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  Dedication


This Demented Souls book, like all the Souls books, is dedicated to my dad, Wilmer ‘Billy’ Stephens.

When I started the series I used him as a major resource, as he’d been a police officer, machinist, gun smith, Harley rider, mechanic and so much more.

Now that he’s gone, I write them in his memory.

Thanks Dad. 

While I was growing up, my father had two of the best friends I’ve ever known of. They are the ones who taught me that family is more than just who you’re related to. As I was working on Maverick we lost the last of them. Now that all three are gone, I miss the others nearly as much as I miss Dad. 

From here on out, the Demented Souls books are dedicated to the men who taught me all about brothers by choice. 

Frank Edwards (1950-2006)

Wilmer Stephens (Dad) (1952-2017)

George Claridge (1955-2022)
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Talon walked into the parking lot and looked at the sign on the front of the building again. His bike had blown a fuel line a couple of miles away and this was the closest place in the small town that he thought might have what he needed. If they didn’t have any tubing he could make work, even temporarily, he’d have to wait for someone to come out from the ranch with the right tubing or a truck and trailer to take him and his bike back to the ranch to wait until he could get the parts in order to fix it. 
He didn’t want to have to call one of his brothers for help. It made him look like an idiot. Not only because he’d taken off alone, which wasn’t prohibited, just not the smart thing to do. A smart rider always had at least one other person with him. At least on a ride that was more than a few miles from one point to another, and definitely when you left town. 
But he’d needed time to himself, and time on the road to get his head on straight. The trip some of his brothers had made to Colorado to rescue Sackett’s woman was still on his mind, even weeks later. Talon didn’t know if it was because what they were doing, what they’d done to Donna, and tried to do to Selena, wasn’t going on then, or if it hadn’t been happening to Becky. Or, and this was the possibility that haunted him, that it had been, and she hadn’t trusted him enough to help her get out. 
His hope was that the abuse Donna had escaped hadn’t been going on back then, but since he’d lost track of Becky, he had no way to ask her.  
Talon pushed the issue out of his mind and turned his attention back to what he was doing as he stepped into the store. It appeared to be a local department store, the kind with a little bit of everything. He had little hope they’d have what he needed. In a town this size he’d be lucky if anyone had what he needed, much less this place that looked like a jack of all trades shop instead of a parts store, which was what he needed. 
“Hi, welcome,” a friendly female voice said as he stepped through the door. “Can I help you find anything?” 
“Can you point me in the direction of the automotive department?” Talon turned on the charm and smiled at the woman who’d spoken. 
She stood behind the customer service desk a few feet from the door. She had dark hair that hung in tight curls until just above her shoulders. She wore a red polo shirt with a name tag that read ‘Madison’ on the left side. 
“Sure, let me show you where it is.” She stepped out from behind the counter smiled at him. “Right this way.” 
He followed her through the store, unable to keep his eyes off her ass and the way her jeans cupped her ass and seemed to caress her mouthwatering curves with every step. He wouldn’t mind replacing that thin cotton with his hands, at least for an hour or two. 
“Here we are.” She rolled one wrist in a Vanna White move as if displaying the aisle he’d been looking for. “Anything specific you’re looking for?” 
“Yeah, I’m looking for a fuel line or some kind of tubing I can use in a pinch, at least to get me home.” 
Madison shook her head. “I don’t think we have anything like that. NAPA would be a better place to check.” 
“How far away is that? And what time do they close? I had to walk a couple of miles to get here, I don’t know how fast I can get there if I’m walking.” He checked his watch. Almost 5 p.m. He would be cutting it close, if he managed to make it at all. 
Madison tilted her head as she watched him, and he found it hard to look away from the warm chocolate of her eyes.  “It’s a couple of miles away, but I’ll tell you what. I get off in a couple of minutes. If you’ll hang around until then, I’ll give you a ride, then once you’ve got the parts you need, I’ll take you back to your car.”
“My bike, but okay. You want me to wait out front?” Talon didn’t like that she’d offered him a ride so easily, but since it was working out to his advantage, he would keep his mouth shut. At least for now. He’d probably warn her about being safer before she dropped him off. 
