
DERRICK’S CLAIM

BADLANDS BROTHERHOOD MC #4

LEXI KERSHAW

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Lexi Kershaw
All rights reserved.
Cover photo by Freepik

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen - Epilogue

AUTHOR’S NOTE
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The black pickup was back.

Nina Callahan spotted it the moment she glanced up from the registration card—parked across Highway 85 like it owned the road, chrome glinting dull under the fading North Dakota sun. Third day in a row. Same spot. Same truck. Same message.

We're watching.

Her chest tightened, that familiar knot of fear she'd been fighting for weeks now cinching hard beneath her ribs. But she kept her hands steady as she slid the room key across the counter to the trucker waiting on the other side. Big guy, road-worn, probably running loads between Williston and the border. The kind of regular she'd built her business on—men who wanted a clean room, no questions, and an owner who didn't flinch when they paid cash.

"Unit twelve," she said, her voice flat and professional. "Ice machine's at the end of the building. Checkout's ten."

The trucker nodded, tucking the key into his jacket pocket. "Appreciate it. Quiet place you got here."

Not anymore. "That's the idea."

She waited until he'd pushed through the office door, waited until his boots crunched across the gravel lot toward unit twelve, before her eyes cut back to the window. The pickup hadn't moved. Just sitting there across the two-lane blacktop, engine off, two shadows visible through the tinted windshield.

Three days ago, it had been drive-bys. Slow rolls past the lot, circling like vultures getting a feel for the territory. Two days ago, they'd parked for an hour. Yesterday, three hours.

Today they'd been there since four in the afternoon, and the sun was already sinking toward the horizon, painting the prairie in shades of blood and gold.

Nina's hand drifted beneath the counter, fingers brushing the steel of the Remington 870 she kept loaded and ready. Fourth time she'd checked it today. Fourth time the familiar weight had done nothing to slow her hammering pulse.

She was a woman alone on fifteen miles of empty highway, and the men in that truck knew it.

Dominic Harlan's men.

The name sat in her gut like a stone. Six weeks ago, she'd never heard of him. Now she couldn't stop hearing about him—couldn't stop seeing his people everywhere she looked. The suited man who'd shown up at her front desk with a smile that never reached his flat gray eyes, talking about "business opportunities" and "mutually beneficial arrangements." His voice had been pleasant, almost friendly, as he'd explained how much easier her life could be if she just cooperated.

We need a waystation, he'd said. Somewhere to store merchandise between runs. Your location is perfect—isolated, off the main routes, no nosy neighbors. You let us use a few units, look the other way when our trucks come through, and you'll find your mortgage payments getting a lot easier.

She'd told him to get the hell out of her office.

That pleasant smile hadn't flickered. Think about it, Ms. Callahan. We'll be in touch.

And they had been. The phone calls at two in the morning, nothing but breathing on the other end. The note slipped under her office door: Smart women know when to sell. The slow realization, pieced together from news stories and bar gossip and the fear in other business owners' eyes, of exactly what Dominic Harlan's "merchandise" actually was.

Stolen equipment. Vehicles. Goods moving across the Canadian border through crossings where the right customs agent looked the other way.

And people who refused to cooperate... disappeared.

Nina pulled her hand back from the shotgun and forced herself to move. Busy hands, busy mind—the mantra she'd lived by since she was sixteen and learned that falling apart was a luxury she couldn't afford. She straightened the stack of registration cards. Wiped down the counter that was already spotless. Checked the ancient coffee maker she kept running for guests who stumbled in after midnight, the one she'd fixed herself three times because a new one wasn't in the budget.

The Prairie Rose Motel wasn't much to look at—twenty-four units of cinderblock and determination stretched along the highway like a middle finger raised at the endless prairie. The sign out front was hand-painted, the parking lot more patches than pavement, and half the rooms still had the original fixtures from when the place was built in 1987.

But it was hers.

