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      Looking back one last time at the home that used to hold everything she loved, Hannah Blaine turned back toward the road. Her lucky cowboy boots made impressions in the dirt path with each step. After fifteen years with the only man she ever loved, it was time to go back home to Louisville. She hoped heading back to where her life began would help ease the pain from that horrific day. Hannah's heart was, and always would be, with her husband.

      Hollis Ackers could care less about women. Hell, he didn't care about anyone. When his mother, the only woman he ever loved, died, he became numb inside. Motorcycles became his life, and the Louisville Biker Group was the perfect stand-in family.

      When miss country-girl-in-her-cute-ass-cowboy-boots spills coffee on him it shouldn't mean a thing. Or will it?

      When two people who lost the will to love meet, what will happen? Can new love really heal all the pain?
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      This book is dedicated to the only man that has my heart and soul.
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        What if you lost everything you loved?

        Would you walk away from it all?

        Would you go back to where you started so many years ago?

      

      

      

      When Hannah Blain walked away from the two-story home she helped build so many years ago in Waco, Texas, she was also walking away from everything and everyone that she loved. A backpack was slung over her shoulder and a guitar case was in her hand. If she remembered correctly, there were only five hundred dollars in her checking account, and about two thousand dollars in her savings. As she took each step the wind would blow strands of her brunette hair high up in the air. Her knee-length sundress would move back and forth against her legs, lightly tickling her skin. At the end of the road she turned to look back at all that she was walking away from - her home, her SUV, her personal belongings, everything. Yet, all those things didn’t feel like hers anymore, they felt foreign. Turning away one last time, Hannah took in a deep breath and slowly let it out. She could do this.

      When Luke passed away ten days, 15 hours, 45 minutes and 56 seconds ago, to the day, she was lost.  They met 16 years ago at a Victoria Williams concert just outside of Louisville, Kentucky. She was standing in line to grab her tickets at the will call booth. He was leaning up against a tree strumming a guitar, just waiting for the concert to start. At just the right moment, she was walking by on her way to her seat holding her ticket in both hands and smiling. He stopped playing. “You have the most beautiful smile I have ever seen.” That was it, they were inseparable from that moment on.

      It was hard now to think about him without tears threatening to fall. Luke was her everything. Her rock. Now what? As she walked, her cowboy boots kicked up dust from the dirt path on the side of the road.  She was heading back to the place where she grew up. The decision to go back home was not to give up or even get sympathy. No, it was to see where it all began. Maybe see those that were in her life so long ago. Having something familiar circling around her had to be better than this, right?

      Her parents passed several years ago. So it wasn’t about getting support from her family, either. It was for her and only her. When Luke swept her away, all that she could think about was building their new life in Waco.

      Just then a van came into view. She put her thumb out hoping for a ride to the bus station. Hitching a ride was a dumb move, but what did it matter? Her life wasn’t that important anymore.

      As the van slowed down beside her, an older family took up most of it. The man looked her up and down, “Where ya headin’?”

      She gave her most confident smile. “The bus station. I need to get to Louisville, Kentucky.”

      The woman looked her way. “Honey, we are passing through there, hop in. I promise it’s safe. I worry about a young beauty like you hitchhiking.”

      Hannah quietly laughed. “It’s okay.”

      She stepped back as the guy opened his door. “Come on, let’s put your stuff in the back. The kids can share the space.”

      She hesitated for a moment, then decided why not? She looked towards the van. “Are you sure you can fit my stuff in there?”

      The guy put his hand out. “What’s a few more pieces of luggage. Hi by the way, I’m Bill. My wife is, Lynn. The kids are Donnie, Billy and Susie. We’re on a road trip. So more bags will get packed in here at some point.”

      Hannah laughed. “Okay.” She walked around to the sliding door, and the older kid Donnie opened it. “Thanks.” Bending her head, she stepped up and sat on the bench seat. There was only a seatbelt to go over her lap. She smiled, knowing this was a very old van. Hopefully it would make it to Louisville.

      Looking towards Lynn as she turned in her seat. “Why is a beautiful woman like yourself walking to the bus station? I’m just glad we caught you before a creeper did.”

      Hannah softly laughed. “I guess I’m thankful, too.”  She looked out the window. “It’s time to start over.”

      She could feel all eyes pointing in her direction at that statement. Then Lynn softly spoke. “You okay, sweetie?”

      Hannah looked back at Lynn. “Yes. Well, I will be.”

