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The supplier's truck fishtailed around the curve at sixty-three miles per hour.

Stuntman grinned and pushed his Harley to seventy.

Mountain air sliced through his leather cut, pine and exhaust mixing into something that smelled like church. The Black Hills rose around him in granite and shadow, curves he'd memorized years ago carved into his muscle memory like gospel. The supplier—some tweaker named Denny who'd decided running was smarter than negotiating—had made it exactly four miles before realizing his mistake.

Nobody outruns a man who spent ten years making physics his bitch for stadium crowds.

Stuntman leaned into the next curve, feeling his knee brush asphalt as the bike responded to pressure that would've dumped a lesser rider into the guardrail. The truck's brake lights flared ahead, Denny realizing too late that the hairpin coming up required skills he didn't have. Stuntman watched the vehicle's trajectory, calculated the angle, and felt that familiar rush flood his bloodstream—eight seconds of impossible physics, the only thing that made him feel completely alive.

The truck went wide on the turn.

Stuntman went wider.

He shot past Denny's window close enough to see the whites of the man's eyes, then cut back across the road to block the only exit that didn't involve a three-hundred-foot drop into pine forest. His front tire kissed the shoulder as he whipped the bike sideways, stopping in a spray of gravel that would've been worth a standing ovation back in his show days.

The truck's brakes screamed. Rubber burned. Denny's piece-of-shit Chevy skidded sideways, caught the soft shoulder, and rolled once before coming to rest against a boulder with its wheels still spinning.

Stuntman killed his engine and swung off the bike in one smooth motion, boots crunching on gravel as he walked toward the wreck. Behind him, three more Harleys growled to a stop—brothers who'd been riding backup, though they both knew he hadn't needed it.

"You good?" That was Torque, already off his bike and checking the scene with a mechanic's eye for structural damage.

"Better than him." Stuntman jerked his chin toward the truck's cab, where Denny was trying to crawl out the passenger window. "Dumbass picked the wrong day to grow a spine."

The supplier hit the ground in a heap of bleeding scalp and broken promises. Stuntman reached him in three strides, grabbing a fistful of greasy hair and hauling him upright against the crumpled truck door. Denny's nose was crooked—probably from the steering wheel—and his eyes were wild with the particular terror of a man realizing he'd made a fatal miscalculation.

"Here's the thing about running, Denny." Stuntman kept his voice conversational, almost friendly, that easy smile still playing at the corners of his mouth. "It only works if you're faster than what's chasing you."

"I didn't—I wasn't—" Denny's words came out slurred through blood and panic. "They said they'd kill me if I—"

"Who said?"

"The guys buying the other half. Said if I sold to your club again, they'd—"

Stuntman slammed Denny's head against the truck hard enough to dent metal. "Names."

"I don't know names! Just some crew out of Rapid, said they're working for a developer or something, I don't—"

"A developer." Stuntman exchanged a glance with Torque, who'd moved closer with his arms crossed. "Developers don't muscle suppliers."

"These ones do." Denny was crying now, snot mixing with blood in a way that would've been pathetic if Stuntman gave a shit about his feelings. "They've been pushing everyone along the corridor. Said the whole territory's changing hands, and anyone doing business with the Riders better find new partners."

Stuntman's grin sharpened into something that made Denny flinch back against the wreckage. "The whole territory, huh?"

"That's what they said. I swear. I was gonna tell you, but they—"

"You were gonna run." Stuntman released Denny's hair and stepped back, wiping his hand on his jeans like he'd touched something rotten. "You were gonna take our money, ghost on the delivery, and disappear before we figured out you'd grown a conscience about who you're selling to."

"I had to! They said—"

"I don't care what they said." Stuntman crouched down to Denny's level, close enough to smell the fear-sweat and blood. "Here's what's gonna happen. You're gonna make our delivery. Full weight, no bullshit, same terms we agreed. And then you're gonna tell us everything you know about these Rapid City boys—names, faces, where they're operating, who's signing their checks."

"And if I don't?"

Stuntman stood, rolling his shoulders like he was warming up for a show. "Then I chase you again. And next time, Denny, I don't stop."

The negotiations concluded on the side of the mountain, Denny agreeing to every term while Torque called for a prospect to bring a truck for the salvage operation. By the time they rolled back to the compound, the sun was setting over the Black Hills in streaks of red and gold, and Stuntman was already turning the supplier's words over in his head.

A developer. Working the corridor. Pushing out anyone doing business with the club.

That was either nothing—some corporate suit throwing weight around until he learned how things actually worked out here—or it was the start of something that would require the kind of response that made local news.

Either way, church would want to hear about it.



