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        All characters in this book are fiction and figments of the author’s imagination.
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      “Count on Carrie Ann Ryan for emotional, sexy, character driven stories that capture your heart!” – Carly Phillips, NY Times bestselling author

      “Carrie Ann Ryan’s romances are my newest addiction! The emotion in her books captures me from the very beginning. The hope and healing hold me close until the end. These love stories will simply sweep you away.” ~ NYT Bestselling Author Deveny Perry

      "Carrie Ann Ryan writes the perfect balance of sweet and heat ensuring every story feeds the soul."  - Audrey Carlan, #1 New York Times Bestselling Author

      “Carrie Ann Ryan never fails to draw readers in with passion, raw sensuality, and characters that pop off the page.  Any book by Carrie Ann is an absolute treat.” – New York Times Bestselling Author J. Kenner

      “Carrie Ann Ryan knows how to pull your heartstrings and make your pulse pound! Her wonderful Redwood Pack series will draw you in and keep you reading long into the night. I can’t wait to see what comes next with the new generation, the Talons. Keep them coming, Carrie Ann!” –Lara Adrian, New York Times bestselling author of CRAVE THE NIGHT

      "With snarky humor, sizzling love scenes, and brilliant, imaginative worldbuilding, The Dante's Circle series reads as if Carrie Ann Ryan peeked at my personal wish list!" – NYT Bestselling Author, Larissa Ione

      "Carrie Ann Ryan writes sexy shifters in a world full of passionate happily-ever-afters." – New York Times Bestselling Author Vivian Arend

      “Carrie Ann’s books are sexy with characters you can’t help but love from page one. They are heat and heart blended to perfection.” New York Times Bestselling Author Jayne Rylon

      Carrie Ann Ryan's books are wickedly funny and deliciously hot, with plenty of twists to keep you guessing. They'll keep you up all night!” USA Today Bestselling Author Cari Quinn

      "Once again, Carrie Ann Ryan knocks the Dante's Circle series out of the park. The queen of hot, sexy, enthralling paranormal romance, Carrie Ann is an author not to miss!" New York Times bestselling Author Marie Harte
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        To the whiskey lovers who happen to love Whiskey and Lies.

        This one is for you.
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      One whiskey-saturated night turns into something far more in the second standalone installment of the bestselling Whiskey and Lies series from NYT Bestselling Author Carrie Ann Ryan.

      Fox Collins likes his life just the way it is. His siblings are falling in love all around him, but he’d much rather focus on his next story than on a serious relationship. However, when his latest one-night stand returns to Whiskey—this time for good—he’ll need to learn to trust his instincts to figure out if he can live without her in his life.

      Former dancer Melody Waters is finally ready to settle down in her grandmother’s small Pennsylvania hometown. Bad decisions and fateful nights have changed her path more than once, but now she’s focused on one thing: opening her new own dance studio. But fate is a funny thing, and once again, she’ll be forced to learn that actions have consequences and some repercussions can not only change your life forever, they can also come back to haunt you…one broken promise at a time.
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      Fox Collins never wanted to wake up.

      At least not while he was having the best damn dream of his life. He wasn’t necessarily fully asleep at the moment, but rather half dream-like snoozing, where he could wield his subconscious to finish the delicious dream he’d been having. Meaning, any sound could wake him up, and thinking about it too hard could also rip him from sleep.

      That meant he quickly shoved those too complicated thoughts out of his head to avoid waking and went back to the delectable blonde currently sucking his cock. Sadly, she was only his dream woman, not real, but he’d take what he could get since this was one damn sexy figment of his imagination. The fact that she was sort of based on a real person was, again, one of those thoughts he wasn’t going to think about since he wanted this part of his morning to continue.

      His blonde licked up his shaft, her tongue like magic and warmth and everything that made him want to come right there. But he held himself back—barely. She slowly sucked on the crown, the tip of her tongue playing with his slit, and his eyes mentally rolled to the back of his head, his body shaking both in and out of the dream.

