
BREACH’S PRECISION

BACKWOODS GRAVEDIGGERS MC #5

TEAGAN SINCLAIR

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Teagan Sinclair
All rights reserved.
Cover picture by Magnific

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Epilogue

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The wrench connected with the man's wrist before his finger found the trigger.

A sound like a green stick snapping—wet and final—and the revolver hit the packed dirt floor of the shed. The hired guard screamed something that might have been a word and dropped to his knees cradling the ruined joint against his chest.

Breach didn't watch him fall. The second guard was already pulling a sawed-off from behind the workbench, and Breach closed the distance in two strides, caught the barrel before it cleared the edge, and drove the heel of his palm into the man's nose. Cartilage gave. The guard sat down hard against the bench and stayed there, blinking blood out of his eyes.

The whole thing took four seconds.

"Jesus Christ," Hatchet said from the doorway. He hadn't moved. Hadn't needed to. He leaned against the frame with his arms crossed and that sharp grin pulling at the scar through his eyebrow. "Remind me not to short you on a tab."

Ash stepped over the first guard's legs without looking down, his pale eyes already scanning the back of the shed. Always checking the angles nobody else remembered to check.

The shed was a converted chicken house off a logging road twelve miles from the nearest paved surface, and it smelled like it. Damp wood and old straw and gun oil, with a portable kerosene heater throwing orange light across a workbench covered in parts. Rifle receivers. Bolt assemblies. Three of Breach's custom barrels laid out on shop rags like silverware.

His barrels. His work. Stamped and sold under another man's name.

Lyle Fenton sat behind the bench in a plastic lawn chair, and he'd gone the particular shade of gray that men go when they realize the math has changed and the numbers don't come out in their favor anymore. He was fifty-something, soft through the middle, with a patchy beard and the kind of hands that had never done the work they sold.

"Sam," Fenton said. "Sam, listen—"

"Don't." Breach picked up one of the barrels and turned it in the light. Four-groove rifling, hand-lapped, sixteen hours of work in a piece of steel most men couldn't tell from factory. He'd cut these for Fenton on consignment—six barrels at four hundred apiece, the club's cut built into the price. Fenton had sold them under his own stamp at triple the margin and sent back nothing.

"The money's coming," Fenton said. "I swear to God, it's coming. I had expenses—"

"You had expenses." Breach set the barrel down carefully. Everything he did was careful. "You stamped my work with your name, marked it up three hundred percent, and told me the check was in the mail. Twice."

Hatchet pushed off the doorframe. "We done talking?"

Breach held up a hand. Hatchet stopped. That was the thing about the brotherhood—the hierarchy held even when tempers ran hot. Breach was the Armorer, and this was his business, his iron, his call.

"Twenty-four hundred for the barrels," Breach said. "Plus the club's margin you shorted. Call it an even four thousand."

Fenton's eyes went to the two men on the floor, then to Hatchet's hatchet on his belt, then to Ash's flat patience in the shadows. The math kept not working out.

"I've got three thousand in the safe," Fenton said.

"Then you owe us a thousand. And you're done selling my work."

"Sam—"

"We're past first names, Lyle."

Fenton opened the safe with shaking hands. Stacks of twenties and fifties, the kind of cash that doesn't come from legitimate sales. Breach counted it without rushing, the way he counted anything—precise, particular, no wasted motion. Three thousand and forty dollars.

"Keep the forty," Breach said. "Buy your boys some ice."

Hatchet laughed, short and sharp.

Fenton slumped in his chair like something had been cut out of him. "There's something else. Something you might want to hear."

"Might."

"There's an outfit working two valleys south. Big money, out-of-state backing. They've been buying up farms—the ones that aren't selling, they're burning out."

Breach went still. Not the frozen stillness of surprise, but the focused quiet of a man whose attention has just found a target. "Burning."

"Barns first. Then fences. Stock killed in the fields." Fenton wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "I sold rifles to two of their boys last month. Not mine—imports, cheap stuff. They weren't hunters. Wrong hands for it, wrong questions."

"How many men?"

"Dozen, maybe more. They rotate. Got a foreman who runs it like a job site and a skinny kid who does the burning and grins like he's doing his favorite thing on earth. The money man stays back. Reeve, something like that. Dalton Reeve."

Breach looked at Hatchet. Hatchet's grin was gone, replaced by that hard set of jaw that meant the vice president's strategic mind was already running the angles.

"Two valleys south," Hatchet said. "That's the Ember Hollow country."

"Close to our line," Ash said from the back. First words he'd spoken since they'd walked in.

Close to their line. Close enough that a land outfit burning its way through the interior would eventually burn its way to Gravedigger country. And a crew that ran through farms with fire and muscle wouldn't stop at a county border because someone asked nicely.

