” but “hey, this is my big-ass brother and he’s going
to kick your white-boy ass.”Goddamn it.“I’m not going to say it again. Get your hands off Maxine.
She asked you nicely to let her go, but I’m not going to be so damn kind.”“Maxine?” I asked,
finally learning her name, although it wasn’t the way I had wanted to hear it.“Please let me go,”
she insisted with tears in her eyes.I stared at her, not liking that I had caused her distress. “Okay,
man, but only because she asked and not you.” I released my hand, letting her move away.She
scurried out of my reach.“Let’s get you home, Max,” he said to her.Max. She had a tough name. It
fit her perfectly. This couldn’t be the end. I didn’t want it to be. There was no way in hell I’d let her
out of here without at least getting her phone number.“Max,” I said, holding out my hand to her.
“See me again?”Before she could answer, her brother stepped between us. He was at least six
inches taller than I was. He was a beast. He’d give any of my brothers a run for their money, but
I’d never been a pussy. I never backed down from a fight. Hell, I’d thrown punches over small shit.
Max was worth the risk.“She doesn’t want anything to do with you,” he stated as he stared down
at me.“I think she can answer for herself,” I replied, moving into his personal space.“Denzel,” she
said, placing her hand on his arm. “Let’s just go.”“Wait!” I yelled, not ready to say goodbye.“Come
on, Max. This fool isn’t worth your time and I don’t feel like spending the night in jail again for
assault.”Fuck me.If I didn’t know better, I’d think he was a Gallo. Although I wanted to fight him
just to show that I was worthy, I knew it wasn’t the way. If some dickhead was fucking with Izzy,
getting in a fistfight with any of my brothers wasn’t the way to win her heart. I couldn’t let my
temper and need for her cloud my judgment.“I’m ready,” she said as she reached for her purse.I
clenched my hands at my sides, and it took everything in me not to reach out to her.Without
another word, Max and Denzel turned and headed for the door.“Turn and look at me,” I repeated
over and over as I watched her stroll toward the exit. I held my breath, waiting for it.Before she
disappeared through the doorway, she turned and gave me one quick glance before vanishing in
the shadow of her brother.I sucked in a breath, feeling like I’d been hit by a ton of bricks. Never in
my life had I experienced something so powerful. To have it ripped away from me so fast and
without any warning hurt like hell.This wasn’t the end.It couldn’t be.I wouldn’t give up on finding
her again.I needed to know her.I craved her.The feel of her skin, the way her mouth tasted—
they’d left me wanting more. And I never gave up on something I wanted. Not without a
fight.3EVADE AND CAPTUREI spent the next two Friday nights at the Ritz hoping to run into
Max. Instead, I ran into Candy.Again, I explained to her that I wasn’t interested. If Maxine walked
in and saw me with Candy, everything would be shot to hell. Candy was a persistent little thing,
but I did my best to rid myself of her.On the third Friday night, I finished my drink and headed for
the door. It was another night wasted, ending in failure. Tucking my hands in my pockets, I
walked down the sidewalk toward the parking garage. Ybor City was busier than normal tonight.
People lined the streets, filling the tiny café tables outside. The lights over the street twinkled,
and there was energy to the area I’d often missed after a night of playing a gig. Usually, by the
time I walked out of the Ritz, the only thing I cared about was getting home. I didn’t stop to take



