
OUTLAW’S CLAIM

STEEL VENGEANCE MC #9

MOXIE WALKER

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Moxie Walker
All rights reserved.
Cover picture by Freepik

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

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


The brass cash register's final ring echoed through Rollins Tavern as Clarissa counted the night's take. Not bad for a Tuesday—enough to cover the electric bill and maybe splurge on that new tap handle she'd been eyeing. The familiar weight of three generations of family legacy settled around her shoulders as she locked the register drawer.

Her grandfather had built this place with his own hands after the war. Her father had kept it running through Detroit's worst years. Now it was hers, and she'd be damned if she let anyone push her around.

The front door's bell chimed, though she'd already flipped the closed sign and locked up. Clarissa's hand moved instinctively toward the Louisville Slugger she kept behind the bar.

"Sorry, we're closed," she called out, not looking up from her paperwork.

"Miss Rollins?" The voice carried authority and menace in equal measure. "We need to talk."

Three men filed in like they owned the place. The leader was tall and lean, wearing an expensive suit that couldn't hide the predator underneath. His companions flanked him—muscle in cheap leather jackets, their hands resting casually near their waistbands.

Clarissa straightened slowly, keeping her expression neutral. "Door was locked for a reason. You gentlemen need to leave."

The leader smiled without warmth. "Ray Campbell. I run business operations in this neighborhood." He gestured broadly, encompassing not just her bar but everything beyond these walls. "Beautiful establishment you have here. Would hate to see anything happen to it."

"Nothing's going to happen to it." She moved closer to the bar, closing the distance to her bat. "Because you're leaving. Now."

Campbell's laugh was sharp and humorless. "Feisty. I like that in a woman." His eyes swept over her with calculated assessment. "Here's how this works, sweetheart. Neighborhood businesses pay for protection. Keeps the troublemakers away, prevents unfortunate accidents."

"What kind of accidents?"

"Fires. Break-ins. Sometimes customers stop showing up when word gets around about safety concerns." He stepped closer, his expensive cologne mixing with the scent of cigarettes and violence. "Five hundred a week ensures none of that happens."

Clarissa's fingers tightened on the edge of the bar. "And if I refuse?"

"Smart women don't refuse."

The threat hung in the air like smoke. Clarissa had heard about Campbell's racket from other business owners—whispered conversations about burned storefronts and owners who'd been hospitalized after saying no. The police were either bought off or too overwhelmed to care.

But this was Rollins Tavern. Her family's legacy. Her life's work.

"Get out." The words came out steady and clear.

Campbell's smile vanished. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me. Take your cheap thugs and your protection racket and get the hell out of my bar." She reached behind the counter, fingers wrapping around the bat's handle. "Before I make you regret walking through that door."

The muscle stepped forward, hands moving toward their weapons. Campbell held up a restraining hand, his eyes never leaving Clarissa's face.

"You've got balls, I'll give you that." His voice dropped to a whisper. "But balls won't stop a bullet. Or a fire. Or what happens to pretty bartenders who think they're tougher than they are."

"Is that a threat?"

"It's a promise." Campbell straightened his tie with deliberate precision. "You've got twenty-four hours to reconsider. After that..." He shrugged eloquently.

The three men turned toward the door, their message delivered. Campbell paused at the threshold.

"Oh, and Miss Rollins? Next time we won't be so polite."

The door slammed behind them, leaving Clarissa alone with her hammering heart and the taste of fear in her mouth. She gripped the bat tighter, knuckles white against the worn wood.

Twenty-four hours.

She moved to the window, watching Campbell's black sedan pull away into the Detroit night. Other businesses on this block had already given in—she'd seen the subtle changes, the way owners' eyes darted nervously when his name came up in conversation.

But this was different. This was personal.

The sound of motorcycle engines rumbled through the silence, growing closer. Clarissa's pulse quickened as she counted at least six bikes pulling up outside. Steel Vengeance MC patches caught the streetlight as the riders dismounted.

She'd heard the stories. Ex-military. Ruthless. They'd taken down some of the worst criminals Detroit had to offer, but they were still outlaws. Still men who solved problems with violence.

The lead rider approached her door. Tall, broad-shouldered, moving with the controlled precision of a soldier. Even through the glass, she could see the intensity in his dark eyes as he studied her bar, assessing threats with military efficiency.

He knocked—polite but firm.

Clarissa approached the door slowly, bat still in hand. "We're closed."

"Daniel Reed, Steel Vengeance MC." His voice carried through the glass, deep and reassuring. "Saw Campbell's crew leaving. You okay in there?"

She hesitated. Letting in one group of dangerous men to deal with another group of dangerous men seemed like trading one problem for another. But something in his tone, the genuine concern beneath the authority, made her reach for the locks.

The door opened, and Daniel Reed filled the doorway. Up close, he was even more imposing—six feet of lean muscle wrapped in leather and denim, auburn hair slightly messed from his helmet. But it was his eyes that caught her attention. Brown and assessing, but not predatory like Campbell's. These were a protector's eyes.

