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DEDICATION

This story is for anyone who has ever believed they were too broken to begin again.

Addiction may leave scars, but it does not erase the strength it takes to choose a different path.

People can change, heal, and fight their way back to the ones they love, and to themselves.

Everyone deserves a second chance, especially when they’re brave enough to reach for it.
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Whiskey Regrets contains themes and scenes that may be distressing for some readers. As an author, I understand that trigger/content warnings are necessary. 

I have compiled a list to the best of my abilities which is freely available on my website.

Website: https://jademarshallauthor.wordpress.com/

Your mental health matters.

For those of you who wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of fiction, and I DO NOT condone or wish to romanticize any of the situations or actions of the characters.

Happy Reading.

Jade Marshall​
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Chapter One

Homecoming
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Ashe

The lights are too fucking bright.

They stab straight through my skull, white-hot needles punching behind my eyes, turning my brain into something soft and swollen. I squint into the glare, but it doesn’t help. It never does. Stage lights are designed to blind you. To erase the crowd. To make you feel like you’re floating in some strange, glowing void.

Tonight, though? Tonight, I feel every single bulb burning holes in my face.

Sweat trickles down the back of my neck, slow and sticky, sliding beneath the collar of my black button-up. The fabric clings to me like a needy lover, damp and suffocating. My shirt was crisp when I put it on. Perfectly pressed. Rock star armor. Now I just feel like a drowned rat with a guitar.

I shift my weight, boots dragging against the worn wooden stage, and the movement sends the room tilting sideways. The floor dips like the deck of a sinking ship, rolling beneath my feet. My stomach lurches in response, bile creeping up the back of my throat.

Jesus Christ. I knew that last drink was a mistake. Actually, scratch that. I knew the first drink was a mistake. But here we are.

The crowd is a blur of shapes beyond the lights, shadows and movement and noise. God, the noise. It swells around me, a living thing, voices overlapping in a drunken chorus of anticipation. Laughter. Shouting. The clink of glasses. The low hum of conversation thick with small-town familiarity.

Lucille’s. The only bar in Severn, belonging to the Blake brothers. 

Of all the stages in all the goddamn world, I end up here. Severn. Home. The word lands in my chest with a dull, uncomfortable thud. I swore I would make it out of this small town and never look back, and here I am. Fuck.

I drag a hand down my face, fingers trembling slightly as they brush over the stubble lining my jaw. My skin feels too tight. Too sensitive. Like everything is dialed up past a reasonable level.

Alcohol and marijuana. A cocktail of poor decisions and worse coping mechanisms. Basically, the downward spiral starter kit.

I roll my shoulders, trying to loosen the tension crawling along my spine, but my muscles feel sluggish, slow to respond. Heavy. My limbs don’t quite belong to me tonight. They move, sure, but there’s a lag, a fraction of a second where my brain sends the signal and my body just ... hesitates.

Like it’s considering whether I’m worth listening to. Fair. I probably wouldn’t listen to me either.

“Roman!”

The shout cuts through the haze, sharp and enthusiastic. I blink, squinting harder into the lights. Someone near the front raises their beer, arm waving wildly. I can’t make out their face, just the glint of glass and the vague outline of a body swaying slightly off balance.

“Play something we know!” A ripple of laughter follows the demand.

I smirk automatically, the expression stretching across my lips out of pure muscle memory. I’ve worn this smile on a thousand stages. In a thousand cities. Under a thousand different lights.

The cocky, charming, slightly intoxicated frontman. Except tonight I’m not slightly intoxicated. Tonight, I’m drunk off my fucking ass.

“Don’t worry,” I say into the mic, my voice echoing back at me from the speakers. It sounds wrong. Too rough. Too thick. Like my tongue is made of cotton and regret.

“I’ll try not to disappoint you too badly.”

The words draw another wave of laughter, easy and indulgent. They still love me. Isn’t that hilarious? I can barely stand upright, and they still love me.

The band behind me shifts into position, instruments ready. I can feel their eyes on my back. Their tension. Their silent prayers that I don’t completely implode in front of a packed bar. Again.

I curl my fingers around the neck of my guitar, the familiar weight grounding me for half a second. Wood and steel. Strings beneath my fingertips. The one constant in a life that otherwise feels like a runaway train.

Music. Always music. Even when everything else goes to hell.

I lean closer to the mic, lips brushing the metal grille. “Let’s give Severn something to talk about.”