in my surroundings.As I walked by the Corona King, something made me stop. When I turned
toward the tables, I saw her.Maxine was sitting toward the back, near the doors, nursing a beer.
She didn’t see me as she was typing on her phone, oblivious to the world.Staying out of her line
of sight, I walked the outside edge of the tables and headed straight for her. It might have been
my only chance to talk to her again. I wasn’t going to let it slip past me.3EVADE AND
CAPTURE3EVADE AND CAPTURE33EVADE AND CAPTUREI spent the next two Friday nights
at the Ritz hoping to run into Max. Instead, I ran into Candy.Again, I explained to her that I wasn’t
interested. If Maxine walked in and saw me with Candy, everything would be shot to hell. Candy
was a persistent little thing, but I did my best to rid myself of her.On the third Friday night, I
finished my drink and headed for the door. It was another night wasted, ending in failure. Tucking
my hands in my pockets, I walked down the sidewalk toward the parking garage. Ybor City was
busier than normal tonight. People lined the streets, filling the tiny café tables outside. The lights
over the street twinkled, and there was energy to the area I’d often missed after a night of playing
a gig. Usually, by the time I walked out of the Ritz, the only thing I cared about was getting home.
I didn’t stop to take in my surroundings.As I walked by the Corona King, something made me
stop. When I turned toward the tables, I saw her.Maxine was sitting toward the back, near the
doors, nursing a beer. She didn’t see me as she was typing on her phone, oblivious to the
world.Staying out of her line of sight, I walked the outside edge of the tables and headed straight
for her. It might have been my only chance to talk to her again. I wasn’t going to let it slip past me.
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Booklover4lifeblog, “A wonderful journey from cocky womanizer to loyal and loving man.... ***I
received a copy of this book from the author in exchange for an honest review!***I had mixed
feelings about reading this book. On the one hand, I was dying to read it. On the other, I was
desperate not to. I knew that by reading this book, it would be the end of the beloved Men of
Inked Series, and that was something I would never be ready for. So I took a deep breath, and
went in.There were a lot of really great things about this book. For me, this book was all about
Anthony. I loved his transformation from cocky *sshole to caring, loyal and loving man. I wasn't
sure what to expect from his story, because we all knew how much of an *sshole he could be to
women. He definitely started out the story as a player still, and then he magically transformed
into a man any woman would desire. Not that this was much of a surprise, because the author
can write an enigmatic, alpha male that you will crave to no end. I really enjoyed Anthony in this
book, although at times I felt he got more than he deserved, but he really proved himself to be a
man with a heart of gold. He was so in love with Max that he stuck by her side through some
pretty trying situations. I really loved that about him. It took him a long time to fall, but once he
did, he fell extremely hard.Reading the teasers the author had posted sucked me in like
nobody's business. I was so intrigued by the woman who was going to bring the Almighty
Anthony Gallo to his knees. Max was definitely a woman with an attitude to rival Anthony's. She
was very aloof and withdrawn, and gave him back everything he had ever done in spades.
Karma was certainly a b*tch to Anthony in this book. Max was a woman shrouded in mystery,
and that was one thing that kept Anthony coming back for more. As a man who was accustomed
to getting every woman he had ever wanted, Max's behavior intrigued him and turned him
on.This book had some crazy long, crazy hot sexathons. It was intense and uber-steamy. The
sexual chemistry between these two was explosive. There were some very funny moments
involving sex and family members, although I can't say more. Let me just say that the author is in
great form with her humorous lines and family get togethers. There were some rather hilarious
family introductions to say the least.This next part is really hard for me to write. I have rated every
book in this series at 5 Stars because they were just that amazing. Each book took me on an
incredible journey, and I enjoyed every part of them, from the writing to the characters and the
love story. Unfortunately, I just didn't get that same feeling with this book. It was definitely a good
read, but it didn't have that GREAT factor that I have loved from every other Gallo story. I felt that
the love story was too rushed, and that the reasons for Max pushing Anthony away (her
supposed reasons, and not the real reasons) were unsettling. I get why this may be an issue for
some people, but I really didn't like this being thrown in here. I also didn't like that the differences
between the two were mentioned several times. I get mentioning it the first time, as that is part of
the story, and may be a big deal to some; however, I didn't feel the need to keep bringing it up. I
also didn't care for Max for about 80% of the book. I never connected to her. I loved Anthony, and
many times I wanted to scream that he should just let her go, and even when her background



story was finally revealed, I wasn't fully committed to her. I just didn't really LIKE her. She grew
on me more towards the end, when we saw a little bit more of her vulnerability and love for
Anthony, but what I got from this story was more of a sexual chemistry from her and real love
from Anthony.That being said, I really enjoyed reading about something unique and I love that
the author put herself out there with something so personal to her. That part of the story was well
written, and incredibly believable. I imagine that many of us would react in the same way Max
did, while others would feel like Anthony did.I have been a huge fan of this series, and I admire
the author's ability to make the reader laugh, melt, get pissed off, and squirm all in one book.
The Gallo family will always remain one of my favorites, and they have a permanent home in my
all-time favorite series. I was sad to see the story end, but I liked that the author included all of
the Gallo family members in this last book so we could see where their lives had gone. The
epilogue was fantastic, and brought the series to a wonderful end. We also got a sneak peek at
the next series by the author, ALFA Investigations book 1: Sinful Intent. This series will be a spin-
off involving another Gallo family member, so fingers crossed we haven't truly seen the end of
the Gallos we all know and love.Lastly, I loved the personal note that the author included at the
end, and it just cemented in my head why I find her to be one of my favorite authors. She is
incredibly talented and so genuine. Even though this wasn't one of my favorite books by the
author, I absolutely recommend it. It is classic Men of Inked style, and one you won't want to
miss.”