      She was so damn sexy, all curves and softness. There was a strength to her, as well. Something that had taken him for a ride the one time they’d had sex out of his dreams, but he wasn’t going to focus on that either. Instead, he would only think about her on her knees on the bed in front of him, as he lay back to let her suck him down. She bobbed her head, her eyes meeting his as she took him whole.

      He didn’t reach out to touch her, didn’t let his hands follow the curves of her soft skin. As soon as he did that, he knew he’d wake up. He always did. Because he’d never be able to reach her. It was as if his brain wouldn’t allow him to remember exactly how perfect she felt in his arms—even if those memories were wrapped in a whiskey-laced fog.

      His blonde squeezed his dick, and his eyes crossed, his hips bucking off the bed. He shouted her name, but only her first since she’d refused to give him her last, and found himself awake in his bed, his stomach sticky, and his own hand wrapped around the base of his cock.

      He was alone, somewhat sated, and as he looked over at the clock on his nightstand…running late.

      “Well, Melody, it seems I just can’t quit you.” His voice sounded loud in the emptiness of his room, and he let out a sigh. Apparently, Fox wasn’t the best at one-night stands—even if he’d tried to be. And, now, the blonde from his single night playing with whiskey and fate haunted his dreams and his dick.

      He quirked a smile at that. A haunted dick? That could be a fun story to write. He might be the owner and editor of the Whiskey Chronicles, but he could take an afternoon and write a short story just for fun. It would keep his skills sharp, and frankly, he could use a laugh. It had been a long few months with deadline after deadline, and his dream woman continued to seep into his subconscious to the point where he wasn’t sleeping nearly enough.

      His second alarm went off on his phone, and he sighed. He’d jacked off in his sleep through the first one, and that meant he had no more time to stay wrapped in his sweaty sheets and brood. Plus, he wasn’t the broody brother, he let that title go to Loch—and maybe even Dare before he’d met Kenzie.

      And now, he was thinking about his brothers and his future sister-in-law while naked in bed because he didn’t want to get up and go to work.

      He’d officially hit rock bottom.

      Fox rolled out of bed, careful to keep his dick close to his stomach so he didn’t make more of a mess and went to clean himself up at least slightly. Before he even took a shower, he went back into his bedroom and stripped off his sheets. This was the second time this week he’d woken to a dream like that, and he was already getting tired of doing laundry.

      Knowing he needed coffee before he did anything else, he strode naked to his kitchen and made himself a cup while checking his email and looking over the news on his phone. He’d read the physical publications as well since he was in the paper business and tried to keep up with both formats, but for now, he just wanted to check on any headlines. And with the world as it was, it seemed there was almost hourly breaking news these days.

      That was one reason he liked living and working in Whiskey. It was not only his hometown where he knew every single person in residence—other than the tourists, of course—but it was also quiet enough most days that he could get to the heart of the town with its news rather than reading horror stories day in and day out. Maybe, at one time in his life, he’d have liked to be the hardcore reporter who worked on terrifying and heartbreaking news until the wee hours of the morning, but he’d learned long ago that he needed balance in his life in order to make his writing mean something. There needed to be substantial pieces of good news amongst the horrors, and finding a way to do that without looking as if they were merely fluff pieces was his juggling act.

      “And now I’m getting way too philosophical on half a cup of coffee. Not to mention, talking to myself.” He drained the rest of his mug and set it under the spout for when he got out of the shower and wanted his second cup. He was on a three-cup-a-day rule and would switch to water after his third, but he tended to drink all three at once. Probably not exactly what his doctor wanted, but it wasn’t as if he were going to change his habits anytime soon.

      Fox rolled his shoulders and, still naked, made his way back the bathroom so he could shower and finish getting ready for the day. For a man already late, he sure was taking his time. Of course, since he owned the paper, he could come and go as he pleased, but he didn’t like showing up after the rest of his staff. He needed to at least show some responsibility.

      Thoughts of his dream blonde filtered into his mind again, and his cock stiffened once more. Defeated, he looked down at his stiffening dick and frowned.