      They rode in silence for the next hour or so. The kids had their headphones on and were playing on their iPads. Lynn had a beautiful blanket full of color draped over lap, her fingers were working quickly as she knitted each stitch. Bill seemed to be lost in thought as he drove. Hannah felt thankful for their generosity to take her to Louisville. Leaning back, she rested her head on the seat and dozed off.

      Suddenly someone was shaking her, and she was pushing them away. Then she heard a peaceful voice. “Wake up, sweetie. You’re having a nightmare.”

      Hannah quickly sat up. “What?” She looked around. It took her a moment to realize where she was, and who these people were. “I’m sorry. What did I do?”

      Bill had his hand to chest. “Well you about gave me a heart attack. That’s what.”

      Lynn swatted at his arm. “Stop it.  Are you okay, honey?”

      Hannah leaned back. “I’m really sorry. Yes, I’m fine.” She rubbed her hands over her eyes, trying to forget what she was dreaming about.

      Bill started to shake his head. “Excuse me while I go calm down for a few.”

      She noticed Lynn roll her eyes at her husband. “Ignore him. You just rest. I'll be here if you need me.”

      Hannah wasn’t for sure if she wanted to laugh or cry. This woman was definitely a mother hen.  Almost too much, but she was thankful for her kindness. All she could think about was, what if she had a nightmare on the bus? Choosing to ride with this family was probably the best decision she had made all day.  Now to just get through a few more hours of travels.
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        * * *

      

      After over 10 hours of traveling, Hannah was starting to go a little stir crazy. The family was very kind, but it was time to finalize this part of the trip. Just then she noticed a sign that said, 12 miles to Louisville. She ever so slightly smiled and looked out the front window.

      Lynn looked back at Hannah. “Do you have a place you want us to drop you off at?”

      Nodding, “Yes, Betty’s Diner. It’s right in downtown on Church street. Is that okay?”

      Bill nodded. “Of course. You sure you don’t need help with anything? Otherwise, we may just keep driving for a few more hours. I want us to get to Niagara Falls by tomorrow.”

      Hannah smiled. “No, honestly I should be good. There is a little bed and breakfast right down the road from the diner, I plan to stay there.”

      A few minutes later Bill pulled into the driveway for the diner. He hopped out and walked to the back of the van to grab Hannah’s stuff. He was just reaching for the guitar case when Hannah walked over. She smiled as she pulled out the backpack and reached for the guitar case. “Thank you again for everything. I really appreciate you letting me travel with you all.” She reached out and shook his hand. Then she walked over and rested her hand on Lynn’s arm. “Thank you for everything.”

      Lynn smiled. “Sweetie, you take care of yourself now, ya hear?”

      Hannah laughed. “Yes, Ma’am.” She stepped back and watched them as they drove off. She held her arm up high and waved. Taking in a deep breath, she took in her surroundings. The air was cool with a slight breeze, causing her to shiver. There were several cars parked in front of Betty’s Diner. A jukebox was lit up right next to the front window. You could hear Elvis Presley’s Jailhouse Rock all the way outside. Just then she heard the loud revving of engines. Then three motorcycles went by, and the one driver looked sexy as hell. She shook her head and smiled as she walked towards the bed and breakfast.

      She looked around the downtown area of Louisville. The town had definitely changed a lot since the last time she visited, which was about ten years ago. There were several shops, way more restaurants and everything felt so busy. When she was growing up, there was only the diner and a few fast food restaurants. Not many choices back then compared to today. As she walked down the sidewalk heading to the bed and breakfast, she could see a local coffee house. She had to find out if she could maybe play her music there sometime.

      She walked up the five steps to the front door of the B&B and then turned to take in the scenery.  It was breathtaking. This little area of Louisville was quiet and set back from the rest of the city. You could see the tall buildings in the downtown area. There had to be a dozen more that were added since she was last here. She loved how she could feel like she was in a large city, yet it still had a small town feel. Turning back to open the tall wooden door, she noticed the shaky two-toned metal doorknob. As she took a few steps inside, she looked around. The home had to be over a hundred years old and so full of character. All the original woodwork was on every wall and surrounding each fireplace. The best part, the wood floors creaked as she took each step. She found a woman sitting at a desk in the front room. Hannah smiled. “Hi, do you have any rooms available?”

      The woman was maybe in her late 50’s or early 60’s. She stood up. “Hi honey, we sure do. I have two rooms still available.”

      Hannah sighed. “That would be wonderful. Is it possible to keep my stay open-ended?”

      Smiling, “Of course darlin’, let’s get you all set up here.” She reached her hand out. “I’m Kelly, the owner. You need anything at all, you just let me know.” As she clicked away on the computer, “We serve breakfast every morning for the guests between 7:00-10:00 a.m.”

