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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Let me first start by saying that I’ve grown up in the riding community here in Fairbanks, Alaska.

      My dad worked at The Farthest North Outpost and has worked with this incredible company and group of people for the last twenty-two years. These people watched my siblings and me grow up since we were little kids, coming in to see Dad or bring him lunch—Granted, now they see what I write and wonder what the hell happened (Sorry, not sorry).

      Many years ago, there was a general manager for the store, Clark; he, T.C, and Art were what every rider wanted to be. Tough. Tattoos. Told stories you could listen to for hours. No one had more knowledge on Harleys and respect than them.

      They greeted you with a smile—or a taser if you messed up the detail job T.C. just did on the bike. They were the definition of a rider and, growing up, I looked up to them, just like I did with my dad. They taught me respect and what it meant to be a part of the riding community. We miss you, T.C..

      So, when one of the owners’ wives asked me to write a story featuring Harley-Davidson and the shop, I was excited. I could show off my community in a story that I hoped everyone would enjoy. I could show the riding community and the quirky and kind people who make it so great.

      We see in romance books the darker side with the motorcycle clubs, but not the weird, man-child riders who are there for the fun. To be free on the roads and enjoy the company of others, always there to lend a hand.

      In Alaska, that’s what we do. We look out for each other; we take care of each other. It doesn’t matter what happened or what’s going on; someone is there for you.

      I’ve seen a rider, one that I’ve known for years, stop traffic when a woman’s car stopped working so no one would hit her, until they could get it running again. My grandmother’s neighbor, an avid Harley rider, helped my little brother when he was hurt. From charity rides to bike blessings, they are there to help the community and keep it safe.

      I wanted to show that community. Show the protectiveness that is in the blood of an Alaskan.

      We have the real deal.

      

      Please note that the businesses listed are real businesses in Alaska, but the staff are not. All characters are fictional and any depiction of real people is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          SAGLE, IDAHO

        

      

    

    
      Brooke wanted one more minute. Just one more minute of the wind rushing past her. One more second of feeling the rumble of the Harley beneath her.

      She loved the feel of the open road. The feeling of the uninterrupted view of the world passing her by. It was why she got the motorcycle as soon as she could. She hated the confines of a car and the stifling feeling that came with them.

      Brooke looked through the visor of her helmet as she turned into her driveway. The rush of the ride home from work was gone. The joy of the blacktop beneath her feet was gone.

      She pulled to a stop, downshifting before she placed her foot on the ground and waited.

      The purr of the motor was calling to her, telling her to turn around and ride. To ride and never look back.

      She cut the engine, but she had nowhere else to go. The whine of the screen door had her snapping back to reality as she removed her helmet. She pursed her lips as she slid her helmet onto the handlebars.

      The dark look in Thomas's eyes meant that something didn’t go well at work. She knew that look all too well. It was a look that was usually followed by the I'm sorry. This will be the last time. It wasn't me. But there was always another this would be the last time. The I'm Sorry's were relentless and somehow always hurt worse than the rest of it.

      Her mind was already putting up its guard for what was to come, slowly growing detached. It was like she was floating over her body, watching herself move on autopilot. No pleading would get her out of this. There was only dealing with the aftermath.

      If only she could have one more minute.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          SAGLE, IDAHO

        

      

    

    
      "This has to be one of the worst ideas you have ever schemed, Brooklyn."

      Brooke rolled her eyes. Her mother never liked her nickname; never thought it was appropriate for someone of their status—whatever that was supposed to mean for a lower middle-class family with a father who drank beer and watched football like it was a religion and a mother who gossiped worse than the old women at church. Brooke guessed that was her mother’s religion. Gossipism.

      Not that she would tell her mother that. She found living was a fantastic concept.

      "It's not a scheme," Brooke sighed. "I'm just wanting to do something for me. After… everything."

      Her mother rolled her eyes. "Please. If you want to do something, you should find a way to make it up to Thomas. That boy has been out of sorts since you decided you apparently needed a break."