She'd bought it three years ago when the oil bust had driven the previous owner into bankruptcy and the bank had practically begged her to take it off their hands. Spent her entire savings—everything she'd scraped together from a decade of working front desks for corporate chains that treated employees like furniture. Every leaky faucet she'd fixed herself, learning from YouTube videos and pure stubborn refusal to pay for a plumber. Every broken heater, every clogged drain, every drunk roughneck she'd thrown out at two in the morning with nothing but her own two hands and a voice that could cut glass.

The Prairie Rose was proof that Nina Callahan could build something. That she could survive without depending on anyone who might leave.

And now someone was trying to take it.

The office phone rang, sharp and sudden in the silence. Nina's heart slammed against her ribs before she could stop it. She stared at the phone for two rings, three, then snatched it up with more force than necessary.

"Prairie Rose."

Silence on the other end. Then breathing. Slow and deliberate.

"I know it's you," she said, her voice harder than she felt. "You want to talk, come say it to my face. Otherwise, stop wasting my minutes."

A low chuckle rolled through the line. Male. Amused. The kind of laugh that said he was enjoying this—enjoying her fear, her defiance, the futile little show of backbone.

"Tough lady," the voice said. "Harlan likes that about you. Says you've got spine."

"Harlan can—"

"He also says spine only gets you so far out here." The amusement drained away, replaced by something flat and cold. "Long way from anywhere, Ms. Callahan. Long way from anyone who'd come running if you screamed."

Nina's grip tightened on the phone. "Is that supposed to scare me?"

"Lady, if you're not scared yet, you're not paying attention. But you will be." A pause. "See you soon."

The line went dead.

Nina set the phone down carefully, precisely, like it might explode if she moved too fast. Her hands weren't shaking. She wouldn't let them shake. She'd spent thirty-three years learning not to show fear to men who fed on it, and she wasn't about to start now.

But God, she was tired.

Tired of checking locks three times before she could sleep. Tired of watching every truck that pulled into her lot with her hand on the shotgun. Tired of jumping at phone calls and shadows and the wind rattling her windows at night. Tired of pretending she had this under control when the evidence was parked right across the highway, patient as a predator waiting for its moment.

She'd built this place alone. Fixed it alone. Run it alone for three years without anyone's help, because everyone she'd ever depended on had let her down. Her mother, who'd chosen her boyfriend's fists over her daughter's safety. The string of bosses who'd worked her to the bone and never remembered her name. The ex who'd promised forever and delivered eighteen months of excuses before disappearing with her savings and what was left of her faith in other people.

Nina Callahan didn't need anyone. Didn't want anyone.

But standing in her quiet office with a dead phone line buzzing in her ear and a black pickup full of Harlan's men watching from across the highway, she wondered if pride was going to get her killed.



The trucker's headlights swept past her window as he pulled out around nine, heading north toward the border with a friendly honk of his horn. Nina watched him go, watched the taillights shrink to pinpricks and then disappear entirely into the vast Dakota night, and tried not to feel like she was watching her last witness drive away.

She locked the office door at ten. Double-checked it. Triple-checked it. Then pulled the shotgun from beneath the counter and set it on the desk where she could reach it without looking, and settled into the worn office chair with a cup of coffee that had gone cold two hours ago.

The pickup was still there.

She could see it through the window, a darker shadow against the night. No lights. No movement. Just... waiting. Patient. Like they had all the time in the world.

What are they waiting for?

The question gnawed at her as the hours crawled past. Eleven o'clock. Eleven-thirty. The wind picked up outside, moaning across the prairie like something wounded, rattling the Prairie Rose sign she'd repainted herself last summer. Dust devils skittered across the gravel lot, visible for half a second in the security light's glow before vanishing into the darkness.

Nina's eyes burned from staring at the shadows, gritty with exhaustion she couldn't afford to feel. But she didn't look away. Couldn't look away. If she looked away, she might miss the moment they decided watching wasn't enough anymore.

Midnight crept closer. The coffee in her cup had gone from cold to ice, and her legs cramped from sitting too long in the same position. Outside, the wind kept howling, and the oil derricks on the distant horizon kept pumping their steady mechanical rhythm, and the pickup kept sitting there like a promise of violence waiting to be fulfilled.

Then—headlights.