      Hannah sat down on a chair by the desk. “Do you know if they play live music at the coffee house?”

      Kelly seemed excited. “I believe they do every weekend. What type of music do you play?”

      “Folk.” Hannah fell in love with the poetic sounds of folk music years ago. Luke had taught her to play the guitar when they first met. For the last 10 years or so she has been playing in little clubs or coffee houses. It was her outlet after a long day at work. Writing the music was calming.

      “Beautiful. Let me know if you get an opportunity to play around here?” She grabbed some paper that had just come out of the printer. “I need you to sign these papers. Then you are ready to roll, sweets.”

      Kelly showed Hannah around the house and where everything was in the kitchen. “The place is open for you to enjoy. We just ask that you keep things quiet after 11:00 p.m. Some of the people staying here are older and some are traveling for work.”

      Hannah nodded. “Not a problem.” She started heading towards her room. “Thank you again.”

      Her room was on the second floor at the end of the hallway. It was a big open space with her bed up against one wall. The window had a bench seat perfect for reading. Or in Hannah’s case, practicing her music. The bathroom was big enough for two people, with a whirlpool tub and stand up shower. She could easily get used to this little room. Maybe she would stay here for awhile? Not just at the B&B, but here in Louisville.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning Hannah woke up confused. She was having her intense dream again. Since Luke died she struggled with getting a true good night sleep. She had read that maybe music or the TV really low would keep her harsh dreams at bay. Of course she was willing to try anything at this point. At her home in Waco, if she woke up screaming nobody would know. Now she was at a bed and breakfast with other people trying to sleep.

      Each dream was different, but usually with the same premise. The part that scared her was the ending. She was holding Luke in her arms, rocking him back and forth. He was limp and never said a word. Every time she woke up covered in sweat, it basically meant she was losing Luke all over again. The first time was bad enough, why did she have to keep reliving it all?

      She pushed the covers back, sad to see the warmth of her bed disappear. It was time to make herself look presentable, well at least good enough to get a job. When she was walking by Betty’s Diner yesterday, she noticed a little sign that said, “Help Wanted.” She styled her hair and put on a simple blue and white sundress. She had to wear her lucky cowboy boots and with the chill in the air, put a sweater over her shoulders. She needed a job and soon.

      As she made her way down the stairs, her stomach started to rumble. The smells of bacon, eggs and fresh oranges made their way to her nose. Taking in the aromas her stomach continued to plea for food.  She walked into the kitchen and smiled at the couple sitting at the table. They seemed happy as she walked in and sat down.

      Kelly was at the stove cooking some bacon. “Good morning, Hannah. Help yourself to anything.”

      Hannah leaned forward to put some eggs, bacon and a little blueberry muffin on her plate.  “Everything smells amazing, Kelly. Thank you so much.”

      “No trouble at all, dear. Have any fun plans set for today?” Just then Kelly brought a plate of freshly cooked bacon to the table.

      In between bites, “I was going to go see about that job available at Betty’s Diner. I need to get a job ASAP.”

      Kelly leaned against a chair with a spatula in her hand. “Oh fun. I love Betty. Have you ever met her?”

      Shaking her head. “My parents used to take me there as a kid. I believe I met her once or twice, but it has been a long time.”

      Smiling, “Well, she is a wonderful soul. Tell her Kelly said, hi.”

      Hannah finished her breakfast. It was delicious, and her stomach was wishing for another helping.  She took a drink of her orange juice. “Will do.” Then she waved as she headed out the door.

      Hannah felt excited for the possibilities. So far she had not ran into anyone she knew from so long ago, but someone was bound to recognize her sooner or later. Her boots clicked on the pavement with each step she took. As she approached the diner, something caught her attention. Those bikes from yesterday. Well it looked like the same bikes, who knew.

      She was smiling as she opened the door to the diner. The place was packed. Betty’s was still the hot spot for the breakfast crowd. She walked over to the counter and got the attention of a waitress. “Hi, I was curious if you’re still in need of a waitress? I noticed the help wanted sign out front.”

      The waitress looked to be in her 30’s, maybe early 40’s, somewhere close to Hannah’s age. Her hair was pulled up into a bun and she had a pen resting behind her ear. “Hey sweetie. Yes, we’re looking for a waitress. Our one girl up and quit a few days ago. As you can see, we are a bit hectic.” She looked into the kitchen. “Calvin, grab Betty. We have someone interested in the job.” Turning back to Hannah. “Coffee, honey?”