God knows this town thrives on gossip.

The first chord rings out, vibrating through the speakers and into my bones. The sound is warm and rich, wrapping around me like an old memory. My fingers move almost instinctively, sliding along the fretboard with a grace my body no longer deserves.

Funny how that works. Everything else is a mess, but my hands still remember what to do. The drums kick in and the bass follows. And suddenly the bar is alive.

The crowd roars in approval, voices rising above the music as people recognize the song. Boots stomp against the floor. Bodies press closer to the stage. The air thickens with heat and excitement and the unmistakable scent of alcohol.

I open my mouth to sing. And nearly choke on my own breath.

The lyrics tangle in my head, words slipping through the cracks of my concentration like water through a sieve. My brain scrambles, grasping desperately for lines I’ve sung a thousand times.

Come on. Come the fuck on. I know this song.

I wrote this fucking song.

But the alcohol muddies everything, thoughts sliding sluggishly across my consciousness. The marijuana wraps around my mind like fog, softening the edges, and dulling the last of my clarity.

The music surges forward without me and panic flickers low in my chest.

I laugh. Because what else am I going to do?

I lean into the chaos, dragging the melody from somewhere deep and fractured. My voice spills out, slightly off-key, slightly behind the beat. The words stumble and sway, just like I do.

And the crowd? They don’t give a shit. They cheer louder. They sing along. They’re too drunk to notice the cracks. Or maybe they just don’t care. Either way, it works in my favor.

For now.

The room spins gently as I move across the stage, my boots heavy, and my steps uneven. My shoulder clips the mic stand, sending it wobbling dangerously. I grab it with clumsy reflexes, steadying the metal pole with a muttered curse.

Jesus.

Pull it together, Roman. You’ve done stadiums. You’ve filled arenas. You can handle one fucking bar. But my body feels like it’s made of loose parts and bad wiring. Every movement is exaggerated. Every sensation amplified. The lights pulse brighter. The music pounds louder. The air feels thicker, harder to breathe.

My heart hammers wildly in my chest.

Too fast.

Way too fast.

The edges of my vision blur, dark spots dancing in the corners like mocking shadows. I wipe at my face again, smearing sweat across my skin. The song barrels toward the chorus and the crowd fucking erupts.

I grin. Because this? This is the part I still know how to fake.

I throw my head back, voice rising above the instruments, pouring everything I have left into the lyrics. My throat burns. My lungs ache. My skull feels like it might split clean in half.

‘Raise that glass like a middle finger, to every memory that still lingers, I drink it down but the ache stays strong, your shadow’s hiding in every song, and this whiskey just keeps you here longer...’

But for a few fleeting seconds ... I feel invincible. The illusion shatters the moment I step backward. My heel catches on something, a cable, a monitor... Hell, it could be my own damn shadow for all I know. My balance tilts violently, the world lurching sideways with sickening speed.

Oh, fuck. Time slows. The lights streak into blinding lines. The music distorts into a warped, echoing mess. And then gravity takes me like a vindictive bitch.

The stage disappears beneath my feet and the crowd gasps. My stomach plummets into my boots. I have just enough time to think this is going to hurt before I’m falling, my arms flailing, the guitar yanking against its strap, and my body completely betraying me.

The impact is spectacular.

Pain explodes through my side as I slam into the edge of the stage, ribs colliding with unforgiving wood. My guitar cracks against something solid. The breath whooshes violently from my lungs, leaving me gasping like a fish dumped onto dry land.

For a split second, there is silence. And then chaos erupts.

“Oh shit!”

“Roman!”

“Is he okay?”

Voices swirl around me, distorted and distant. And I lie there, sprawled in a graceless heap, blinking up at the ceiling. The lights above smear into glowing halos, their brightness now a dull, nauseating blur.

My ribs scream in protest. My head pounds harder. And my dignity? Dead. Buried. Possibly cremated.

A laugh bubbles up from my chest. Because of course it does. Of course this is how my triumphant return to Severn goes.

Drunk, high, and falling off a fucking stage like an amateur.

I drag in a shaky breath, instantly regretting the decision as pain lances through my side. My body protests violently, every nerve suddenly wide awake and furious. Fuck! That’s going to bruise.

Strong hands grab my arms, hauling me upright with surprising ease. The sudden movement sends my vision spiraling again, the room tilting in dizzying loops.