“Out front is fine. I need to speak with my manager for a moment, then clock out. I should be out in about five minutes.”
“I’ll see you then,” Talon said. 
She flashed him another smile, then turned and walked away. Talon stood for a minute, watching the way her ass moved and reminding himself that he wasn’t here to find some wild pussy. Besides, Madison didn’t seem like the kind who would be open to a one night stand with a biker. 
Turning, he went to the front of the store and back outside to wait. If it weren’t so close to closing time, he’d just walk to the parts store, but if it was as far away as she said, he would never make it in time. 
This wasn’t what he’d had in mind when he’d hit the road this afternoon. No, he’d just been looking for a ride. Some time for him to commune with the highway and get his head on straight. Why did a bike breakdown always happen at the most inconvenient time? 
Talon shook his head as he stepped outside pushing the useless wonderings from his mind. Glancing around, he spotted a metal bench to one side of the door. He sat to wait, his mind still spinning. He could have just called Steele, or any of the others, they would have come out to rescue him, but then he’d also have to deal with the teasing they gave him.  And Talon already knew he’d screwed up. He also knew that Lurch would be the toughest on him, as he’d been trying to instill the importance of bike maintenance into Talon. 
It didn’t matter if this could have been prevented. He couldn’t know that if he’d checked all his hoses properly, that he might have noticed an issue with it before it blew, leaving him stranded. And he had to admit, at least to himself, that it could have blown on a lonely stretch of highway, or worse a stretch with no cell signal. Instead, it had given up just as he’d pulled into town. At least this way he had a hope of getting it fixed and getting back before midnight. And before the rest of the Demented Souls got worried and started hunting for him. 
“Ready?”
Talon looked up to find Madison standing in front of him. He’d been so lost in his thoughts he hadn’t heard her approach. That wasn’t good. He needed to be more alert. Especially alone and this far from the ranch. 
“Yeah, sure.” Talon stood. “Thanks for this.” 
“No problem.” She led him to the far end of the parking lot. “This is me.” She hit the button on her key fob and the lights flashed on the rear of a full size ford pickup. He went to the passenger’s side and climbed in. He hated being a passenger in any kind of vehicle. It was easier when he drove, but even he wasn’t asshole enough to insist he drive a stranger’s car in an unknown town just because he had control issues. 
“You from around here?” Madison asked as she pulled the car out of the parking lot and onto the highway. 
“No. I grew up in Colorado, but I’m living a couple of hours away, near Gillette. I take it you’re fairly new to town?” 
She shot him a frown. “Yeah, but what makes you say so?” 
“If you were from here you would know everyone. If not their names, then you’d likely recognize a face.” 
He watched her out of the corner of his eye, but didn’t want to make her uncomfortable by staring. Especially since she was nice enough to not just give him a ride to the part store, but back to his bike. He didn’t want to alienate her to the point he had to walk the four miles back to his bike. He could but he didn’t want to if he could get out if it by not being a creep. 
“You’re right. I’ve only been here a couple of months and I’m starting to learn faces and names even that quickly. If I’d grown up here, I would likely know everyone. What brings you through Newcastle, if you don’t mind my asking.” 
“I don’t mind. Nothing really. I was out for a ride. Needed to do some thinking and I find that time with me, my bike and the highway helps with that. What about you? What brought you to Newcastle? You have family here?” He couldn’t think of anything else that might bring someone to a town this small. 
“Work. I was looking for a job, and found one. I’m from South Dakota and was driving for a while but moved a few weeks ago, so now I only have a commute of a few minutes instead of the hour each way I was doing.” 
“That’s good. I take it you like it here? Is it much different than where you are from in South Dakota?” 
“Yes and no.” She pulled into the parking lot in front of NAPA and put the pickup in park. “I’ll wait out here for you. I’ve spent enough time on my feet for a little bit.” 
“No problem and thanks again for the lift. This shouldn’t take long,” Talon said as he climbed down. 
Inside, he found they didn’t have the exact part he needed in stock, but they did have tubing the right size that he could make due. After having them cut a length a bit longer than he knew he needed, he paid and went back out to where Madison was sitting in the driver’s seat, her head tilted back and her eyes closed. Not wanting to startle her by just opening the door, he tapped on the hood to let her know he was coming. She picked up her head, spotted him and smiled. 