      “Traitor.”

      He didn’t live by his dick and actually needed to get to work, so it looked as though he’d be finishing up his shower as a cold one. Again.

      Damn it.
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      “I have eleven inches of copy, but I need to cut it down to ten,” Nancy, his sports writer, said as she frowned down at her work. “They’re a damn good eleven.”

      Fox resisted rolling his eyes since this wasn’t the first time Nancy had come into his office wanting more space for her work. He kept his gaze on the balls in front of him, juggling so he could keep his mind on task rather than floating to the million and one things he needed to get done before they got the paper out in the morning, as well as the countless stories that needed to be done during the week for the online editions.

      “I’m sure they’re good. But you have room for ten inches, so cut.” He set one ball down on his desk and caught the other two in one hand. It had taken him years to get that trick down, but he couldn’t smile in victory while being the boss. He didn’t usually juggle while his reporters were talking to him, but Nancy had come into his office unannounced, and he hadn’t bothered to stop what he was doing. When he needed to think about his work and couldn’t get in the right mindset, he juggled, and Nancy had interrupted that. Again. But this was his job, so he didn’t grumble like he might have otherwise.

      “But I have eleven.” She raised her chin, and he held back a sigh. “At least read it and tell me what you think.”

      He nodded. “Send it over.” In all honesty, the eleven inches were probably better than great, but he didn’t have space for that extra inch. They’d make it work if needed, but that wasn’t the point.

      Nancy beamed. “Thank you.” She pressed something on her tablet, and his computer beeped, signaling an email. “I’ll be out there working on my next story.” She gave him a nod before leaving him alone in his office. Thankfully, she shut the door behind her so he could get his thoughts in order.

      He had two large pieces he was currently working on that would take a couple of days to get done, plus an upcoming editorial that he’d been looking forward to for the past few months. He needed to get his interviews scheduled, look over the next set of stories coming in, and do a few more admin things before he headed out for the day, but he was getting things done—even if he was still exhausted from not sleeping well enough. He could blame his imaginary blonde all he wanted, but he knew it wasn’t only her. Not this time. He was the one dreaming of her, after all. He needed to get her out of his head and away from his dreams.

      He’d met her once at his brother’s bar. Had far too much whiskey, and had taken her home where he’d proceeded to have the best sex of his life. She’d been gone the next morning with just a note saying “thank you.” That was it. No number, no promises, just the memory of her taste and her torn panties on his floor.

      Of course, now, he was thinking of the fact that she’d left his house in a dress wearing no panties, and he had to force himself to think of hockey stats so he could keep his erection under control. He was at work for hell’s sake.

      He looked down at the time on his computer and shook his head. He wasn’t getting work done in his office today, so he’d just take his work to his brother’s place and get the buzz of tourists and the town into his system. If anyone from the office needed him, they knew how to get ahold of him and where to find him. Most of them worked outside the office a couple of times a week since sitting in one place for too long wasn’t always conducive to writing.

      He let the others know where he was going, packed up his laptop, tablet, and the other things he needed to get his work done, and headed down the street to the Old Whiskey Bar and Resturant with the Old Whiskey Inn attached to the top levels. He didn’t know how his brother handled all of that on his own. Well, he did since Kenzie managed the inn, and Dare had a whole staff for the restaurant side, but in the end, Dare did most of the work, especially after their parents retired. More often than not, Fox came in and helped out behind the bar on the weekends since that’s what family did, but Dare could have done it without him. His former cop brother was that capable and more. And now that he had Kenzie in his life, Fox had a feeling Dare would get even better at managing all aspects of his life.

      Hell, he already handled being a father and working the hours he did. And their other brother, Loch, did the same with his daughter, Misty—and Loch didn’t even have the girl’s mother in the picture like Dare did with Nate’s mom. Their sister, Tabby, was a newlywed out in Denver and managed a whole company as well as her husband Alex’s photography career since she was just that damn good at scheduling. Somehow, Fox felt like the slacker of the bunch without kids and with only one job, but he worked really long hours.