The pickup's lights flared to life, sudden and blinding in the darkness.

Nina stopped breathing.

The engine turned over—she could hear it even from here, a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the glass, through her bones, through every nerve she'd been holding taut for hours. For one horrible moment, she was certain they were coming. Certain the waiting was over and whatever came next was about to begin.

Her hand found the shotgun. Closed around it. Held on.

The pickup pulled onto the highway, turned south, and drove away.

Nina watched until the taillights disappeared. Watched until the darkness swallowed every trace of them. Watched until she was certain—as certain as she could be—that they weren't circling back.

They'd be back tomorrow. She knew it the way she knew the sun would rise and the wind would blow and men like Harlan didn't stop until they got what they wanted. His people had found what they were looking for—a woman alone, isolated, vulnerable.

A problem that needed solving.

She should call someone. The thought drifted through her exhausted mind like smoke, impossible to hold onto. The sheriff was forty miles away and didn't give a damn about oil field territory. The state police would take a report and file it somewhere to be forgotten. And everyone else—

Who else is there, Nina? Who's ever been there?

Nobody. The answer was nobody, and it had always been nobody, and she'd built her entire goddamn life around that truth.

She stood up on legs that didn't want to hold her, crossed to the window, and pressed her palm flat against the cold glass. The highway stretched empty in both directions, nothing but darkness and distance and the faint orange glow of oil field lights bleeding into the sky. Somewhere out there, Dominic Harlan was planning his next move. Deciding how much longer to let her pretend she had a choice.

Nina stared into the night, her breath fogging the glass, and wondered how long she had left.

How long before watching became action.
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Chapter Two
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Derrick pulled his truck into the Prairie Rose lot with nothing on his mind but a quiet night and a bed that didn't come with compound noise bleeding through the walls.

The motel had been his go-to escape for years—twenty-four units of blessed silence fifteen miles from Williston, run by a woman who didn't ask questions and didn't tolerate bullshit. Nina Callahan kept her rooms clean, her coffee hot, and her opinions to herself unless you were stupid enough to deserve them. He respected that. Respected her, in the distant way you respect someone who's carved out their own space in hard country and defended it alone.

He grabbed his bag from the passenger seat and headed for the office, boots crunching on gravel that needed fresh stone. The Prairie Rose sign creaked overhead in the endless wind, and the oil derricks on the horizon pumped their steady rhythm against the darkening sky. Same as always.

Except it wasn't.

He knew it the moment he pushed through the office door.

Nina stood behind the counter with her hand six inches from a shotgun that should've been under the register, not propped against the wall within arm's reach. Her shoulders were too tight, her jaw set too hard, and her eyes—those sharp blue eyes that usually assessed him with cool professional distance—kept cutting to the window like she was expecting something to come through it.

"Derrick." She said his road name like it cost her something. "Didn't know you were coming tonight."

"Spur of the moment." He let the door swing shut behind him, scanning the office with the automatic awareness that came from years of walking onto rigs where one wrong move meant fire and death. Nothing looked disturbed. Nothing out of place. But Nina looked like she hadn't slept in days, and that shotgun placement was screaming at him. "Needed a night away from the compound. Your place is always quiet."

"That's the idea." Same words she'd used a hundred times, but tonight they came out flat. Hollow.

He dropped his bag on the worn carpet and crossed his arms over his chest, watching her. She was moving through the check-in routine on autopilot—pulling a registration card, reaching for a room key—but her hands had a fine tremor she was working hard to hide. Nina Callahan didn't tremble. Nina Callahan threw out drunks twice her size and faced down roughnecks who thought a woman alone was easy prey.

Something was very fucking wrong.

"Nina."

She didn't look up. "Unit seven's open. Same as usual. Ice machine's—"

"Nina." He put weight behind it this time, and her hands stopped moving. "What's going on?"

"Nothing." The lie was so obvious it was almost insulting. "Everything's fine."

"Bullshit."

Her eyes finally met his, and for half a second he saw it—the fear she was fighting to bury, the exhaustion carved into lines around her mouth, the desperate stubborn pride that was keeping her upright when everything
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