
VIPER’S VOW

STEEL VENGEANCE MC #3

MOXIE WALKER

––––––––
[image: ]


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

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1: Blood Hunt

Chapter 2: Sanctuary Denied

Chapter 3: Dangerous Cargo

Chapter 4: Compound Sanctuary

Chapter 5: Blood Loyalty

Chapter 6: Trust And Betrayal

Chapter 7: Claiming Heat

Chapter 8: Federal Pressure

Chapter 9: Street War

Chapter 10: Intelligence War

Chapter 11: Hunter’s Mark

Chapter 12: Brotherhood United

Chapter 13: Betrayal’s Price

Chapter 14: Loyalty Test

Chapter 15: Fortress Assault

Chapter 16: Father’s Blood

Chapter 17: Steel Vows

Epilogue: New Beginnings

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Blood Hunt
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Viper's knife slid across the informant's throat like silk through skin.

Blood sprayed across the concrete floor of the abandoned Detroit warehouse, painting abstract patterns in the dim light filtering through broken windows. The man gurgled once before collapsing, his final secret spilling out with his life.

"Sofia Montoya," Viper repeated the name, wiping his blade clean on the dead man's shirt. "Last known address?"

The dying informant's eyes bulged as he pressed trembling fingers to his throat. "Chicago... Lakefront... apartment..."

Dominic "Viper" Cruz stepped back, watching life drain from another cartel asset. Three months of hunting had led to this moment—the location of Eduardo Montoya's missing daughter. The woman who'd betrayed her father's human trafficking operation to federal authorities before vanishing into witness protection.

Except witness protection had failed.

Viper pulled out his encrypted phone, speed-dialing Steel Vengeance command. Iron's voice answered on the first ring.

"Talk to me."

"Found her. Chicago lakefront district. Montoya's deploying assets as we speak."

"How long do we have?"

Viper checked his watch, calculating travel time against cartel response protocols. Eduardo Montoya commanded military-grade resources through his network of corrupt federal contacts. His daughter represented the ultimate betrayal—family blood turned against the empire.

"Maybe six hours before they converge on her position."

"Take Ghost and get there first. Bring her in alive."

"What if she doesn't want protection?"

Iron's laugh held no humor. "She's Montoya's daughter. She knows what happens to traitors in that family. Make her understand we're her only option."

Viper ended the call, already moving toward his motorcycle. The Harley roared to life beneath him, responding to his urgency like a trained warhorse. Chicago sat ninety minutes away through Michigan back roads, assuming he ignored speed limits and traffic laws.

Both seemed negotiable when hunting human prey.

The warehouse door exploded inward as Keith "Ghost" Walker entered, his pale eyes scanning the blood-soaked scene with professional detachment. Ghost's technical expertise made him invaluable for intelligence gathering, but his military background meant he could handle wet work when necessary.

"Clean?" Ghost asked, nodding toward the corpse.

"Untraceable. Cartel discipline handles its own cleanup." Viper mounted his bike, engine already warming. "You riding or flying?"

"Flying. I'll coordinate aerial surveillance while you handle ground approach."

Ghost disappeared toward the helicopter Steel Vengeance maintained for rapid deployment. The club's transformation from outlaw motorcycle organization to federal consulting business had expanded their operational capabilities considerably.

Viper twisted the throttle, launching into Detroit traffic with lethal precision. Every minute counted now. Eduardo Montoya had spent two years hunting his traitorous daughter through professional networks spanning three countries. The woman had survived by staying ahead of military contractors, corrupt federal agents, and cartel assassins.

But survival required allies.

Steel Vengeance specialized in protecting people the system abandoned.

The highway blurred past as Viper pushed his Harley beyond legal limits, weaving through traffic with calculated aggression. His phone buzzed with incoming intelligence from Ghost's aerial reconnaissance.

"Multiple vehicles converging on target location. Black SUVs with federal plates, but movement patterns suggest cartel training."

Corrupt federal assets. Eduardo Montoya's specialty.

"Time to intercept?"

"You've got maybe thirty minutes before they establish perimeter control."

Viper downshifted, taking an exit ramp at dangerous speed. The lakefront district sprawled ahead—upscale apartments where a cartel princess might hide among Chicago's elite. Perfect cover for someone with federal protection and unlimited financial resources.

Except federal protection meant nothing when the corruption reached Deputy Director levels.

His bike screamed through residential streets as Viper calculated approach vectors. Sofia Montoya would be armed, trained, and paranoid after two years of running. Approaching her would require delicate timing—aggressive enough to establish dominance, careful enough to avoid triggering defensive protocols.

The apartment building rose twelve stories above Lake Michigan, glass and steel designed for wealthy professionals seeking urban sanctuary. Viper parked two blocks away, approaching on foot through service alleys that avoided security cameras.

His earpiece crackled with Ghost's voice. "Target building shows movement on the eighth floor. Multiple heat signatures converging from stairwells."

Too late.

The cartel had found her first.

Viper sprinted toward the building's rear entrance, drawing his Glock as he moved. The service door yielded to his lock picks in seconds—skills learned during Special Forces operations in countries that officially didn't exist.

The stairwell echoed with gunfire from above.

Sofia Montoya was fighting for her life.

Viper took the stairs three at a time, his tactical training automatically cataloging sounds and movement patterns. Three distinct weapons firing—cartel soldiers with military-grade equipment. Return fire came in controlled bursts, suggesting professional training and superior position.

Eighth floor. Apartment 812 according to Ghost's intelligence.

The hallway reeked of cordite and blood when Viper emerged from the stairwell. Two cartel soldiers lay sprawled outside the apartment door, their tactical gear ineffective against precise headshots. Professional work.