      Brooke tensed as she looked down at her tea. It wasn't like she wanted to move back in with her parents. But she couldn't stay with Thomas. She didn't like listening to her mother complain about how she rode a death trap to work every day. Brooke thought for sure she had seen her mother whispering on the phone to a hospital when she came into the house a few times. She had been riding since she was eighteen and had gotten her first sports bike. She thought nine years of experience would have counted for something.

      "I told you, Mom, it's not a break." Brooke ran a hand through her messy dark hair. "I'm not going back."

      Her mother huffed as she turned around and scrubbed at the nonexistent mess on the kitchen counter. Her way of ignoring the problem.

      "Mom," she sighed heavily as she stood.

      The tea no longer calmed her. Brooke felt exhausted from the same argument they'd had for the last three months.

      "You saw the bruises. The split lips. I'm not doing it anymore," Brooke said firmly.

      Her mother turned around quickly. Brooke stiffened, trying to hide her flinch as she looked out the window.

      "I've talked to him, Brooklyn. He's willing to change. He promised that it wouldn't happen again. Honestly, he's the best thing to happen to you."

      Well, that hurt. Nothing about her amazing career in photography or the awards? But her parents were old school. They wanted her to settle down after high school and grow a family. Give them grandchildren. But she wanted a career. She wanted a life outside of Sagle, Idaho. A place where people only knew where it was if you told them it was just outside of Sandpoint.

      "I don't see why you can't give him another chance." Her mother threw her hands in the air, her voice showing just how done she was with the conversation.

      Brooke stepped away, her heart beating faster as she tried to control her breathing. It was her mother; she knew it was. But old habits died hard.

      "And how many more chances do I give him?"

      Her mother moved to the small kitchen table. "And a motorcycle trip to Alaska is the most rational decision that you could come up with? Riding that ridiculous machine thousands of miles to an Arctic wasteland? You're going to get yourself killed." She shook her head as she crossed her arms. "What if you come across a bear? Or-or a… I don't know, a tiger?"

      Brooke pursed her lips as she pushed off from the counter. "Then I would ask the tiger why it was crazy enough to go to that Arctic wasteland and then ask if I could take its picture with the bear."

      She walked out of the room, hearing her mother mutter under her breath.

      It wasn't like the trip was something that she just pulled out her ass. It was something that she had wanted to do for the last seven years.

      She would listen to the riders at the shop talk about their adventures as she waited for her oil change or whatever work they were doing on her bike. The way the riders would describe the rides. The feeling of freedom that they had. No rules except to ride and have fun. She wanted that. She wanted to feel that freedom. The excitement. The photos that she could capture. It was something that she would give anything for.

      So why not now?

      Brooke walked down the hall and passed the living room. The football game blared like it always did. Her father's snores drowned out the touchdown.

      Her parents may have gotten complacent with their lives, but she didn't want that. Not yet, at least.

      She walked into her room and closed the door. Brooke leaned against the hard surface and closed her eyes. It felt like she hadn't slept in days. She was tired of the constant arguments with her parents. Of trying to decide whether she was strong enough to take Thomas's phone calls or if she would give in to him at the first sign of him getting angry.

      Brooke staggered to her bed and fell into it. She didn't know what to do anymore. She had lived under Thomas's thumb for the last six years.

      Her hand moved to her hip over her sweatpants. She could feel the puckered skin of the scar that ran a good four inches across her skin. It was the newest of injuries that Thomas caused. The black eyes, the bruises, they were all so constant that she lost count of how many she had gotten.

      That day, she had been working late at the studio, didn’t see his texts about his wanting her to attend a business dinner. He didn't get the deal that he had wanted. He had gone home to have a beer, and she knew what that meant. One beer turned into two. To three.

      And when she was busy finalizing a layout for her photos and working in the darkroom, it meant that she wasn't there to stop him from having the fourth.