      Maybe Fox needed a new hobby or something to make sure he kept up with his siblings. Then he remembered that he was already taking night classes for such a thing and owned the Whiskey Chronicles. He was doing just fine, damn it, and he needed to stop forgetting that. Fox ran a hand over his face, thinking it might not be too early for a drink. Of course, the thought of the last time he’d had a glass of whiskey entered his mind, and he quickly shut it away. No use getting hard and annoyed in front of his family.

      Fox passed the hostess station at the bar and nodded at Claire, Dare’s front of house manager, as he walked into the building. She smiled, and Fox couldn’t help but smile back. Her crisp, white shirt just set off the glow of her dark skin, and every time he came by for dinner, she always took care of him herself. There was no attraction between them, but they were friends who cared about his brother. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Kenzie moving fast on her sky-high heels as she went up the stairs. Since the inn was on top of the bar and restaurant, she was forever moving from level to level, and because she seemed to be in work mode—something he needed to get into soon—he didn’t bother her.

      Dare was behind the counter, cleaning glasses like any good barkeep when Fox made his way to the left side of the building where the bar was. Each half of the restaurant served food and drinks, but Fox tended to like the left more since it wasn’t as formal and he could hang out with his family. Plus, the other side wasn’t open yet since he was here during that weird time between lunch and dinner when the restaurant was setting up for the latter.

      “Hey, I thought you were supposed to be working.” Dare moved to the soda nozzle and looked up at him. “Though you’re probably working here, right?” Fox nodded. “So, no booze. Soda water, or are we going heavy today with something with lots of sugar and caffeine?”

      Fox grinned and took a seat on the barstool in front of him. “Soda water with lime. It’s not that bad of a day.” And it really wasn’t. He’d just been forced to do a lot of admin work and other things that weren’t on his plate when he’d just been a reporter. Being the owner of the paper was a far different matter than just working at one, and as each day, month, and year passed, he discovered that fact more and more.

      “Well, then, one soda water with lime coming up.” Dare slid the glass down the bar like in the old movies their mom had made them watch, and Fox caught it, thankful that his reflexes were sharp. He’d never have lived it down if he missed. Loch and Dare were the more athletic of the four siblings with Tabby now running a close third with her boxing lessons from her husband. Fox could hold his own, but he was still the guy with his head in his books and the clouds most days. He didn’t mind, but he also couldn’t be the one to break a glass in Dare’s bar. He had principles, after all.

      “Thanks.” Fox saluted with his glass and took a sip. It wasn’t his favorite drink in the world, but he’d done his best to cut out excess caffeine and sugar from his day. He wasn’t going to count those three cups of coffee as excess.

      “So, what are you working on?” Dare went back to cleaning and going through front inventory since it was the slow time of the day, and Fox and another couple were the only ones in the bar.

      “A few admin things to get out of the way, but the copy’s ready to go for tomorrow. After that, I finally get to get a few notes down for my next project.” He couldn’t help but grin at that. He’d been waiting to get this interview and piece down since he’d first thought about it for his small town, and though it wouldn’t be breaking news or something that would change the world, the person involved had changed Whiskey’s world with her mere presence. And for that, he was excited.

      Dare’s eyes lit up. “You finally getting to know Ms. Pearl?”

      Fox nodded. “Yep. It’s about time Whiskey gets to know their Ms. Pearl.”

      Ms. Pearl was practically a historical figure in their already historical town. Local legend said that before she settled down in Whiskey, Pennsylvania, she had been a showgirl in Vegas. She had been friends—or at least acquaintances—with the Rat Pack, and Fox was pretty sure she had even more stories to tell. Whiskey had been formed under prohibition law and had the tourist tales to show for it. When Ms. Pearl showed up, she had blended right in with the culture. Of course, when it came to Ms. Pearl, there was nothing blended about her. He didn’t know if all the stories he’d been told over the years were true, but he was finally getting his chance to hear it from the woman herself. He didn’t always get to write editorials about key figures in the town that was part of his soul, but now he would be able to do something he’d always wanted to do. No, it wouldn’t change the world but maybe, just maybe, it could change Whiskey.