“You find what you need?” she asked as he opened the door. 
“Not exactly, but I can make this work, at least until I can get back to the ranch and get the right hose.” He lifted his purchase then laid it across his lap as he buckled his seat belt. He hated the thing, but put it on anyway because she wore hers. 
“Okay, so where’s your bike?” 
“On 85, a couple of miles south of your store. If you’ll head out that way, I’ll let you know when we get close. And thanks again for the ride. It means I didn’t have to call for a rescue.”
“It’s no problem. Waiting for that rescue would take what an hour?” Madison asked as she backed out of the parking space and turned back toward the road. 
“At least, maybe two or more, depending on what’s going on and how busy people are. And on top of that I’d never hear the end of it. My buddies would bring it up every chance they got.” 
She shot him a frown, but didn’t say anything as she watched traffic and maneuvered the truck onto the highway heading back the way they’d come. 
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Madison glanced across the truck at the man in her passenger seat. She didn’t know why she’d volunteered to take him to the parts store, much less back to his bike, but she had. Something about him called to her. She didn’t think it was his easy grin or what seemed to be effortless flirting. It wasn’t the leather vest he wore that had a patch on the back that read prospect. She hadn’t even noticed it until after she’d made the offer, and he was walking away to wait for her. But she’d seen enough of them to know it meant he was in a motorcycle club, or at least trying to join one. Being from South Dakota, it was nearly impossibly not to encounter them around the big rally farther north every summer.  
Now, she tried to keep her attention on the road, but at the same time she wanted to know what it was that drew her to him. Why was she doing something she knew better than? 
Her father had taught her what he felt she needed to know. He’d taught her to take care of herself, to defend herself and those less fortunate. He’d taught her how to take care of her truck and not to trust everyone who seemed like they were trying to help. He hadn’t taught her how to get by without him. He hadn’t told her what to do when someone she thought she could trust turned out to only be out for themselves. And now that he was gone, she had to figure it out on her own. 
She was managing, but it was harder than she’d imagined it would be. Madison glanced across the cab once more, trying to see what it was about this guy that made her trust him. She knew better than to get in a car with a stranger, even if it was her own car and she had weapons within easy reach to defend herself should he become a problem. 
“What’s up?” he asked. 
“What do you mean?” 
She glanced over at him again and found him watching her, one corner of his mouth tilted upward as if he was intrigued, but didn’t know what to make of her. 
“You keep looking over here, and I’m trying to figure out if you think I’m going to wait until you’re not looking then murder you or something.” 
She pulled up to a stop sign and stopped, then turned and looked at him with her mouth hanging open, not sure what to say. 
She watched him for a moment, but realized there was someone behind them before she figured out what to say. Really? Who said something like that, especially to a woman and one they barely knew? 
She shook her head. “I just have a hard time believing you just said that. To me, to a stranger, who’s helping you.” 
He winced. “Yeah, that was pretty stupid.” He took a deep breath and held it a moment before letting it out in a rush.  “I’m sorry. My name’s Talon. I live on a ranch a little south of Gillette. There. I’m not a total stranger anymore, Madison.”
She shot him a scowl, wondering how he knew her name.
He tapped the left side of his chest with one finger. “Your name tag.” He gave her a half smile as he seemed to read her mind.
Madison shook her head and smiled back. “Sorry. I forget I’m wearing it.” 
“No worries. I’ve been there. And I’m sorry if I said something that made you uncomfortable. I forget that not everyone has no filter and doesn’t say everything that pops into their head.” 
Madison couldn’t help but chuckle at that. While she didn’t have that particular curse, she’d known a few people who did. Now that she knew, it would be easier to deal with. What was she thinking? She would probably never see him again. It wasn’t like he lived here in town. 
“I’m right up here. You can just let me out. I can get this tubing in place and hit the road.” 
“Are you sure? I can wait while you work, make sure it gets you back on the road.” 
“If you don’t mind, I would appreciate it.” 