      Brooke felt the tears well up in her eyes as she looked at the glow-in-the-dark stars that were still on her ceiling. Her room was a reminder of a life that she was never going to have again. A life where she wasn't flinching at every sudden movement. Of waking up from a nightmare in a cold sweat, feeling the phantom pains of every hit, every kick that she had endured from Thomas.

      "What are you going to do, Brooke?" She whispered to herself.

      A soft knock at the door had her jumping up.

      "Sweetheart?" Her father's deep voice sounded through the door.

      "Ye-yeah, come in." She cleared her throat, trying to wipe her tears away.

      This man had never raised a hand to her. Never even raised his voice. It pissed her off how scared she was all the time. How she was scared of the people that she knew she was safe with.

      Her father peeked his head in the door. His face showed the exhaustion of a long day. Even though he was over sixty, her father was the hardest-working man she had ever met.

      He sighed heavily as he came in; the scent of his cinnamon cologne filled the room. She loved that scent. It was the lingering smell of beer that put her on edge.

      Her father lowered himself next to her, moving stiffly.

      He clasped his hands together in his lap, his eyes on the floor. "Your mother wanted me to talk to you. Talk some sense into you about this trip of yours."

      "Dad, I want to do this. I need to do this," she whispered as she hugged herself.

      Her father pursed his lips as he ran a hand through what remained of the three strands of hair on his head. "We just don't understand why. You should be focusing on fixing your marriage, not going on some trip to a state you know nothing about."

      "Dad, I'm not going in blind. I've done my research. I've mapped out my route and made sure I knew what I was getting into," she said. "Alaska is amazing this time of year. Unlimited sunlight. The views. It will also do great for my portfolio. I've talked to Rick at work; he thinks it would be amazing to do a piece on Alaska."

      "It's a kid's dream, Brooklyn," her mother snapped from the doorway. "You never took anything seriously. We should never have allowed you to get that bike. Honestly, you have other priorities right now. Thom–"

      "Can stay where he is," Brooke grunted. "I told you this isn't a break. How can you side with an abuser over your own daughter?"

      Her mother sighed dramatically. "You fell on glass after an argument, Brooklyn. You're overreacting and need to stop being dramatic."

      If that was what her mom wanted to believe. But Thomas was good at making people believe what he wanted them to.

      After she had gotten home late, he had waited for her. Waited for her to shut off the bike. To make it through the door before him so he could make sure she didn't run…

      "Brooklyn, are you listening?" Her mother shrieked.

      Brooke flinched as hands came into view. She instinctively raised her arm to cover her face.

      "Oh, honestly," her mother said. "And you think you can go on this ride on your own. You can't even have a normal conversation with your parents."

      Brooke felt the tears burn as she looked away.

      Like this was a normal conversation with a parent, to have to justify why she was trying to get out of an abusive relationship. They should have been the first ones in her corner, telling her to dump the stupid ass. All the while, they would try to hold back her dad from shooting the man's damn face off. But what did she know?

      "Just think about what you are doing, okay? Don't throw your life away for some petty argument." Her mother sighed as she walked out.

      Her father walked out without a word.

      Brooke sat there in silence. She held her breath until her lungs burned. Maybe they thought she was throwing her life away, but she felt like this was what she needed to do. That this was what needed to happen, especially for what she was about to do.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          IDAHO - KINGSGATE BORDER CROSSING

        

      

    

    
      The morning dew stuck to the grass as she finished checking the last of her gear. The morning was quiet. Even the birds weren't making a peep about her departure. It was unnatural. Every morning since she could remember, there was always a bird singing around the planters her mother kept outside the living room windows. A few times, she had been greeted with the deer and their newborn fawns as they strolled past the field in the back of her house.

      But not today.

      It was like everything was telling her that leaving on this trip was a mistake. That she should just unpack her gear, go back inside, and wait for her parents to wake up so she could apologize.

      She grimaced as she looked back at the house.

      The last two weeks had been hard. The constant arguments with her parents about the trip. But she went ahead with it. She had made all of her arrangements. Booked the hotels. Planned her days. It was all set. She just wished her parents could see that this would be good for her.

