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      “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

      “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

      "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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      Kaylee knows art, friendship, and love. And because she’s known love, she wants nothing to do with it ever again. She likes her life just the way it is. Her art and her Brushes with Lushes classes keep her sane and happy.

      Landon spends his days with numbers and financial spreadsheets. At night, he just wants to relax, but the only way he can do that is with a woman. But these days, not just any woman will do.

      Kaylee and Landon do an excellent job of dancing around each other, but no matter how much desire burns between them or their own personal hang-ups, they’ll need to make a choice: life as they know it, or a life that could be so much more.
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      One night a month, Kaylee knew she’d laugh, maybe get a little drunk, and fall in love with art all over again. It didn’t matter that she was constantly surrounded by it, or that she worked with it and lived in it daily.

      She knew she’d found her calling when she watched those who might not know art or those who thought they were horrible at it, fall for art, stroke by stroke, sip by sip.

      So, yes, her monthly fun evening of Brushes With Lushes rejuvenated her, even if it might sound silly to anyone in the so-called upper crust of the art world.

      And didn’t that just make her roll her eyes?

      She’d lived in that world for far too long. The elegant suits and dresses, the perfectly coiffed hair, the lifted chins and lowered eyes. She’d had all of that—the money, the style, the levels of society, and the expectations.

      She’d been born into that, had been taught to thrive in it, but she had broken from it when she realized that she didn’t like the Kaylee she’d become.

      Kaylee had run away from that life as soon as she was able to. She was still her mother’s disappointment, but that was something she was used to. Her mom hadn’t wanted her to be an artist, hadn’t wanted her to do something that made her happy. Honestly, Kaylee wasn’t sure if her mother wanted her to be truly happy in any sense of the word.

      Because happiness wasn’t a family name, it wasn’t becoming what or who her family was destined to be. It didn’t lead to the next connection, didn’t strengthen the bonds between those who made money, and those who elevated their statuses.

      Happiness wasn’t any of that.

      And being an artist, daring to explore creativity in anything other than a hobby wasn’t something Kaylee’s mother could comprehend.

      Kaylee had fallen in love with the idea of art, had fallen for the idea of what art could be. It might not make sense to others, but it made sense to her. She usually threw the parts of herself that didn’t make sense on canvas and prayed she could find a resolution. It didn’t always work. One person in particular in her life, someone not her mother, never came out on the canvas the right way.

      But Kaylee was an artist, she was a believer, and she was free.

      What she loved most about it was that she could just be without thinking about what her mother might want her to be. And she didn’t need to think about the expectations that she had clearly given up on long ago.

      Tonight, though, was not about memories, it was about making memories. Tonight, she would not think about her mother, she would not think about the life she’d left behind—and good riddance, thank you very much. She would not think about any of that.

      She would not think about her ex-husband, she would not think about the other men that her mother had wanted her to marry after that. She would not think about the list of eligible bachelors that her mother routinely sent to her.

      Mailed, not emailed. Not sent by carrier pigeon, not even by text. No, her mother painstakingly hand-wrote every single name in the most perfect cursive ever, almost calligraphy, and sent Kaylee the names of who she thought her daughter should marry next.

      It was bad enough that Kaylee was a divorcee, but in her mother’s eyes, she could not remain single at her old age.

      That age only being in her thirties, but that wasn’t something she was going to talk about. She wasn’t vain, but she did not like talking about her age. It wasn’t as if she were old, but her mother made her feel that way every time she sent along a new skin cream for Kaylee to try. A fancy night cream to help with those wrinkles. Wrinkles she wasn’t sure existed yet, but they were waiting, lurking under the surface for her to stop paying attention.

      But she would wear them as a badge because it told her that she lived…even while they told her mother that she was old and dying and still childless and unwed.

      And, here she was, thinking about everything that she’d told herself she wouldn’t think about.

      Tonight was about art. She wasn’t going to be making her own art per se, but she was going to be watching her friends and those who came in using a coupon or just walked in for the experience of making art. This was one of her favorite nights of the month. This is when Brushes With Lushes truly came to life.

      She hadn’t been the first person to come up with the idea of drinking a little wine while hanging out with your friends and painting a picture. It hadn’t been her original idea to stand up in front of a crowd and show them exactly how to do it, almost as if it were Paint by Numbers but not quite. Because every single canvas ended up individual in the end. Every single painting was unique to the artist. Every moonscape was somewhat different, every tree angled slightly differently. And that was what she loved. Because even those who claimed they didn’t have a shred of artistic ability in their bones still ended up with art at their fingertips.

      Art is what she craved, and that is what made her evening.

      Because while she could expunge every single ounce of who she was and throw it on a canvas, sometimes, she just needed to breathe. Sometimes, she just needed to experience the energy that came from those who also wanted to show their art, or those who were too afraid to pick up a brush before. Showing others that they could be creative was what made her creative. At least, in a sense.

      So, maybe she sometimes felt like an emotional vampire by doing these things, but she truly loved doing it. All over the country—and even in the world now that she thought about it since her friend had started one in Paris—people were holding events like this. And she loved it.

      As she walked out into the main area of her studio that she had redesigned into a Brushes With Lushes storefront, she smiled. People walked in and out of the rows and around the easels, talking with each other and pouring wine. Kaylee’s two assistants helped with that, making sure that everybody was happy—but not too happy if they were the ones with the car keys.

      There would be no drinking and driving when it came to those who created in her store. Because while she would allow them to expel some of their emotions onto a canvas—even if her mother would say it was merely a moonscape—there was no way she was going to allow any of them to get into a car and possibly end up hurting themselves or someone else because of stupid decisions.

      So, most people had a designated driver in their group, or they used a car service. In the age of the apps where with just two little presses of a finger, a car would come to you, there was no need to indulge and then get behind the wheel.

      At least, that’s what Kaylee hoped.

      “I can’t wait for tonight,” Roxie said with a grin. Roxie Marshall, formerly Roxie Montgomery-Marshall smiled up at her, and Kaylee couldn’t help but smile right back. Roxie was gorgeous, just like the rest of the Montgomerys. She had long, dark hair, but hers was a little lighter than the rest of her siblings. Her wide, blue eyes glinted with a bit of wickedness and a whole lot of happiness, something that Kaylee had not seen in her friend’s eyes for far too long.

      But now Roxie was happily married, she and her husband making it through their rough patch.

      And the woman actually looked excited to paint. A far cry from her trepidation of the past.

      Kaylee tapped her chin. “You know, I don’t think I’ve ever actually heard you say that and mean it while in my studio.”

      Kaylee leaned over and hugged Roxie close, kissing her friend on the temple. In some respects, Kaylee was still new when it came to hanging out with this group of friends. She had met them because of Brushes With Lushes, and though she had met lots of women and men in her studio, it was the Montgomerys and their close-knit group that she had been drawn to.

      And now she was one of them, and she loved it.
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