Rough Draft Book Blog, “THE END OF AN ERA!!!. Without Me (Men of Inked #7) by Chelle
BlissAnthony & MaxFirst and foremost, I believe that this is and will always be the most difficult
review I've ever had to write. Not only is this the ultimate conclusion to the Men of Inked series,
but it's a very personal story brought to us by my fave Chelle Bliss. I went back and reread all of
my annotations and highlights from every single book in this series and the memories came
flooding back in. It brought back so many emotions and so many heart wrenching, gut busting
sensations. It felt like I was saying goodbye to my own family. I guess I am in a small way. The
Gallo's have become a part of me that I will cherish for the rest of my life!From City's brand of
"Roadside Assistance" for Suzie and all his glorious tattoos and rockin' motorcycle in Throttle
Me to Michael watching Mia kick some dude in the balls for manhandling her and then telling her
she smells like a cupcake, ahhhh... Vanilla Bean Noel... Hook Me, it certainly did... Shortly after
the fighter and the fixer Chelle brought us that foul mouthed, arrogant, sexy brat Izzy Gallo and
that damn fine DEA agent James in Resist Me. Talk about aggressive sex scenes... Whoa!!!
Enter Thomas and Roxy in Uncover Me. This one nearly put me in the ground with its suspense
and all the secrets and damn I'm a sucker for a chick with red hair. Now the final blow is brought
to us in Without Me. Chelle does pepper in a few novellas in there... The Gallos: The Beginning,
Throttled, and Resisting just to put her little twists into this magnificent series.All this time I
thought Anthony Gallo was the youngest of the boys and here I stand corrected, he is the oldest
of the boys and the last one to fall. And fall hard he did! Although he does come across a tad bit



self-centered and a little bit like a man-ho, his character is absolutely exhilarating. Anthony is not
what he seems... although he portrays himself as the fly by night rocker and tattoo artist, his
heart is the size of Texas. It killed me to see him want for something and not be able to obtain it.
He is from Gallo stock and therefore he's genuine, good, and an upstanding person.Maxine
a.k.a. Max was a breath of fresh air. She carries herself in such a way that not only did I respect
her and admire her but I wanted to be her. Max was not only dealing with all the crap that life
naturally throws you but she was thrown a curveball in the health department and although it
may appear she was rolling with the changes she seemed to stay locked up inside of herself
until Anthony. I love this woman with my whole heart! She can throw 'em back with the best of
'em, she can hold her own, and she's a knock out! All complete with a over protective older
brother... ring any bells... **wink wink!To wrap this up... this story is humorous, tragic, and
unexpected. The storyline is so compelling and the characters so convincing that I found myself
making their every move and every word my main concern. I wanted to be Max. I wanted to be
loved by Anthony. I wanted to hug Chelle for writing such a breathtaking closing story for the Men
on Inked series.The dialogue flowed with expertise. The pacing was perfect and the tension
leading up to that climax... pure bliss! It made me laugh out loud. It made me ugly cry. It will take
you to heights you never knew and lows you wish you could forget, but all in all it will warm your
heart and brand your soul.Husbands, boyfriends, and boy toys if your girl is reading the Men of
Inked series... you'd better step up your game. LOL!!!5 Mutha Effin' Stars... all the damn way!!!”

sldca, “Last Gallo Brother falls. Anthony was the Gallo brother that it was going to be the most
fun to see being taken down by love, and Max was perfect. Heartbreaking reading about Atexia,
but learning something new is always welcome. And watching Anthony and Max learning
whether it’s was a future they had to deal with was keeping us on our toes.”

