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      I pull through the gated entrance and wave at the security guard as I drive by. Looking at the non-descript building in front of me there’s no indication of the goings-on inside. You can't look at a building and know about the blood, sweat, and tears that are poured into it, and that's exactly what Walker, I, and the rest of the team have done with our business. This building, on the edge of Whiskey Run, houses the elite Ghost Team. We are all ex-military mercenaries that help people. We travel all over the world, wherever we’re called and save those that need it and then are out before any credit is given.

      Thinking of all of the missions that I've been on the last several years, some of them stick out more than others, but every one of them was important. Every one of them made a difference. Knowing that makes what I’m about to do even harder.

      I get out of the car and walk slowly into the building already dreading the conversation that I know is coming. I stop at the front desk and Brook, Walker’s wife and assistant, looks at me in surprise. Usually, I'm in a rush and wave a hello as I go by. So when I stop, she glances up to me. "Hey, Nash! You okay?”

      I nod my head and point toward Walker's door. I let out a big breath. “Yeah... I’m okay. Is he in?"

      She nods. "Yep. He's in his office."

      "Great," I murmur to her as I walk past and then knock on Walker's door. I hear him say, "Come in" and I take a deep breath while pulling back my shoulders before pushing open the door.

      "Hey man, what's up?" he says when he sees me. Walker is more like a brother to me. He is the one that financially set this whole thing up and brought me on. In the beginning, I went on every and any mission that I could. Even when I wasn't necessarily needed, I still went.

      It's like it was in my blood, the need to save people and make a difference. I had to prove myself. When I married Emery, I should have settled down and stayed home more, but I didn't. And even though she told me over and over that she wasn't happy, I never fully grasped that, and it wasn’t until she served me with the divorce papers that it hit me and I knew I had fucked up. For almost a year now, we've been apart. It's been the worst year of my life. I know I have to change things, and it all starts right here in this moment.

      My lack of response has Walker looking at me with his arms over his chest. "What's going on, Nash?"

      I take a deep breath. It’s now or never. I just hope it’s not too late. "It's time."

      Walker's eyes widen as he stares back at me. He knows exactly what I’m saying to him. It’s only two words, but he knows. I've told him over and over that I'm going to get Emery back. And he knows what I’m going to have to do to do it.

      Walker repeats what I said. "It's time?" But he asks it as a question instead of a statement.

      I nod. "Yes. I'm going to need to step back. No more missions for me." The truth is in this past year, I've cut back a whole lot. I've only gone when it was absolutely necessary and there were lives on the line if I didn't.

      But now we are at a point where we are fully staffed. We can promote some of the guys to take over some more, and I can put 100 percent effort in getting Emery back. It's exactly what I should have done before the divorce went through.

      I expect an argument from Walker, but he surprises me. "Okay. So what do we need to do? What do we need to put in place?"

      I rear back in surprise. "You're okay with this?"

      Walker leans over, putting his hands on his desk, and looks at me. "Maybe last year, I wouldn't have understood, but now that I have Brook, I completely get it, and we're going to make this work. You are still a partner in this company and always will be. You've put in your time, Nash. Hell, you've put in the time of three men. It's time you get what you deserve."

      I put my hands in my front pockets and stare back at him. For the longest time, I didn't think I deserved anything. I was raised by shitty parents, and I turned to the Army when I was 18. I truly believe if I hadn't have done that, I would probably be dead right now under a bridge somewhere. The Army taught me a lot about being a man. And I can’t believe that Emery fell in love with me. I did everything wrong, and she probably hates me now, but I can't give up.

      I need to right all of my wrongs, and I need to win her back. It almost seems impossible going by the way she never wants to talk to me when I go and see her. I shake my head and try to get the thoughts out of my head. I can't start thinking negatively. That's not going to help at all. I clear my throat and look at Walker. "I'm thinking that we should promote Colt. I think he can handle it."

      Walker nods his head. "I agree. I was sort of thinking the same thing. Why don't we get a meeting together sometime later today and go over the changes that are going to be taking place?"

      I nod at him. "That sounds like a good idea."

      I turn on my heel to walk out, but Walker stops me before I get through the door. "Hey man, are you okay with all of this?"

      I sort of wince as I look back at him. Walker knows me better than most. He knows me as an adrenaline junkie, and there’s no doubt he’s wondering if I’m going to be able to do this or not. Can I really step away? But I don’t know how to explain it except be honest with him. "I'm going to miss the missions, but there's no way it can compare to how much I miss her. I have to get her back, Walker."

      He looks at me worriedly. "I got your back, man. Anything you need." I nod and go out the door with my head down as I walk toward my office. I think that taking a backseat role with the Ghost Team is going to be the easy part. Winning back Emery is a completely different story.
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            Emery

          

        

      

    

    
      “So have you always lived in Whiskey Run?”

      I’m doing my best to appear interested, but not too interested in the man sitting across from me at The Whiskey Whistler. Ray has been coming into the bakery for the last month, asking me to go out with him, and finally I agreed. I sort of had to. No matter how hard I’ve tried, I can’t forget my ex-husband, Nash. Everything I do brings up a memory of us together, and it’s driving me crazy. I wanted this divorce. I’m the one that asked for it, and I know I need to move on. “No, actually I’ve only been here a few years.”