The daughter had inherited more than her father's business acumen.

Viper approached the apartment door, noting the sophisticated security system and reinforced frame. Sofia Montoya had prepared for this moment, turning her sanctuary into a defensive position.

"Sofia!" he called through the door. "Steel Vengeance MC. We're here to extract you."

Silence.

Then: "I didn't call for backup."

Her voice carried the slight accent of educated privilege—prep schools and Ivy League universities. But underneath lay steel forged in cartel violence.

"Your father's closing in. Professional contractors, federal assets, the full package. You can't handle this alone."

"I've been handling it for two years."

Another burst of gunfire echoed from the stairwell. More cartel soldiers advancing.

"Not anymore," Viper said, placing charges on the door hinges. "Step back. We're coming in."

The explosives blew the door off its frame in a controlled burst that left the apartment intact. Viper entered with his weapon raised, scanning for threats while evaluating the woman who'd turned the cartel world upside down.

Sofia Montoya crouched behind an overturned table, assault rifle trained on the doorway with professional competence. Dark hair framed angular features that belonged on magazine covers, but her eyes held the cold calculation of someone who'd killed to survive.

Beautiful and deadly.

Exactly the combination that got men killed.

"Move," Viper commanded, lowering his weapon slightly. "We've got maybe two minutes before they establish overwatch positions."

She studied him with predatory intensity, weighing options with the same calculation her father used for business decisions.

"You're not federal."

"Better. We're the people who clean up federal messes."

Sofia's laugh held bitter edge. "The government sold me to my father six months ago. Witness protection became witness elimination."

The stairwell erupted with fresh gunfire as more cartel assets reached their floor.

"Story time later," Viper said, moving toward the window that faced the building's rear courtyard. "Ghost, what's our exit strategy?"

"Rope line to adjacent rooftop. Vehicle staged two blocks south."

Viper secured the rappelling line to the building's frame, testing its strength against their combined weight.

"You trust me or trust them?" he asked Sofia, nodding toward the approaching gunfire.

She gathered her equipment with practiced efficiency—go bag, laptop, several weapons that spoke to serious preparation. When she looked at him again, something had shifted in her expression.

"I trust that you want me alive for reasons that don't involve my father."

"Smart woman."

"Smart enough to know this makes me your problem now."

Viper secured the rope around her waist, positioning himself for the controlled descent. "Lady, you became our problem the minute Eduardo Montoya started hunting you with federal resources."

The apartment door exploded inward as cartel soldiers breached their defensive position.

"Hold tight," Viper said, launching them both through the window into Chicago's winter air.

As they rappelled down the building's face, Sofia's body pressed against his back, Viper felt the unfamiliar stirring of protective instinct that went beyond professional duty. The woman in his arms represented everything dangerous about mixing business with personal interest.

Which made her exactly the kind of trouble Dominic "Viper" Cruz had spent his adult life avoiding.

Until now.
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Chapter 2: Sanctuary Denied


[image: ]


Sofia's knife found the first cartel soldier's kidney before he registered her presence.

Blood sprayed across the pristine white walls of her Chicago apartment as she twisted the blade deeper, feeling muscle and organ part around steel. The man dropped without a sound, his tactical gear useless against surgical precision.

Two more soldiers swept through her living room, weapons raised, eyes scanning for movement. Sofia pressed herself against the kitchen wall, controlling her breathing while calculating angles and distances. Professional training had kept her alive for two years of running.

Tonight would test every lesson.

The second soldier rounded the corner with his rifle leading. Sofia grabbed the barrel, redirecting his aim toward the ceiling as she drove her elbow into his throat. Cartilage crunched under the impact. He gurgled, hands clawing at his crushed windpipe.

She relieved him of his sidearm before he hit the floor.

"Martinez is down," the third soldier called from the living room. "Target is armed and mobile."

Sofia smiled grimly at the tactical assessment. Her father had sent professionals this time instead of street soldiers. That meant Eduardo Montoya was done playing games with his traitorous daughter.

Good. She was tired of running.

The apartment's security system chimed as her front door exploded inward. More soldiers poured through the breach, their movements coordinated and precise. Military contractors, not cartel muscle.

Sofia's laptop contained two years of evidence documenting her father's human trafficking network. Names, dates, financial records that could destroy the Montoya empire and implicate dozens of federal officials. The kind of information that started wars.

Or ended them.

She triggered the apartment's lockdown protocol, steel shutters slamming down over windows while emergency lighting cast everything in hellish red. The soldiers adapted quickly, switching to night vision and thermal imaging.

Professional work.

Her father had learned to take her seriously.

The third soldier appeared in the kitchen doorway, weapon trained on her position. Sofia put two rounds center mass before he could acquire his target. Body armor absorbed the impact, but the kinetic energy sent him stumbling backward.

She followed up with a headshot that dropped him permanently.

"Three down," she called out, knowing they could hear her. "How many did Daddy send?"

The apartment shook as something heavy struck the reinforced front door. Breaching charges or a ram designed for military fortifications. Either way, her defensive position was compromised.

Time to relocate.

Sofia gathered her go-bag and laptop, essential equipment that represented her life's work documenting cartel operations. The evidence would die with her if Eduardo Montoya reclaimed his wayward daughter.

The kitchen window offered her only escape route, but eight floors above Lake Michigan made survival questionable. Better than certain death at her father's hands.

She was preparing the rappelling line when motorcycle engines roared in the courtyard below.

More company.

Sofia checked her rifle's magazine while calculating odds of fighting through multiple hostile forces. The mathematics weren't encouraging, but surrender meant torture before execution. Eduardo Montoya would extract every detail about
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