"Daniel Reed?" she asked, not moving aside to let him enter.

"Most people call me Outlaw." He nodded toward the street where his brothers waited beside their bikes. "Mind if I come in? Easier to talk without an audience."

Clarissa stepped back, still gripping the bat. "Talk about what?"

Outlaw entered, closing the door behind him. His presence filled the space without overwhelming it—controlled power held in careful check. "Campbell's been working his way through this neighborhood for weeks. Protection racket, intimidation, worse if people don't pay."

"And you know this how?"

"We make it our business to know." He moved closer to the bar, hands visible and non-threatening. "Question is, what did you tell him?"

"I told him to go to hell."

Something that might have been approval flickered in Outlaw's expression. "Good. That was the right answer."

"Was it?" Clarissa laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Because he gave me twenty-four hours before things get unpleasant."

"They were going to get unpleasant either way." Outlaw's voice hardened. "Campbell doesn't stop with protection money. He escalates. Always."

The weight of her situation settled over her like a cold blanket. She'd stood up to Campbell, but now what? She couldn't fight his entire operation alone, and the police were either corrupt or useless.

"So what do you suggest?" she asked.

"You come with me. Tonight. Steel Vengeance compound is secure, and Campbell won't move against you while you're under our protection."

Clarissa's grip tightened on the bat. "I don't need protection from anyone."

"Tough and stupid aren't the same thing." Outlaw's words were blunt but not unkind. "Campbell's crew will be back tomorrow, and they won't come to talk. They'll come to make an example."

"This is my bar. My family's legacy. I won't be run off by some two-bit gangster."

"You won't be run off. You'll be protected while we handle Campbell."

The simple certainty in his voice made something twist in her chest. When was the last time someone had offered to stand between her and danger? When had anyone cared enough to try?

"Why?" The question slipped out before she could stop it. "Why do you care what happens to me?"

Outlaw was quiet for a long moment, his dark eyes studying her face. "Because you stood up to him. Because this is your place, and you have the right to keep it. Because Campbell and men like him only understand one language."

"Violence."

"Justice." The correction was firm. "There's a difference."

Clarissa looked around her bar—at the photos of her grandfather and father behind the counter, at the worn stools where regulars had sat for decades, at the life she'd built with her own hands. Campbell wanted to take all of it, turn it into another link in his chain of controlled businesses.

But running away felt like surrender.

"If I come with you," she said slowly, "what happens to my bar?"

"We post security. Campbell's crew shows up tomorrow, they'll find Steel Vengeance waiting instead of you."

"And then?"

Outlaw's smile was sharp and dangerous. "Then Campbell learns that some people can't be intimidated."

The motorcycle engines outside seemed to echo his words—power and purpose wrapped in chrome and steel. Clarissa had spent her adult life proving she could handle anything Detroit threw at her, but this felt different. Bigger. Like standing at the edge of a cliff, unsure if the ground below was solid or if she was about to fall into empty air.

But the alternative was letting Campbell win. Letting him turn her grandfather's dream into another piece of his criminal empire.

"I'll need five minutes to secure the register and grab some things."

Outlaw nodded. "I'll wait."

As Clarissa moved through her evening closing routine, she was acutely aware of Outlaw's presence. He didn't hover or rush her, just stood quietly near the door, radiating that same controlled readiness she'd noticed earlier. Like a weapon held in reserve, dangerous but disciplined.

She grabbed her purse, her laptop, and a change of clothes from the small apartment upstairs. When she returned, Outlaw was studying the framed photos behind the bar—three generations of Rollins men who'd built this place into something worth protecting.

"Ready?" he asked.

Clarissa took one last look around the bar. Tomorrow everything would be different. Campbell would learn that she had allies now, that his intimidation tactics had consequences. But tonight, she was walking away from everything familiar into the protection of men she barely knew.

"Let's go," she said.

Outlaw opened the door, ushering her into the Detroit night where six motorcycles waited like steel guardians. The other riders watched her with curious but respectful eyes as Outlaw led her to his bike.

"Ever been on a motorcycle?" he asked, handing her a helmet.

"No."

"Hold on tight. Trust me to keep you safe."

The words carried weight beyond their simple meaning. Clarissa settled behind him on the bike, her arms wrapping around his waist as the powerful engine rumbled to life beneath them. Through his leather jacket, she could feel the solid strength of his body, the steady rhythm of his breathing.

As they pulled away from Rollins Tavern, Clarissa looked back at the building that had defined her life for so long. Tomorrow, Campbell would find it defended by the Steel Vengeance MC. Tomorrow, the war for her independence would begin in earnest.

But tonight, wrapped in the warmth of Outlaw's protection and the rumble of motorcycle engines, she felt something she hadn't experienced in years: the fierce satisfaction of refusing to surrender.
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The Steel Vengeance compound spread across five acres of reclaimed Detroit industrial land, surrounded by reinforced concrete walls topped with razor wire. Guard towers anchored each corner, manned around the clock by brothers who understood that their enemies never slept. Outlaw guided his bike through the main gate, acutely aware of Clarissa's arms around his waist and the way she'd tensed when the massive steel doors closed behind them.