The compound's great room was thick with smoke and brothers by the time Stuntman finished his post-ride routine—bike checked, gear stored, beer in hand. Rally memorabilia covered the walls, decades of Sturgis history preserved in faded photographs and signed posters and a collection of chrome that would make any biker weep. This was sacred ground, the place where men who lived for the road came to remember why they rode.

Stuntman grabbed a seat near the back as Rider called the room to order. The President stood at the head of the table like he'd been born there—six-two of rancher build and weathered authority, a man who'd traded rodeo bulls for Harleys and built something worth dying for.

"Torque," Rider said. "Heard you boys had an interesting afternoon."

Torque laid out the basics—Denny's run, the chase, the crash, the interesting information that had spilled out along with the supplier's blood. Stuntman let him talk, adding details when prompted, keeping his expression carefully neutral even though the adrenaline was still humming through his system like a second heartbeat.

"A developer." Ironside leaned forward, hard eyes narrowing. The VP had Marine written into every line of his body, tactical calculation running beneath rally security instincts. "Anyone we know?"

"Denny didn't have names," Stuntman said. "Just that they're pushing businesses along the Sturgis-Rapid corridor. Threatening anyone who works with us."

"That's our territory." Timber's Texas drawl carried an edge that meant someone was going to bleed for this. The Sergeant at Arms had spent twenty years bouncing Sturgis crowds, and his protective instincts ran toward the permanent. "They want to develop something, they come to us first. That's how it works."

"Apparently someone forgot to tell them." Rider's voice was calm, but Stuntman had been patched long enough to recognize the steel underneath. "We got any other reports? Anyone else being pressured?"

Compass shifted in his seat, the Road Captain's lean face thoughtful. "I've heard some chatter. Couple of the businesses along the scenic highway mentioned suits coming around. Thought it was just rally prep—you know how the corporate vultures circle this time of year."

"This feels different." Stuntman hadn't meant to speak, but the words came out anyway. "Denny was scared. Not the normal scared when you piss off an MC. The scared that means someone already hurt him bad enough to make running from us seem like the safer option."

Silence settled over the table. Brothers exchanged glances, the kind of wordless communication that came from years of riding together, bleeding together, handling problems that never made it to police reports.

"We watch it," Rider decided. "Ears open, eyes up. Anyone hears more about this developer, it comes straight to church. We don't move until we know what we're dealing with."

The meeting shifted to other business—supply runs, rally prep, a dispute with a vendor that needed the kind of resolution that involved brass knuckles and property damage. Stuntman half-listened, his mind still churning over Denny's terror-wide eyes and the words that had spilled out between blood and panic.

The whole territory's changing hands.

That was ambitious talk for anyone who wasn't wearing a patch. Either this developer had serious muscle backing him, or he was about to learn what happened to outsiders who tried to claim ground that belonged to the Black Hills Riders.

When church finally broke, Stuntman headed for the bar with the restless energy that never quite settled, even after a chase that should've burned it off. Torque fell into step beside him, signaling the prospect for two beers without breaking stride.

"Hell of a run today." Torque handed over one of the bottles, his grease-stained fingers familiar on the glass. "That move at the hairpin—thought for sure you were gonna eat guardrail."

"Nah." Stuntman took a long pull, letting the cold settle into his chest. "Had at least three inches of clearance."

"Three inches." Torque shook his head, but he was grinning. "One of these days that grin of yours is gonna be the last thing some poor bastard sees before you put him in a ditch."

"Could think of worse last sights." Stuntman's attention drifted toward the window, where the Black Hills were fading into purple shadow against the darkening sky. "Hey—you heard anything about the coffee stand out on the corridor? Black Hills Brew?"

"The one with the mouthy barista?" Torque's eyebrows rose. "That where you disappear to every morning?"

"Best espresso in fifty miles. Woman who runs it knows what she's doing." Stuntman frowned, remembering his last few visits. "She's been off lately, though. Quiet."

"Quiet how?"

"The wrong kind of quiet." Stuntman couldn't explain it better than that—the way Wren's motor-mouth energy had dimmed, the shadows under her eyes that makeup couldn't quite hide, the way she'd started checking the parking lot like she was waiting for something bad to arrive. "Might swing by tomorrow, see what's going on."

Torque studied him for a moment, that mechanic's eye seeing more than Stuntman probably wanted visible. "You interested in this woman, or you interested in her coffee?"

"Can't it be both?"

"With you?" Torque snorted. "It's never both. You don't slow down long enough for both."

Stuntman didn't have a response to that, so he finished his beer instead and headed for his quarters with the humming buzz still crawling under his skin. Sleep came hard, the way it always did when the electric charge had nowhere to go, and he spent half the night staring at the ceiling and thinking about hairpin turns and haunted brown eyes behind a drive-through window.

By the time morning light crept through the blinds, he'd already decided.