Breach pulled a shop rag from the bench and wiped the gun oil from his hands, working it out of the creases and the powder-burn freckles the way he did at the end of every job. Careful. Thorough. The way he did everything.

"Pack the barrels," he told Ash. "All six. And whatever parts on that bench are mine."

Ash moved without a word.

To Fenton: "If I hear my stamp on another man's work, we come back. And next time Hatchet walks in first."

Fenton didn't say anything. He didn't need to.

They loaded the barrels and the parts into the saddlebags and the cargo rack on Ash's bike, working in the gray light that filtered through the shed's dirty windows. The two guards hadn't moved. The one with the broken wrist had stopped screaming and was making a low, steady sound like a dog that had been kicked, and the other was still sitting against the workbench holding a bloody rag to his face.

Breach swung onto his bike and let the engine settle into that low V-twin rumble that was half heartbeat, half thunder. The logging road stretched ahead through walls of black spruce, rutted and narrow, the kind of road that swallowed outsiders and spat them out lost. The Gravediggers didn't get lost. These were their roads, their timber, their country.

Hatchet pulled alongside. "Chapel tonight?"

"Chapel tonight," Breach said.

They rode out single file—Breach leading, Hatchet at his shoulder, Ash bringing up the rear the way he always did, watching the road behind with those pale marksman's eyes. Twelve miles of logging road, then the state highway, then the long gravel climb to the compound. The parts and the money rode heavy on the bikes and the intel rode heavier in Breach's head.

An outfit burning farms. Hired muscle where there shouldn't be any. Money clearing ground the hard way, two valleys from the club's own line.

He turned it over the way he turned a problem at the workbench—patient, methodical, looking for the flaw in the metal before it cracked under pressure. A land grab that burned what it couldn't buy was a machine, and every machine had parts that failed. You just had to know where the stress points were.

The compound appeared through the trees as they crested the last grade—the old granite mill on its high ground, stone walls and timber, the single approach visible for half a mile. Home. The place that turned a gunsmith's steady hands into something the whole club depended on.

Breach parked in the six-bay garage and killed the engine. The sudden quiet was its own kind of loud after twelve miles of V-twin and gravel.

He carried his barrels to the armory one at a time, setting each in its rack with the care of a man handling something that mattered. Sixteen hours of hand-lapping in each one. Precision ground into the steel the way the quarry ground precision into the men who worked it. His work. Worth doing right.

The timber bar was half-full when he came up—brothers drinking, the low rumble of conversation and the crack of pool balls from the back. Rig was bent over a map spread across the far end of the bar, tracing routes with a pencil stub the way he always did, three moves ahead on roads most men didn't know existed. Maul stood at the near end like a wall someone had parked there, silent and still, a beer untouched in front of him.

Breach dropped onto a stool and pulled a clean rag from his back pocket. He started working the last of the gun oil from his knuckles, pressing it out of the seams in his skin with the same patience he gave a barrel.

Rig looked up from the map. "Trouble?"

"Fenton tried to get smart. His boys tried harder."

Maul's eyes shifted. That was all—just the shift. From a man that size, built like a splitting maul and twice as patient, it was enough.

"Got paid," Breach said. "Got something else too."

He told them what Fenton had given up, keeping it spare and clean the way he kept everything. An outfit. Farms burning. Ground being cleared the ugly way, two valleys from their line. A name—Dalton Reeve.

Rig's pencil stopped moving on the map. "Ember Hollow," he said. "There's a crossroads down there. Feed store, couple of farms stretched along the valley. Only thing holding that country together."

"That's the one."

"I've run loads through there. Good road, tight valley. One way in from the south, one from the north. Easy to choke." Rig tapped the map where the valley would be, though this sheet covered different ground. The roads were in his head. All of them were.

Breach folded the rag and set it on the bar. His hands were clean now, or as clean as they ever got—powder burns don't wash off, and neither does twenty years of metal work. He picked up the beer Maul slid toward him without being asked and drank half of it in one pull.

A land outfit burning toward their country. A valley anchored by a crossroads store. Hired muscle that bought cheap rifles and asked the wrong questions.

He'd bring it to the chapel tonight. Let Flint hear the shape of it, let the table decide how far the club's line extended and how hard they meant to hold it.

But sitting at the timber bar with the oil cleaned from his hands and the taste of beer cutting the dust from twelve miles of logging road, Breach already knew. The line was wherever the Gravediggers said it was. And somebody two valleys south was about to find out where that was.
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Marion had the fifty-pound sack on her shoulder before the farmer's boy could get his tailgate down.

"I got it, Mrs. Kessler—"

"You've got a bum knee and a truck that needs backing up." She swung the feed onto the bed with one clean motion, the weight settling into the liner with a thud that shook the cab. "Back it to the dock and I'll load the wire."