She spotted a motorcycle sitting propped on its kickstand on the right of way a bit ahead of them and on the other side of the road. She checked traffic before slowing then she eased off her side of the road, passed the motorcycle by about twenty feet and after making sure there was no one coming flipped a u-turn and pulled to a stop behind the bike. 
“This good?” 
“I couldn’t have done it better,” Talon said. “Thanks again. You saved me at least an hour, if not more.”
He got out and went to the bike, opening one of the hard-shell cases that sat on either side of the rear wheel, pulling out several tools before squatting on one side of the bike and getting busy. 
She still sat watching him twenty minutes later when he stood, put his tools away and used a rag from the same case to wipe off his hands before he walked back to the window next to her. 
“All done. Thanks again. Can I treat you to dinner as a thank you? You didn’t have to go out of your way to take me to the store and back out here. I want to show you I appreciate it.”
Madison looked at him for a moment then turned her attention back to the motorcycle for a second before looking at him once more. “Are you sure it will run? You didn’t even try to start it.” 
“I’m pretty sure, but I can start it if you like. What about dinner? You’re going to eat, I need to eat, if you’ll tell me somewhere good in town, I’ll buy for both of us.” 
“What do you get out of it?” She narrowed her eyes at him. He’d already gotten his ride, what more did he want? What was he after? 
“Are you always this suspicious, or is it something about me?”
Madison frowned, was she always this suspicious? She hadn’t thought about it much before. Was it that no one had ever called her on it before? She opened her mouth to deny it but realized he was right. 
“Always, I think. I haven’t thought about it much.”
“Good to know,” Talon said with a nod. “Now I know not to take it personally. And I promise I’m only looking for some food and a little company. We’ll be in a public place, or at least that was my plan to make sure you don’t feel threatened. Especially after my blunder earlier about not being some kind of killer. I could swear I’m not that kind of guy if it would make you feel better, but isn’t that just what one of them would do to gain your trust?”
Madison opened her mouth to respond, then closed it again without saying anything. What did you say to something like that? 
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Talon wished, not for the first time in his life, that he had better control over what came out of his mouth. He was screwing this up. What he wanted was to spend a little more time with Madison. Get to know her a little better.  
He didn't know if it was her kindness, her generosity, or if it was something else about her that intrigued him, but he wanted more time to figure it out. Maybe to convince her to give him her number. But he also didn’t want her to think he was too pushy or dangerous. 
Not that he wasn’t dangerous. The Marines had made sure he was. But he had far more control of his physical actions than his mouth. And unless she became a threat to him or his brothers, she was in no danger from him. 
He waited while she stared at him for what felt like an eternity, but was under a minute, he was sure. He held back his urge to say something, to prompt her. He’d likely say something stupid instead. No, it was better to keep his mouth shut and wait for her answer.
“Alright,” she said after a moment. “Go start your bike and I’ll lead you there. My favorite place is a little off the beaten track.”
Talon’s heart thumped in his chest. He wanted to shout his excitement but contained it to a grin. “Sure, if that’s how you want to do it, I’m game. Lead the way.”
He went back to his bike, pulled on his helmet, threw his leg over, and tried to start it. He had to crank it for a minute before the engine turned over, but he’d expected that because of the air in the new line. He didn’t look her way when it didn’t start right away, as he knew it would turn over eventually. 
When his bike started, he lifted his hand high enough Madison would see it and gave her a thumbs up gesture. The light from her headlights shifted telling him she was on the move. 
Talon waited while she pulled out then made sure that no one was coming and eased his bike onto the road and followed the pickup. It didn’t take long until she pulled off and parked in a small lot beside a building that looked more like a house than a business. He pulled in behind her then walked his bike backward into a space before killing the engine and dismounting. 
“I thought for a minute there it wasn’t going to start.” Madison’s voice came from behind him as he tugged off his helmet. 
“I wasn’t worried. I just had to work the air out of the lines.” Talon stowed his helmet then turned to face her. 