      “Sounds like you have your hands full with Ms. Pearl.” Dare grinned and went to take an order from someone who’d come up to the bar. Fox hadn’t been there that long, and it was already starting to pick up in business. There was never really any downtime when it came to food and drinks in his town.

      Instead of getting distracted by the comings and goings of those around him, he took another sip of his water and opened his computer so he could finish up his admin work for the day. He still needed to read the eleven inches of words from Nancy, and he had a feeling once he got through them, he was going to have to call his department and see what they could do about that extra inch. It wasn’t anything new when it came to a small-town paper, but it did make for a headache after a long day of not writing.

      He knew he would probably get at least an hour of work done while Dare scurried around him. Kenzie would end up sitting beside Fox at the bar, and then he wouldn’t be able to get much work done at all. His future sister-in-law always took his attention because he liked talking with her. But he didn’t mind. The two of them had become friends, and he liked that Kenzie was in his life, too. She had changed his brother’s world, and for that, he would be forever grateful.

      And now that he thought about what day it was, his parents would probably show up soon to catch a bite to eat, too. They had at least one meal a month at his folks’ house where it was a huge get-together with plenty of food, lots of talking, and just good people. But ever since the couple had retired, they had taken to eating at either the bar or the restaurant once a week. Considering that they used to work at the same building Dare now owned, Fox knew it probably had more to do with family rather than what they ate that kept them coming back every week. Of course, the food was really good, too.

      Since his parents would most likely be there for dinner soon, that meant Loch would probably show up with his daughter, as well. And where his daughter went, Loch’s best friend Ainsley usually wasn’t far behind.

      All of this meant that Fox really needed to focus for the next hour to get as much work done as possible until the horde arrived. Once he headed home after the casual festivities, he’d be able to work some more. He didn’t work a nine-to-five job, and he didn’t mind. But, sometimes, he thought it would be nice not to bring work home. Of course, he didn’t actually know of a job like that, but it was always nice to dream.

      He was only twenty minutes into his work when he noticed someone he never thought to see again out of the corner of his eye. He turned, his gaze caught, and his attention enthralled with the woman picking up a to-go order.

      Her long, blond hair fell in waves, and she wore tight-fitting jeans that showcased her luscious curves. She had on an elbow-length T-shirt that was tight around her chest and made him remember exactly what she looked like beneath those clothes. He’d tasted every inch of her, touched every curve. It had been in a whiskey-filled haze but he hadn’t minded one bit. He could still remember every single instant. Including the fact that she had left him alone in bed the next morning.

      “Melody.” The word was out of his mouth and echoing in the loud room before he even knew he’d said it.

      She turned, her eyes widening for a moment before she schooled her features into a pleasant smile.

      “Fox. I should’ve known I’d see you at this bar again.” She held her to-go bag in one hand, and Fox pointedly ignored his brother giving him a look.

      “I come here often. My brother is the owner. Remember?”

      She gave him another of those sweet smiles that looked nothing like the sultry ones she had given him that night. “Sure I do. Well, it was nice to see you, Fox. As you can see, I came to get dinner. I shouldn’t let my food get cold. Have a good night.”

      She turned on her heel and walked out of the bar as if she hadn’t just shown up out of nowhere after three months. He hadn’t even known she was back in town, let alone expected to see her in Dare’s bar. They hadn’t made any promises to each other. There had been no last names, no judgments, no backstories. But he knew almost every single person in his town who wasn’t a tourist, and Melody hadn’t been one of them. And yet, she was back and ordering food as if she had been here all along. Once again, he ignored his brother’s look and packed up his things. He wasn’t going to follow her, but he would go home and have some time to himself. He wasn’t in the mood for questions, didn’t feel like dealing with knowing looks and smiles. Because the best night of his life had just walked out the door. Again. And he still only knew her first name.

      And from what he’d just seen, their night together hadn’t left the same impression on her.