      Hannah nodded. “Yes, that would be great.” She was sitting on a little bar stool that squeaked with every movement she made. A memory of when she was here with her dad came flashing back. It was after an event for school, but she couldn't remember what it was. He had promised her a root beer float. If she really thought hard enough, she could feel her father here today. Everything about that memory helped her to see coming back to Louisville was the right choice.

      Just then an older woman with salt and pepper hair was walking her way. It had to be Betty. Her hair was short with big round curls and lots of hairspray to keep it all in place. She was short, maybe five feet two inches and had the best smile.

      Betty walked over and sat down beside Hannah. “Well good mornin’ darlin’, you lookin' for a job?”

      Hannah smiled. “Yes, I was hoping you had the waitress position still open?”

      Betty softly laughed. “Yes, but we would need you to start as soon as possible. What is your name?”

      Hannah reached out her hand. “Hannah Blaine.” She smiled. “Well, I could go change and start today if you would like?”

      “Oh sweetie, you have a deal. Tell me, how did you find out about the job?”

      Hannah took a sip of her coffee. “I just arrived in town yesterday and noticed your sign in the window. I’m staying at the B&B.  Kelly told me to tell you, hi.”

      Betty laughed. “Oh that girl, I just adore her. You tell her to stop being a stranger, I miss her face.”

      Hannah nodded. “Will do.” She felt nervous and excited. “So, does this mean I have the job?”

      “Heck yeah, girl. Go get on your workin’ clothes. We don’t want you messing up a pretty number like that.” Betty laughed. “I can pay you $5.00 an hour and you get to keep your tips. The schedule is a bit different. We may need you some nights, but mostly mornings. Would that work?”

      Hannah was so happy. “Oh yes, it’s perfect.” She smiled and stood. “Okay, I'll be back in ten minutes. Thank you again.”

      Betty touched her arm. “Thank you. You kinda saved us. We had no idea where to find someone quickly.”

      Hannah just smiled and headed back to the B&B to change. When she left Waco, she only brought five outfits. It was time for a new wardrobe anyways. She threw on worn jeans and put her boots back on. Since it was a bit chilly out, she threw on a long sleeve t-shirt with Harley Davidson written across the chest. Luke loved motorcycles. He had brought home this t-shirt for her as a way to soften what he had bought that day. They were proud owners of a new Harley. They ended up loving the bike and took short weekend trips together all the time. Since they didn’t have kids, it was easy to just up and go whenever.

      She looked in the mirror above the sink in the bathroom and smiled. Her hair was up in a ponytail with wisps of hair flowing around her face. Wearing makeup was not her thing. Taking in a deep breath, then letting it out. “You can do this, Hannah Blaine.” Then she left to start her first day at her new job, in her new life. It was going to be a good day.

      When she was about to walk back through the door of the diner, she almost ran into a group of people. She looked up at the person in front of her, “I’m sorry.”

      The guy was maybe five feet nine inches tall, he had on faded jeans and a worn black t-shirt with Sturgis on the front. He had a bandana wrapped around his head and his hair was sticking out around it. You couldn’t see his eyes with the dark sunglasses sitting snugly on the bridge of his nose. He just gave an ever so slight smile, then walked around her. She went to open the door to the diner, but took one look over her shoulder. He was getting on his motorcycle and still showed no emotion. She rolled her eyes and headed into the diner.
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      “Holy fuck, look at the tight little ass on that hottie?” Hollis looked towards Jeremy, who was just about to rev up the engine on his bike. “Not that I was looking or anything.”

      Frankie laughed. “Right? I’ll believe that when I tell your woman this story tonight at dinner.”

      Jeremy shook his head. “Fuck you. I can look and not touch. Did you forget that rule? Oh that’s right, you’ve never been married.”

      Hollis Ackers was looking at the sexy brunette through his dark shades. She did have a tight ass, not that he planned to tell his buddies that, ever. “Really? This argument again?” He shook his head, and started the engine on his Harley.

      Hollis was short for Hollister, but no one … absolutely no one was to call him by his full name.  When his mom was still alive, she was the only one exempt from that rule. Since he didn’t know who his father was, that was not an issue. He grew up just outside of Louisville and attended high school when he felt like it. After his mom died, he wasn’t interested in sticking around the old stomping grounds. So he bought his first motorcycle and left with no destination in mind. About five years ago he made his way back home and met up with the Louisville Biker Group. They were like family and acted like it most of the time.

      When he came back to Louisville, he ended up getting a job as a mechanic at a bike shop. With all his travels, he had ended up taking apart and putting his bike back together several times. It wasn’t the ideal job, but he didn’t have a high school education, so it would have to do.

      Looking back at the guys. “Did you bring an extra meal for Molly?”