He pulled into his designated parking spot near the main clubhouse, a converted warehouse that housed everything from the chapel where they held church to the common areas where brothers gathered to plan operations. The other riders dismounted around them, their engines falling silent in the night air.

Clarissa's grip loosened slowly, as if she wasn't entirely sure it was safe to let go. When she finally slid off the bike, her legs were unsteady from the ride and the adrenaline crash that always followed confrontations with men like Campbell.

"Welcome to Steel Vengeance," Outlaw said, removing his helmet and hanging it on the bike's handlebars. He turned to face her, studying the way she took in the compound with sharp, assessing eyes. Most civilians who ended up here were either terrified or trying too hard to prove they belonged. Clarissa just looked like she was gathering intelligence.

Smart woman.

"It's bigger than I expected," she said, her voice steady despite everything she'd been through tonight.

"Has to be. We've got forty-three active members, plus support staff and family." He gestured toward the various buildings scattered across the property. "Barracks for single brothers, family housing for the married guys, armory, garage, medical facility. Everything we need to operate independently."

"Operate doing what, exactly?"

The question carried weight. She wasn't asking about motorcycle maintenance or brotherhood barbecues. She wanted to know what kind of men she'd just trusted with her life.

"Justice," Outlaw said simply. "When the system fails people, we step in."

"Like with Campbell?"

"Campbell's been running protection rackets for six months. Burned out three businesses, put two shop owners in the hospital, turned half the neighborhood into his personal ATM." His jaw tightened as he recited the litany of crimes that local law enforcement had ignored or been paid to overlook. "Police won't touch him because he's got detectives on his payroll. City council thinks small business owners are acceptable casualties as long as Campbell keeps his operation contained to the 'right' neighborhoods."

Clarissa's expression hardened. "So you handle it yourselves."

"We handle it permanently."

The words hung between them, a promise and a warning wrapped in equal measure. Outlaw watched her process what that meant, saw the moment she understood exactly what kind of men had become her protectors.

"Good," she said.

The simple approval hit him harder than he'd expected. Most people recoiled when they learned what Steel Vengeance really did, how far they were willing to go to protect the innocent. But Clarissa looked at him like a warrior recognizing another warrior, like someone who understood that sometimes the only way to stop a predator was to become something more dangerous than they were.

"Come on," he said, leading her toward the main building. "Let's get you settled."

The clubhouse's main room buzzed with activity despite the late hour. Brothers lounged on leather couches, playing cards or watching the news on wall-mounted televisions. The bar along the far wall was fully stocked, tended by Sammy, who'd survived Campbell's bombing of his original establishment and now ran the compound's social hub with fierce loyalty to the club that had saved his life.

Conversations quieted as they entered, not from hostility but from curiosity. Word had already spread that Outlaw was bringing in a civilian under protection, and every brother knew that meant serious business.

"Iron around?" Outlaw asked Tommy Vega, who was nursing a beer at the bar.

"Chapel," Tommy replied, nodding toward the back of the building. "Finishing up with the Campbell briefing."

Outlaw turned to Clarissa. "I need to update our president on the situation. You'll be safe here."

She glanced around the room, taking in the patches, the weapons, the hard-faced men who'd dedicated their lives to a brotherhood forged in violence and tempered by loyalty. "I'm not going anywhere."

The confidence in her voice drew approving looks from several brothers. She wasn't intimidated by their world, wasn't trying to shrink into the background or demand special treatment. She was simply standing her ground, the same way she'd stood up to Campbell.

Outlaw felt something shift in his chest, a possessive heat that had nothing to do with duty and everything to do with the woman beside him. She belonged here, belonged with him, in a way that felt as natural as breathing.

"Sammy," he called to the bartender. "This is Clarissa Rollins. She's under club protection."

Sammy nodded, understanding immediately. "What can I get you, Miss Rollins?"

"Whiskey," she said without hesitation. "Whatever you've got that's not trying to impress anyone."

Sammy grinned, pulling a bottle of Buffalo Trace from the shelf. "Woman after my own heart."

Outlaw left her at the bar, surrounded by brothers who would die before letting harm come to someone under their protection. The walk to the chapel felt longer than usual, weighted by the knowledge that his world had just shifted in ways he was still trying to understand.

The chapel served as Steel Vengeance's meeting room, its walls lined with photographs of fallen brothers and the club's founding documents. Mason "Iron" Steel sat at the head of the heavy oak table, reviewing surveillance photos of Campbell's operation while Jackson "Reaper" Blake pointed out strategic weaknesses in their target's security.

"Outlaw," Iron looked up as he entered. "Heard you picked up a civilian from Campbell's crew."

"Clarissa Rollins, owns Rollins Tavern on Second Street. Campbell tried to shake her down tonight, gave her twenty-four hours to reconsider when she told him to go to hell."

Reaper whistled low. "Takes balls to stand up to Campbell. Most of
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