      Who knew an evening without whiskey could be so revealing.
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      Melody Waters rested her head on her closed door and forced herself to take a deep breath. She hadn’t meant to start off her new life quite as drastically as it had happened but, apparently, the blood in her veins would allow nothing less. She couldn’t just be normal and stay under the radar. She was officially her parents’ daughter and her grandmother’s granddaughter. If she really thought about it, she’d been that long before coming to Whiskey.

      She had only been in town for a week, or rather back in town, and she was already running away from situations that were far too awkward for her to deal with. Honestly, she couldn’t believe she’d actually lasted a whole week without seeing Fox. She thought she’d done a good job of hiding her reaction to seeing him again, but for all she knew, he had seen right through the mask she’d forced onto her face. Well, he had seen every other part of her, why not see through her façade?

      But Fox wasn’t the reason she’d moved. He was just a bad mistake for one night that happened to be the most delicious mistake in a long line of mistakes. And if she thought the word mistake one more time tonight, she’d end up going for another glass of whiskey herself.

      She held back a shiver at the thought of sipping whiskey, since the last time she had done that, she’d licked it off Fox’s lips. The liquor had been smooth and smoky and tasted even better off him. Not that she would ever tell him that or even think about it again. Because she was moving on from that phase of her life. There would no longer be another one-night stand for her to try and forget or any more strings of relationships she ran away from because she was so afraid of the person she once was.

      Melody had moved to this small town in Pennsylvania because her grandma needed her, but also because Melanie needed her grandma. Her grandmother might be able to do a lot on her own, but she wasn’t getting any younger—or so she kept saying—so Melody was here to help out. And because of that, it would also be Melody’s fresh start. It had taken her far too long to figure out what this new life of hers could be, but now she was sitting in a building she owned.

      She wasn’t a renter and didn’t have to answer to anyone except the bank. With her contractors’ help, and her own sweat and most likely tears, she was going to turn this empty set of rooms into a dance studio. She was not only certified, but she was in a far better place emotionally than she had been when she was first cast out into the cruel, harsh world.

      If anyone had told her even a year ago that she would be opening up a dance studio in small-town Pennsylvania, she’d have called them crazy. But here she was, doing the one thing she’d never thought to do, and the one thing her grandma thought would be best for her. Melody was still undecided.

      Whiskey seemed to have a little bit of everything within its town borders, and the tourists helped make it what it was. She didn’t know the entire history of it, but she knew her grandma would probably explain it to her. Apparently, the town had been in the bootleg business with whiskey back in the days of Prohibition—or so they said. She didn’t know if that was the actual truth, but the stories sounded just right for the tourists who came and wanted to get a little bit of history with a touch of flair. Plus, the town was adorable and made you feel as if you were at home even if you were only passing through.

      Melody never truly had a home before this. And though her grandma had always invited her to visit, she had done her best to stay away. In retrospect, she didn’t really know why she had done that other than the fact that she hadn’t been a very good person. She made horrible decisions and mistakes, and through one careless act after another, she had been forced to pay for them.

      But so had others.

      Melody swallowed that hurt and pushed those thoughts from her mind. There was no room for that line of logic or those memories in her new life and this new place. She had picked up her dinner, caught an old friend who wasn’t really a friend but more of a sweet temptation, and was now going to eat alone in her empty room while she imagined exactly what it could be. The building wasn’t entirely empty since she’d had her contractors working on it for over a month now. But in the next couple of weeks, it would be her job to add the little touches that were just Melody. Soon, she’d be able to have a grand opening.

      And…she was so freaking nervous, she knew she might throw up if she didn’t take a breath.

      She hadn’t spent the past three weeks in Whiskey sitting on her hands. She had been finalizing her move so she could move in with her grandma and help around the house, and had done a lot of the legwork for opening up the studio. It wasn’t as if she could just hang up a sign and people would suddenly flock in for classes and send their children in for instruction. She’d had to set up a social media presence and print flyers and even go into the community center to make sure everyone knew that she was opening up the studio for locals and tourists
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