The boy—nineteen, lanky, working his grandfather's place since the old man's hip gave out—did as he was told. Most people did when Marion used that voice. Not loud. Not sharp. Just the flat certainty of a woman who'd been running this store since before he could drive and didn't have time to explain why she was right.

The morning was cool and bright, early September light slanting across the crossroads and catching the dust she'd kicked up from the loading dock. Ember Hollow stretched in both directions from the store's gravel lot—valley farms running north toward the timber, south toward the river, with Marion's feed and supply sitting at the only intersection that mattered. The gas pumps out front hadn't worked in six years, but the sign still read KESSLER'S FEED & FARM SUPPLY in paint her father had touched up every spring until he couldn't hold the brush.

She'd kept the sign. Let the paint peel. It said what it needed to say.

Three rolls of fence wire went onto the truck next, then a case of veterinary wormer and a bag of mineral lick. She wrote the ticket against the dock post and added it to the boy's account, which was really his grandfather's account, which was three months past due and climbing.

"Tell Ray I said the wire's on thirty days," she said. "And tell him I'm not asking."

The boy nodded and pulled out, and Marion stood on the dock watching the dust settle and doing the math she did every morning. Three farms behind on their accounts this month. Two more running credit she'd extended through hay season because the alternative was watching them fold. The Parsons place owed eleven hundred. The Whelan family was closing in on two thousand, and their dairy herd was down to thirty head from sixty. Her margins were a joke and her savings were thinner, and she kept the doors open anyway because someone had to or the whole valley went dark.

The black SUV pulled into the lot while she was stacking the empty pallets.

She'd noticed it twice this week, parked on the shoulder across the crossroads where a person could watch the store and every truck that came and went. Tinted windows, out-of-state plates, clean the way vehicles are when someone else washes them. Now it rolled right up to the dock like it belonged there.

The man who stepped out didn't belong anywhere near a feed store. Mid-forties, pressed slacks, a sport coat that cost more than her monthly feed order. Soft hands. A smile that sat on his face like something he'd practiced in a mirror and never quite gotten right.

"Mrs. Kessler?"

"Ms." She didn't come down from the dock. Let him look up at her. "Store hours are on the door."

"I'm not here to buy feed." The smile widened. It didn't improve. "I represent a development group that's been acquiring property in the valley. We'd like to discuss purchasing this location."

"No."

A beat of silence. He'd expected a conversation. People like him always did—they came with folders and figures and the assumption that enough zeroes made the answer change.

"Ms. Kessler, I haven't even presented our offer—"

"Don't need to hear it." She picked up another empty pallet and stacked it. "Store's not for sale."

"The valley is changing. Development is coming whether—"

"Whether I sign or not?" She set the pallet down and looked at him. Full on, the way she'd look at a man who'd shorted her on a delivery. "That the line?"

Something shifted behind his eyes. The polished front cracked just enough to show what was underneath, and what was underneath wasn't a man who took no for an answer.

"The families in this valley are already selling," he said. "The smart ones, at least. What we're offering is generous. What comes after the offer won't be."

"That a threat?"

"It's a market reality."

"Let me give you one back." Marion came down the dock steps, not fast, not slow, and stopped close enough that the man had to adjust his stance. She was tall and broad through the shoulders from thirty years of feed sacks and fence posts. The missing fingertip on her left hand where the baler had taken it when she was twelve caught the light. "This store has been at this crossroads since my father built it. It supplies every farm in this valley. I close, they fold. I'm not closing."

The man studied her for a long moment, and whatever he saw made the smile finally drop.

"You should reconsider," he said. Quieter now. The polish was gone and what was left was flat and certain. "The properties we've acquired—the owners all reconsidered. Eventually."

He turned back to the SUV, and Marion watched him go with her arms crossed and her weight planted. Just before he ducked into the passenger seat, he paused at the dock post where she'd pinned the week's delivery schedule—the routes, the farms, the times—and she saw him take a photo with his phone. Quick and casual, like he was checking a text.

He saw her watching him do it. Didn't try to hide it. Held her stare for a beat, then smiled that wrong smile one more time and got in.

The SUV pulled out slow, like it had nowhere to be and wanted her to know it.

Marion stood in the lot with the dust settling around her boots and the quiet pressing back in. The crossroads was empty again. A truck passed on the state road without slowing. Somewhere in the valley, a chainsaw whined and went silent.

She should have been rattled. She was angry instead, and the anger was clean and useful, the kind that came from being threatened on ground she'd held her whole life.

"He always that charming, or was today special?"

The voice came from inside the store, dry and unhurried, and Marion turned to find a man leaning against her front counter with a box of .30-06 brass and a spool of cleaning wire set in front of him like he'd been waiting to pay and watching the whole show through the window.