      She needed time to think. Time without her parents telling her to forgive a “silly little mistake.” To forgive Thomas and go back to being his wife.

      Brooke tucked her thick, dark braid into the back of her jacket. The textile material was cozy and warm. She loved the ease of movement she had with the material over leather, but to each her own. Not to say it wasn't nice to break out the leather jacket now and then to feel badass.

      But she wasn't feeling very badass right now. She didn't like that she was basically sneaking out of the house she grew up in to go on this trip. To have no one wish her luck and to take a lot of pictures. She didn't have any of that. But it would have been nice.

      Brooke brought her leg over her 2019 Heritage Classic. The black and white design was sleek and beautiful. She loved it, and it was reliable.

      She let the rumble of the engine purr for a moment, hoping that her parents would come out at the last second to wish her luck. Anything at this point.

      "Love you too," she whispered before she slid her helmet over her head.

      Revving the engine loudly, she headed out of her parents’ driveway. The open road was hers now, and she was going to do everything she could to enjoy it. To bask in the freedom she had for the next few weeks. No one was going to take it away from her.

      She glanced down at her phone positioned in its holder on her handlebars. If only she could fully unplug from the world, it would have been perfect, but she was going to need her phone.

      Brooke already knew the shit storm that was going to hit with the divorce papers she had sent to Thomas that morning. It was only going to be a short time before he got them, and then all hell was going to break loose. She was going to be glad that she was thousands of miles away when it did.
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        * * *

      

      Brooke sucked in a breath as she took another step in line. Didn't matter where you were; standing in line was always the worst. But doing it at the Canadian border… it felt like it was lasting a century.

      She shifted her weight around as she straddled her bike. When you were waiting, moving at a snail's pace, the bike was heavier than it seemed, but it was something that you didn't have to worry about when you were gliding over the blacktop.

      The sun was beating down over her back, and while her textile jacket was breathable. It was still hot in the summer heat. There was still a chill that ran through her as she stood there in line.

      Had Thomas seen the papers yet?

      How mad was he?

      She felt like she was suffocating. Feeling like no matter what she did, she needed to have the border between her and Thomas. But was that enough?

      How hard would it be for him to find her?

      The dark thoughts were looming, and she tried to bury them. She felt the panic bubbling to the surface. Her eyes were already burning with tears, and the apologies on the tip of her tongue.

      Brooke shook herself out of it as she slowly moved forward towards the grey box. The man inside smiled at her as she removed her helmet.

      She tried to smile back, the panic still building in her chest, making it hard to breathe.

      "Just need your papers. What's your reason for visiting?" He held his hand out.

      She handed him the papers. "Passing through, actually. Riding through to Alaska."

      The man nodded as he looked through her papers and passport. "There's a lot of you that do that each year. I think it would be a good trip. I want to take my son up there one of these days. I hear they have some great salmon fishing."

      Brooke smiled. "I read about that too."

      His eyes flicked to hers. "So, what are you hoping to find up there?" He grinned, a boyish look taking over his face. "You don't look like someone that fishes."

      She nodded. "I'm more of a farmer's daughter. But I honestly don't know what I'm looking for." She shrugged. “The trip… it felt like something I needed. It felt like the right time to get away from everything for a bit."

      He nodded as he handed her back her passport, his eyes warm.

      "Well, I hope that you have a good time, and maybe you'll find what you're looking for."

      She breathed out shakily as she took her papers. "I hope so, too."

      She geared back up and rumbled her way through the border and onto the highway.

      She wasn't sure what she was expecting when she got through. A party. Hallucinations of confetti and the words ‘congratulations’ for getting away from the asshole flashing above her? But there wasn't anything. The same constricting feelings were dug in deep, and they seemed hell-bent on staying.

      She gave her Heritage a little more throttle, taking a deep breath. She was gone. She wasn't there to feel his wrath. It might have been a cowardly move, but she knew what would happen if she had been there in person when he received the papers.