Easy.

Easy.

I clutch at someone’s shoulder, my fingers digging into the fabric of what I assume is a shirt. “I’m good,” I rasp, even though I am very clearly not good.

“Jesus, Ashe.”

The voice is familiar. Too familiar.

I squint, struggling to bring the face into focus.

Blond hair and a sharp jaw with an annoyed expression carved into features I haven’t seen in years. Wesley Blake.

Well, fuck me sideways.

“Miss me?” I manage, my lips curling into a crooked, drunken grin.

He does not look amused. Not even a little bit.

The crowd buzzes with nervous laughter as Wesley steadies me, his grip firm and unyielding. I can feel eyes on me from every corner of the bar, curiosity, concern, and definitely some judgment.

Small town Severn, middle of nowhere. Nothing goes unnoticed here. Especially not a washed-up rock star eating shit in public. I glance toward the stage.

The band stands frozen, instruments still in hand, expressions ranging from horrified to deeply resigned.

Yeah, boys. Welcome to my personal circus.

I lift a hand weakly, waving at the crowd.

“See?” I say into the mic someone has shoved back toward my face. “Still got it.”

The laughter this time is louder, looser. But there’s an undercurrent to it now. Something uncomfortable. Something that sounds suspiciously like pity. And, God, I fucking hate pity.

Wesley’s grip tightens slightly. “Finish the set,” he mutters under his breath.

I blink at him before I laugh again. Because apparently that’s all I know how to do tonight.

“Yeah,” I say, dragging myself back toward the stage on legs that feel like overcooked spaghetti. “Let’s give them a show.”

Even if it kills me.

Honestly? At this rate, it just might.
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Chapter Two

Lift A Glass
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Kaelie

I shouldn’t be here.

That thought has been looping through my brain for the past twenty minutes like a broken damn record, repeating itself with increasing irritation as the noise inside Lucille’s crawls under my skin.

It’s too loud. Too crowded. Too ... Severn.

The air is thick with beer and sweat and that unmistakable scent of small-town familiarity. Laughter ricochets off the walls, voices overlapping in easy, comfortable chaos. Glasses clink. Chairs scrape. Boots stomp against worn wooden floors that have seen more Friday nights than I care to imagine.

Lucille’s is the heart of this town. Always has been.

Which is precisely why avoiding it is almost impossible.

“You’re brooding.”

I glance sideways at Tessa, who is watching me over the rim of her drink with entirely too much amusement.

“I’m not brooding,” I mutter, even though I absolutely am.

She snorts softly. “You’ve had that exact same scowl on your face since we walked in.”

“I don’t scowl.”

“Kaelie, honey.” She gestures vaguely toward my face. “That expression could curdle milk.”

I sigh, dragging my gaze away from her and back to the bar. She’s not wrong. Because I don’t like crowds and I don’t like noise. And I definitely don’t like unexpected disruptions to my carefully structured routines.

Yet here I sit, perched on a barstool I’ve occupied a thousand times before, nursing a vodka soda like it personally offended me. Because apparently tonight Severn decided to host a circus.

And the main attraction?

Ashe Roman.

Even thinking his name feels strange. Unsettling. Like brushing your fingers over an old scar you forgot existed.

The lights above the stage flare brighter, drawing my attention whether I want it to or not. A ripple of excitement rolls through the crowd, bodies shifting, conversations pausing, anticipation humming through the room like static electricity.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” The voice booms through the speakers, thick with enthusiasm.

Oh, God. This is happening. I resist the urge to groan as the emcee continues his overly dramatic introduction. Something about crossover country-rock sensation, international success, hometown roots.

Hometown.

Right.

Because nothing says triumphant return like a gig at Blake’s.

“Jesus,” Tessa murmurs beside me. “This place is going to lose its mind.”

I take a slow sip of my drink. The alcohol burns pleasantly down my throat, grounding me for half a second. Then he steps into the lights. And my world tilts violently sideways.

For a split second, I forget how to breathe. I just ... stare. Because there is no fucking way. Except there is.

Dark brown hair, too long, falling in disheveled waves around a face I know far better than I should. Blue eyes glint beneath the harsh glare of stage lights. Broad shoulders strain against a black button-up shirt, sleeves rolled carelessly to expose inked forearms.

He looks.... My chest tightens painfully. He looks wrecked. Not in the sexy, brooding rock star way magazines
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