She hadn't heard him come in. That bothered her less than it should have, because something about him said he was used to being in a room before anyone noticed.

Lean. Wiry-strong in a way that wasn't gym-built—it was work, the kind that came from years of doing something precise with heavy materials. Forearms corded and freckled with old powder burns. Long fingers resting on the counter with a patience that looked permanent. He wore a leather cut over a flannel shirt, and the patch on the back read BACKWOODS GRAVEDIGGERS MC with a skull and crossed shovels she'd seen on the highway but never up close.

His eyes were steady and unhurried, and they were on her like he'd been watching longer than the conversation in the lot.

"First visit," Marion said. She came behind the counter and picked up the brass. Good stuff—someone who bought this grade wasn't plinking cans off a fence post. "You need anything else, or just the brass and the wire?"

"Just those." He didn't move to pay yet. "That outfit your friend works for—they've been buying up farms two valleys north of here. The ones that don't sell, they burn."

Marion set the brass down. "You know this how?"

"The club keeps track of who moves through our country." A pause. Nothing dramatic—just the pause of a man who said things once and didn't dress them up. "A crew like that doesn't stop when it runs out of farms. It stops when it runs out of valley."

"And this valley's got plenty left."

"Your store's the anchor. Every farmer in the hollow buys from you, runs credit through you, takes your word on whether to hold or sell." Those steady eyes didn't blink. "That makes you the thing they have to break."

A different woman might have flinched. Might have asked what she was supposed to do about that, or waited for him to tell her. Marion rang up the brass and the wire.

"Sixteen forty," she said. "And I've been the thing holding this valley together since before you knew it existed, so I'm not exactly new to people wanting me out of the way."

Something shifted in his face. Not a smile—he didn't seem like a man who handed those out—but a loosening, like a knot that had been tested and found tight. His gaze tracked from her face to her hands on the register, to the scarred counter and the delivery ledger open beside it, like he was reading the whole operation and the woman who ran it in one slow pass.

"Breach," he said. He put a twenty on the counter.

"Marion." She made change and set it in front of him. "You always walk into a woman's store and tell her she's a target, or am I special?"

"Most women aren't loading fifty-pound sacks onto trucks before breakfast."

"Most men don't watch a stranger get threatened and lead with market analysis instead of a rescue."

That did pull something from him—not a laugh, but the ghost of one, a dry sound in the back of his throat that said she'd landed exactly where she'd aimed. He picked up the brass and the wire, and his fingers brushed the counter near hers. Not an accident. Not quite deliberate. The kind of contact a careful man allows himself exactly once to see what it does.

What it did was make her aware of her own pulse in a way that had nothing to do with the SUV or the man in the sport coat.

"Keep your delivery schedule off that dock post," Breach said. He was already heading for the door, the brass tucked under one arm, moving with that quiet economy like even walking was something he didn't waste motion on. "A man who photographs your routes isn't pricing real estate."

"I know what he's pricing," Marion said.

Breach stopped at the door. Looked back at her over his shoulder. Held there for a beat—not surprised, not assessing. Just seeing her. The way you look at something you've decided to pay attention to.

Then he was gone. The screen door banged shut behind him, and a moment later she heard a motorcycle turn over in her lot, that low V-twin rumble rolling across the crossroads and fading north toward the timber.

Marion stood behind her counter in the quiet and looked at the dock post through the window where her schedule was still pinned. She walked out, pulled the paper down, folded it, and locked it in the register drawer.

The man in the sport coat had her routes. Her times. Every farm she'd be driving to, alone, on back roads that didn't see another vehicle for hours.

She filed it the way she filed everything—clean, calm, and ready to use when it mattered.
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Breach laid it out at the chapel table the way he laid out parts on a workbench—clean, ordered, nothing wasted.

The feed store. The development outfit. The farms already burning two valleys north. A man in a sport coat photographing delivery routes like he was casing a job, because that's exactly what he was doing.

And the woman who'd stood on her loading dock and told him to go to hell without raising her voice.

He kept that part brief. Kept it to the facts—her store anchored the valley, she wasn't selling, and the outfit would come for her next. He didn't mention the way she'd swung a fifty-pound sack like it was nothing, or the dry crack about market analysis, or the pulse he'd felt when his fingers brushed the counter near hers. That wasn't chapel business.

Didn't stop him from thinking about it.

The chapel was the old shed office behind a heavy steel door, lit by work lights bolted to the exposed beams. The original cutting-shed table had been sanded and sealed, and it sat eight with room for elbows and tempers. Flint was at the head, gray eyes patient, hands flat on the wood the way they always were when he was listening—the quarryman's stillness that made louder men settle down and wait. Hatchet sat to his right, already running angles, one restless hand tapping the edge of the table. Rig was across from him with a county map spread under his beer
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