Thinking About Books, “Rounding out the Gallo Men!. Coming back to the Gallo family certainly
feels like coming home xWe all know that the bigger they are the harder they fall and Anthony
has been really big and really bad for a long time. So it comes as no great surprise that when he
finally finds a woman that can take him on he falls hard and fast, and she wants nothing to do
with him!It is great the way Chelle has managed to embed us in this family, I could almost be sat
at the table for Sunday dinner myself, while keeping the individuals individual. We have a full
view of everyone here and the trials and tribulations they have all gone through to get to where
they are. I love how this has opened up to include another family as we delve a little deeper with
ma and pop Gallo too.This book had a slightly different feel to the other books and Max certainly
keeps us on our toes! It would have been nice to see more of the fun side to both Max and
Anthony, we know it’s there from their friends, but this was quite a serious time for them both. It’s
a fab ending however and I’m looking forward to reading the next book!”

IrishdaisylovesRomance, “100% Enjoyable. Ah Anthony, the oldest of the Gallo children and



probably the grumpiest!!! He likes his life just the way it is until one night at a bar he meets the
stunning sassy woman named Max. I loved their first encounter at the bar, she barely gives him
a glance, doesn't accept a drink off him and she definitely does not give him the time of day!
LOL!! Well hell that just totally knocked the womaniser on his ass!! Max definitely makes him
work for it though and it pissed him off big time!! They go through some ups and downs on the
road to there HEA and for me it made them more appreciative of what they have. Who would've
thought that Anthony could out-swoon his brothers but I think he definitely did."'I know, but only
because I want you so much. Give in to Max, and I can make anything possible. I'll move heaven
and earth if you give me a chance to get to know you. I don't think I can go through life wondering
'what if?' I'd be a shadow of myself, walking through a world where I knew I'd missed something
spectacular".This was another big hit for Chelle Bliss, I couldn't put it down. 100% enjoyable”

Kerry Fletcher, “5 Fab end of series stars!. I love this series sooooo much!!!This is the last
instalment of the Men of Inked series and i am really sad to see the end.This book is about the
eldest Gallo, Anthony. All through the series Anthony has been the eternal bachelor. You just
knew he was going to be the one who fell the hardest! oh and fall he does! He meets his match
Max who initially wants nothing to do with him. He chases and chases like a true Gallo. He's
soooo smoking hot you can hardly catch your breath but what surprised me is his vulnerable
side. Max is an awesome character, very strong and independant with a secret she is
determined to keep to family and close friends only. She fights him hard and i feel quite sorry for
Anthony but he knows there is something there worth the chase and the fight and it ends on a
great note and a catch up with the whole family.Out of all the Gallo's Anthony has surprised me
the most and i absolutely loved him.Whilst the main subject matter is a difficult one (no spoilers
from me) i loved the message that came through, Live each day as if it's your last. This is a fab
way to end the series and i loved the little peek we get at the end for the new series Chelle is
working on.Great end to a great series!”

Amo, “Saved the best till last !!. Holy hell another 5*****The one who fought the longest was the
one who fell the hardest.Anthony Gallo didn't want to be dragged around by his balls by any
woman.. But yet he was the one who gladly handed them over.Another great read by chelle Bliss
this series has been amazing and Anthony's story I have waited for more. I wanted to see how it
would be for him as he was so reluctant to let anyone in.Anthony's story took a bit of a different
path which I was not expecting and Chelle you knocked it out of the park. Max couldn't have
been written any better my god did she make me laugh, some parts she was like the other
Gallo's too and she fit right in.A story of love lust & just the right amount of rawness you would
expect from a Gallo boy & Max a beautiful girl trying not to fall in love but for all the right reasons
for her who'd have thought Anthony would be the one doing the chasing.Loved it.”

Debbie, 1970, UK, “Without Me (Men of Inked Book 7). I love the Gallo Family & Anthony was no



exception.Tho this book didn't have drama & angst in the same way as its predecessors it was
touching, romantic & heartfelt. Anthony's 'fall' is complete & without reservation which is sexy as
hell :)Max is a perfect match for Anthony & they couldn't be better suited. Their struggles
towards one another are both frustrating & heart wrenching but all so worth it in the end.What a
wonderful end to the Men of Inked Series. I look forward to seeing the characters popping up in
other series, as promised, as well whatever else the author has in mind for theGallo
Family.Debbie, 44yrs, UK”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 1,495 people have provided feedback.
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