Something was wrong at Black Hills Brew. Something that had turned a woman who'd once thrown espresso at a handsy trucker into a ghost of herself.

Stuntman pulled on his boots, grabbed his cut, and headed for his bike.

Time to find out what.
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The parking lot was empty at 4:47 AM.

Wren checked it three times anyway, scanning the shadows between the highway lights for the shape of an SUV, the glow of a cigarette, any sign that today would be the day they stopped playing games. Her fingers trembled on the steering wheel of her ancient Honda, and she hated that—hated that three weeks of harassment had turned her into someone who shook at shadows.

Get it together. You've got coffee to make.

She grabbed her keys, unlocked Black Hills Brew's service door, and slipped inside the trailer that represented everything she'd ever built. The familiar smell of coffee grounds and sanitizer wrapped around her like armor, and for just a moment, standing in the dark with the espresso machine humming to life, she could pretend things were normal.

Then her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number.

Stubborn girls get hurt.

Wren's stomach dropped. She deleted it—the fourth one this week—and started her opening routine with hands that wouldn't stop trembling.

Three weeks. Twenty-one days since Richard Thornton's men had first shown up at her window, all expensive suits and corporate smiles, offering to buy her "charming little business" for a price that was almost insulting. She'd told them to shove the offer up their asses and rotate, because that's what you said to men who looked at your life's work and saw an inconvenience.

She hadn't known then what she was dealing with.

The first week had been annoyances. Cars blocking her drive-through "accidentally." Suppliers suddenly unable to deliver. A health inspector showing up for a surprise visit that found nothing because Wren ran a clean operation, but still cost her three hours of the morning rush.

The second week got personal. Her trailer's tires slashed overnight. Someone spray-painted MOVE OR ELSE across her service window in red letters she'd spent two hours scrubbing off. Her landlord called to say he'd received a very generous offer to terminate her lease early, and maybe she should consider taking it?

Yesterday had been the worst.

Three men in a black SUV, parking across her drive-through entrance at 6 AM with the engine running. She'd watched her regulars slow down, see the blockade, and drive away. An hour of peak business, gone. When she'd finally stormed out to confront them, the biggest one—a brick wall with dead eyes and prison tattoos—had smiled at her like she was amusing.

Accidents happen to stubborn women, he'd said. Pretty ones especially.

She'd wanted to throw hot coffee in his face. Instead, she'd retreated inside and called the cops, who showed up forty minutes later, took a report that would go nowhere, and suggested she "consider her options."

Her options. Like there were any.

Wren finished her setup on autopilot, muscle memory carrying her through the motions while her mind ran the same exhausted calculations it had been running for days. She could sell—give Thornton what he wanted, take his money, walk away. Start over somewhere else, prove everyone right that she couldn't finish anything, that she was exactly the family disappointment they'd always expected.

Or she could stay. Keep fighting. And wait for the day when threats became action.

The drive-through window chimed with her first customer at 5:15—a trucker named Dale who'd been stopping by since her first month in business. She plastered on a smile and handed him his usual, a large black with two sugars, and tried not to notice the way he glanced at the empty parking lot like he was checking for trouble too.

"You okay, honey?" Dale's weathered face creased with concern. "You look tired."

"Just busy." The lie came easily. "You know how it is."

Dale nodded, but his eyes lingered on her face for a moment too long before he pulled away. Wren watched his truck merge onto the highway and felt something crack in her chest.

She'd built this. Two years of eighteen-hour days, a loan she'd begged for, a used trailer she'd renovated with YouTube tutorials and sheer stubbornness. Black Hills Brew wasn't just a coffee stand—it was proof. Evidence that the chaos everyone criticized, the energy everyone told her to tone down, could be channeled into something real.

Her mother had laughed when she'd announced her business plan. Actually laughed, wine glass in hand, and said, "Oh, Wren. A coffee stand? You couldn't even finish community college."

Her sister had been kinder but no less dismissive. "It's a cute idea, but maybe you should get a real job first? Something stable?"

Her brother hadn't even bothered responding to her text about the grand opening.

And now a developer with a forty-million-dollar project wanted her tiny plot of land, and he was going to take it, one way or another, because that's what men like Richard Thornton did. They took. They broke. They won.

The morning rush trickled in slower than usual—word spreading, maybe, that Black Hills Brew had become a target. Wren served each customer with the smile she'd perfected over two years, the motor-mouth energy that was her brand, her weapon, her way of filling every silence with noise that drowned out the doubt.

But today the words felt hollow. The jokes fell flat. She caught herself checking the parking lot between orders, flinching at every SUV that slowed on the highway, every unfamiliar face that approached her window.

This isn't you, she told herself. You're the woman who threw espresso at a handsy trucker. You don't flinch.