      Jeremy looked confused. “What?  Extra meal?  Nobody told me about this.”

      Frankie burst into laughter. “You idiot, it’s your fucking wife that wanted the food.”

      Jeremy shrugged. “We have stuff at home. She’ll be fine.”

      Hollis shook his head and turned off his engine. “Are you fucking kidding me? Go on ahead, I’ll grab it for her.”

      Jeremy looked confused. “She’s fine. Let’s just go.”

      Hollis was already off his bike and walking back to the diner. He raised his arm and gave Jeremy the middle finger, then opened the door to the diner. Some days the guys made it hard to be friends. Hollis didn’t profess to being smart, but he was when it came to Jeremy and Frankie.

      He walked to the counter and sat on a bar stool. Taking off his shades, he looked around to see who would be waiting on him. That brunette was walking his way with Susie a server. Well, this should be interesting.

      Susie walked up. “Hey handsome, already back for seconds?”

      He gave a half smile. “No, I need to order something for Molly. Jeremy forgot.”

      Susie laughed. “Again, eh?”

      He just shook his head. “You know him.”

      Susie smiled. “Yes we do, sugar. This here is Hannah, she will be shadowing me today.  So you can flag one of us down if you need anything.”

      He noticed how Hannah had a small smile on her face. She was staring at him and into his bright green eyes. He enjoyed watching her every emotion play across her face as she just stood there quietly.

      Hollis nodded to Hannah. “I just need the Betty’s special to go.”

      Susie smiled. “Betty’s special coming right up, handsome.” She turned towards Hannah. “Can you grab him some coffee while he waits?”

      He watched as Hannah walked over to get the pot of coffee and a mug. When she sat the mug in front of him, he noticed her hands were slightly shaking as she poured his coffee. Somehow her hand suddenly slipped and she poured some on the counter, which proceeded to roll off the counter onto Hollis.

      He jumped up quickly. “What the fuck? Haven’t you ever poured coffee before? Jesus Christ. Fuck.” He continued to mumble curse words as he brushed off the front of his pants. “Great. Where the hell is Susie?”
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      Susie quickly walked over. “What happened?”

      Hannah had tears in her eyes. “I accidentally poured some coffee on the counter and him. I’m sorry, sir.”  Then she quickly walked over and sat the pot down, and headed to the back of the diner. She had tears flowing down her cheeks one after another. She was so embarrassed.

      Susie walked up beside her and squatted down. “Honey, ignore him. He’s grumpy to everyone.  Even me. Hollis Ackers has always had some stick up his ass.”

      Hannah looked up suddenly. “Who did you say that was?”

      Susie smiled. “Hollis Ackers. You know him?”

      Hannah shrugged. “The name sounds familiar.  It’s been a long time though. I don’t recognize him that’s for sure.”

      Nodding, “Age will do that to ya. You used to live here?”

      Standing back up. “I lived here growing up, but this is my first time back in over 10 years.” She sighed. “Sorry for the breakdown. I need to not let them get to me like that.”

      Susie touched her arm. “We do have some grumpy men that pass through here, just smile and nod.  Let me finish up with this grumpy guy and get him out of here. Okay?”

      They both laughed and started back up front. Hannah excused herself and went to the restroom to freshen up. She looked in the mirror and just shook her head. That Hollis guy was an ass, why did she let herself get so upset? She took in a deep breath, then let it out as she headed back to take care of the customers.

      She could feel Hollis watching her as she walked back up front. Of course her eyes were going to give her away, so no more crying at the diner. Mr. Stick-Up-His-Ass had a crazy temper that was going to get the better of him someday. She just kept her head held up high and avoided any eye contact with grumpy guy. She was thankful that Susie finished out his order, and that he paid and finally left. Maybe he needed to be reminded that accidents do happen.
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      Hollis walked into the shop and looked at Molly. “Here’s the breakfast your dumbass husband forgot to get you.”

      Molly laughed. “Thanks, babe.” She grabbed the container from his hands, opened it immediately and inhaled the aromas. She was six months pregnant and had a new craving every week. This week was the Betty’s special which consisted of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage, hash browns and a homemade buttered biscuit. “I will gain weight on this pregnancy and I don’t care.”

      He laughed and walked to the open shop where the bikes were being worked on. He had two Harleys that needed attention ASAP. The one at his work station was a 67’ and the baby was in mint condition, except the engine needed to be replaced. He ended up spending most of the day on the 67’, hoping to have it completed maybe by the end of the day. There was a huge garage door that was open and you could see people as they passed by. At about 6:00 p.m. he was sitting on a stool by the bike  tightening some
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