      He looks at me, waiting for me to continue, but I don’t say anything. I moved to Whiskey Run when Walker and Nash relocated the Ghost Team here, but I don’t want to get into all that with Ray.

      He shrugs his shoulders. “Uhhhh, okay. They’re busy in here tonight. I’m going to go up to the bar and get our drinks. What can I get you?”

      I take a deep breath and wish that I could just walk out of here and go home, but I can’t. I would like to have a shot–or two–of Blaze Whiskey, which our town is known for, but I don’t want to lose my senses. “I’ll take a mojito, please.”

      He smiles and smacks the table in front of us. “Be right back. Save my seat.”

      I barely refrain from rolling my eyes. I watch him walk away and then around the bar. Since I own the bakery right down the street, I have at one time or another seen or met almost everyone in Whiskey Run. And even though I’ve only been here a few years, they all treat me as a local, one of them. When I first got to Whiskey Run and Nash was traveling across the world for his job, I was bored. I needed something to do, and since I had worked in my family’s bakery since I was little, I opened the Sugar Glaze Bakery. It’s probably one of the best things I’ve done. It’s definitely saved me from going stir crazy. I could only take so much sitting at home, waiting for Nash, before I knew I had to do something.

      Ray comes back with a tray and sets two drinks in front of me and then a mug of draft beer in front of him. “Here you go... I grabbed you two.”

      I look at the green fruity-looking drinks in front of me and then up at him. He must have high hopes for how this night is going to play out, but there’s no way I’m ready for that. “Thank you, but one’s my limit.”

      He shrugs his shoulders and smiles playfully. “We’ll see. The night is young.”

      I’m already regretting this decision. April, Tara and Becca, the women that work with me at the bakery and are also good friends of mine, have been on me to get back out there. This is the third date I’ve been on, and I’m about to call it quits. Maybe I’m destined to be on my own forever. There’s nothing wrong with it really. I like myself and all, but I know I’m not going to be happy. If only Nash...

      My hand clenches into a fist, and I slam my eyes shut. Get it out of your head, Emery. Don’t think about him.

      I feel a warm hand on my back. “Are you okay?”

      I shake my head back and forth as if I’m trying to get the thoughts out. Truth is, I don’t know if I am okay. I don’t know if I ever will be. If only...

      Damn, there I go again. I force my eyes open and try to smile at the man that has moved next to me. I hate him touching me. I really do. But I agreed to this date, and he’s obviously just trying to be nice. “Yeah, uh, brain freeze that’s all.”

      If he notices that I haven’t even taken a drink, he doesn’t mention it. His forehead creases. “Ooooh, those are the worst. You know what would make you feel better?”

      I know that going home and going to bed will make me feel better. But I don’t say it. I just look at him curiously and smile. “What’s that?”

      He tilts his head out to the dance floor and holds his hand out to me. “A dance?”

      The dancing area is full of people doing the latest line dance. I don’t want to dance, but I also don’t want to ruin this night for Ray. He doesn’t deserve my bad mood. Plus, it’s a fast song anyway. Instead of putting my hand in his, I slap my hands together as if I’m excited. “Sure, let’s go.”

      I don’t wait for him. I turn to go and find an empty spot for us to dance. I smile at him encouragingly as he stops next to me. We have no choice but to start right in on the movements. It’s either that or we’re going to get knocked into as the dancers shift to one side and then the other. Ray goes the wrong direction and laughs about it, making me smile. The people around us wave or say hello to me, and I force myself to relax and have fun. I’m actually enjoying myself until the music flips over to a slow song.

      Ray comes toward me, arms open wide, and it’s obvious his intention was a slow dance. I put my hand on his chest to stop him. “Uh, wow, I worked up a thirst. Are you thirsty? I am. Let’s go back to the table.”

      I don’t wait for him to answer me. I take off across the room, weaving through couples and back to our table. Our drinks are gone, which is a good thing. I didn’t know how I was going to explain how thirsty I was, but I’m not going to drink the alcohol we’d left on the table.

      “Oh no, our drinks,” Ray says as he approaches the table.

      I reach into my crossbody purse and pull out my wallet and hand him a twenty. “Here, next round is on me. I’ll take a water this time.”

      He takes the money. “I’ll be right back.”

      Nash would never...

      As soon as the thought enters my mind, I shake my head. Quit it, Emery. Forget him. It’s over. You signed the papers and you are divorced. It’s time to move on.

      I fall down into the seat and stare at my hands, missing the wedding ring I once refused to ever take off. I tried giving it back to Nash, but he refused to take it. Now it sits in a jewelry box on top of my dresser, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t look at it every morning.

      “Here you go. Water for you and a shot of Jack for me.”

      Ray no sooner sets my water down than he’s throwing back the shot. I watch him as I sip on the water. I don’t even ask him about the change from the twenty dollars I gave him. A part of me hopes he keeps it so I feel less guilty when I tell him I’m heading home... alone.
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