      Her phone buzzed in its holster, making her tighten her grip on the bike. Her stomach plummeted at the name on the screen. She clenched her jaw as she tried to ignore the blaring ring in her ears from the bluetooth.

      She guessed that answered her question.

      Thomas's name flashed across the screen. She could already feel the anger; she didn't even need to answer to know.

      Brooke clenched her jaw as she looked ahead. He wasn't there. He didn't know where she was. She was safe from him.

      She slammed her gloved finger down on the red button, silence filling her helmet.

      Only the thrum of her motorcycle and the rush of the wind.

      And she loved it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          TOK, ALASKA

        

      

    

    
      And she hated it.

      Brooke swore under her breath as she glared down at her bike. This was karma. It had to be. Well, Karma was a bitch in every sense of the word.

      All there was to it. Karma hated her and was going to show it in the worst way ever.

      Now, she was stranded. Her bike was down on the side of the highway. She hadn't been in Alaska for more than an hour and she was broken down.

      Brooke pinched the bridge of her nose. "Don't panic. You've got this. You don't have reception. But you have this. Just put a metaphorical Band-Aid on it, and you'll be fine." She leaned her head back. "So, stop talking to yourself!"

      But who was she going to talk to? She couldn't talk to her family. She sure as hell wasn't going to call Thomas. But that hadn't stopped them from trying to talk to her. Her phone was littered with phone call after phone call from them. The texts were worse. At one point, she had just turned off her phone and left it off for a few days.

      Thomas, it would seem, had gone pouting to her parents about the divorce papers. She didn't get why they thought it was so surprising when they texted. She told them it wasn't a break.

      But maybe they thought what Thomas had, where it was like all the other times, she would go right on back to him and be his punching bag. But she was done. She wasn't going back to that.

      Brooke huffed as she crouched down to look at the motor, her eyes moving over every little bit of it. It had handled beautifully through the five days in Canada. Although the last little bit around the border was hell. Why no one had thought to repave was beyond her. It was bad, forcing her to slow way down from the uneven and cracked surface. She cringed at the sections of nothing but gravel. To say her anxiety was through the roof would have been an understatement. It was lodged in the stratosphere's ass and wasn't going to come down any time soon.

      And she really wanted it to come down.

      Every time her phone buzzed it made her jolt. She knew she couldn't keep jumping every time the damn thing went off. But it was hard not to. If it wasn't her parents calling, it was Thomas.

      She closed her eyes, listening to the breeze glide past her.

      "You've got a sad life, Brooke. Just fix your bike enough to get it to Tok, and then you can sleep and start again tomorrow. Sound like a plan? Yup. That's good." She threw her hands up in the air. "Fuck. I need to stop talking to myself. I'm crazy. That's all I can say."

      She clamped her mouth shut. There was no stopping it, was there?

      She moved to her saddlebags and rummaged for her tool set. If it was a bad belt, she could fix that. She knew already that she was going to have service work done along the way, but she didn't think it was going to be this soon.

      She muttered under her breath as she worked, the half-hearted swears something that her father had ingrained in her. It wouldn't work if there weren't a little swearing. She also learned that if she did it quietly, she wouldn't get in trouble with her mother for not being ladylike.

      "Son of a…" She gritted her teeth as she slammed her wrench down.

      Just great.
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        * * *

      

      "You think you're so funny, don't you?"

      Kainen couldn't argue with that. He thought he was the funniest man alive. It wasn't his fault that Colby couldn't take a joke.

      "All I said, Colby, was that if you really needed something with a little less power, you could try a Honda. I hear they are very cute."

      Kainen looked over his shoulder as he revved his PanAm forward. His friends probably regretted the fact that he convinced them to get Bluetooth helmets. He could feel Colby glaring him down as Terry’s chuckles came through the line.

      "You can go fuck yourself, Kainen. I can handle the bike," Colby growled as he shot past him on the highway on his Lowrider.

      "It's just the girls you can't," Terry roared with laughter.

      Kainen grinned as he watched Colby flip the bird over his shoulder.

      This had been exactly what he had
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DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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