But that woman hadn't been hunted. That woman hadn't lain awake at night watching the same car circle her apartment complex, knowing someone was sending a message she couldn't misunderstand.

By 9 AM, the morning rush was over—such as it was. Wren cleaned her equipment, restocked her supplies, and tried not to calculate how much revenue she'd lost this week. Enough to hurt. Not enough to break her.

Not yet.

Her phone rang: her supplier, finally returning yesterday's call.

"Hey, Wren." Marcus sounded uncomfortable. "Look, about your order—"

"Let me guess." She kept her voice steady through pure force of will. "There's a problem with my delivery."

"I'm sorry. Someone's been buying up my wholesale contracts, and they've made it clear that certain customers are... not priority."

"Not priority." Wren leaned against her counter and closed her eyes. "Marcus, I've been ordering from you for two years. I pay on time, every time."

"I know. I know, and I'm sorry, but—"

"But someone's paying you more to starve me out."

Silence. Then: "If you need a recommendation for another supplier, I can—"

"Don't bother."

She hung up and stood in the quiet of her trailer, surrounded by the equipment she'd saved for, the brand she'd built, the future that was slipping through her fingers one threatened supplier at a time.

I could call someone. The police. A lawyer. Someone who handles this kind of thing.

But she'd tried the police, and they'd given her a pamphlet about civil disputes. She couldn't afford a lawyer—every dollar she had was sunk into this business. And "someone who handles this kind of thing" meant admitting she couldn't handle it herself, that she needed rescuing, that she was exactly the helpless little girl her family had always seen.

The lunch crowd was sparse. A few regulars, loyal enough to risk the drive. Some tourists who didn't know anything was wrong and ordered complicated drinks while she smiled and joked and pretended everything was fine.

At 2 PM, the black SUV returned.

It parked at the edge of her lot, just far enough to be technically legal, close enough to send a message. Three men got out—the same three from yesterday—and leaned against the hood, watching her trailer with the patience of predators who knew their prey couldn't run.

Wren's hands shook as she made a latte for a customer who hadn't noticed the SUV yet. She smiled and chatted and acted like there wasn't a brick wall with dead eyes staring at her from fifty feet away.

You're not scared. You're angry. There's a difference.

But anger didn't stop her heart from racing. Anger didn't make her feel any less alone.

The men stayed for two hours, never approaching, never speaking. Just watching. When they finally drove away at 4 PM, Wren let out a breath she'd been holding so long her lungs ached.

She closed early—couldn't face the evening trickle with her nerves this raw—and drove home through the Black Hills with her eyes on the rearview mirror. Her apartment complex was quiet when she pulled in, but she checked the lot three times before getting out of her car.

The stairs to her second-floor unit felt longer than usual. Her keys fumbled in the lock. When she finally got inside and threw the deadbolt, she leaned against the door and let herself shake.

Twenty-one days. How many more until they decide threats aren't working?

She didn't know. That was the worst part—the waiting, the not knowing, the slow erosion of everything that made her herself. The motor-mouth who couldn't shut up was learning silence. The chaos engine who'd built a business through sheer force of personality was running out of fuel.

Wren made herself eat something she couldn't taste, showered until the hot water ran out, and lay in bed watching headlights sweep across her ceiling every time a car passed.

Tomorrow, she thought. Tomorrow I'll figure something out. Tomorrow I'll be stronger.

But when sleep finally came, she dreamed of red spray paint and dead eyes and a smile that promised accidents happened to stubborn women.

Pretty ones especially.
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The Black Hills Brew trailer sat alone at the edge of the highway like something waiting to be rescued.

Stuntman killed his engine and swung off the bike, scanning the lot out of habit. Empty except for a beat-up Honda that had to be Wren's—no customers, no line, nothing like the morning rush that usually had cars stacked three deep. The drive-through window was open, steam curling from somewhere inside, but the usual chaos of orders and chatter was missing.

Something was wrong.

He approached the window with that familiar anticipation humming in his chest—the same buzz he got before a stunt, before a chase, before anything that promised to be interesting. Wren had been the highlight of his mornings for months now: five-three of caffeinated chaos who talked faster than most people thought, made espresso like it was an art form, and once threw a drink at a trucker who grabbed her wrist through the window. She was loud and sharp and unapologetically too much, and Stuntman had never met anyone whose energy matched his own so perfectly.

"Morning." He leaned against the window frame, waiting for the usual barrage of commentary about his order, his bike, his life choices.

What he got was silence.

Wren turned from her espresso machine with a smile that didn't reach her eyes. "Hey. The usual?"

Three words. No insults about his caffeine dependency. No observations about whatever she'd noticed on the highway that morning. No rapid-fire questions about where he'd



































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLACK HILLS RIDERS MC





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