She watched him with a look that he wasn’t sure how to interpret. Was she confused? Did she want something more from him? He motioned for her to go inside, then fell into step beside her. When they reached the door, he opened it and let her go in first, then followed. 
Inside, it took a moment for his eyes to adjust from the bright sunshine to the darker interior, by the time he could see clearly, Madison had already moved farther into the place. Talon followed her, weaving in between tables just as she’d done until she stopped in the corner of the next room and slid into the seat of a booth in the corner. There were a couple of other people in the room, but not close enough they would be overheard unless they were shouting. 
He sat across the table from her and watched her for a moment, wondering what to say next. Before he had a chance to say or do anything, a girl who couldn’t be more than seventeen approached, a glass of water in each hand. She set one in front of each of them then pulled menus from where she’d tucked them under her arm. 
“Hi, my name is Arianna. I’ll be your server today. Can I get you something more to drink?” 
Talon looked at Madison. “Anything you want. My treat.” 
She glanced up at him and one corner of her mouth lifted before she turned to the waitress. “I’ll have an iced tea.” 
“No problem, lemon?” 
“No thanks.” Madison turned her attention back to the menu while Arianna turned to him. 
“I’ll have the same.” 
“No lemon?” 
“No lemon.” 
“I’ll give you a minute to look at the menus while I get these.” Arianna turned and left. 
He turned his attention to the menu, scanning it for a moment before glancing up across the table. “What’s good?” 
“Everything. But my favorite is the country fried steak.” 
“That does sound good.” 
“Are you sure? It’s one of the most expensive things they have.” 
“I’m sure. Get whatever you want. If you want the steak, get it. If you want prime rib and lobster, get it. You did me a huge favor and I want to pay you back for that. I’m not worried about the money, I have plenty of that.” 
She frowned at him for a moment then shook her head. He wished he knew what she was thinking. 
After a little bit, Arianna came back and took their order and left again. 
“You were telling me you’re from South Dakota and you’ve been here a few months. Did you spend all your life in South Dakota, or did you move there from somewhere else?” 
“My parents moved up there when I was a baby. So while it’s not the only place I’ve ever lived, it’s the only place I remember.” 
“And are your parents still there?”
She shook her head. “Mom’s been gone since I was little. I only have a few amorphous memories.” She didn’t tell him that her mother had taken off, leaving both her and her father behind or that her father’s sudden death was far more recent, far more painful. She’d learned long ago not to overshare. 
“That’s sucks. I’m sorry to hear that. Were you close with her?” 
Talon wanted to know more about her. He didn’t know why but he was enjoying talking to her more than any woman he’d been around in a long time. Well, aside from some of his brothers’ old ladies. But they were more like siblings than anything else. He could smart off and be silly, but they all knew he wasn’t looking for more than a little fun banter. 
“I was. It was rough for a while, but it’s getting easier.” 
She looked down at her hands where they rested in her lap. He wished he could see them, just to know if she was fidgeting with them. It might give him more of an indication of how nervous she was or if she was afraid of him. The last thing he wanted was for her to be afraid of him. How could he calm fears he didn’t know about? 
“It does. The ache is always there, but time makes it less sharp. I found that as time goes on, I don’t think of my dad any less, but that sharp ache becomes softer. I remember him with more fondness, and I have fewer, ‘I should call and tell him’ moments, only to remember that I can’t anymore. Now I have more ‘Dad would have loved this. It would have been nice to tell him about it’ or ‘I wish I could call and get Dad’s advice about this’ moments.”
“I’m getting there. I think moving away from home helped. My dad had a really hard time losing her and while I hated leaving him, I had put it off long enough. I needed to move on.” 
Talon nodded, he could understand. He’d already been out of the house when his father had passed away, but it had been tempting to move back home to take care of his mom. Not that she needed that. She was still young and more than capable of taking care of herself. Instead he’d made a point to call her every day. To check on her, to make sure she didn’t need anything. Over time that had changed. Now he called her at least once a week, but he still talked to her, he made sure she had anything she needed. It was what Dad would have expected. 
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By the end of the meal, after asking for her phone number, which she’d given to him without hesitation, Talon walked her out to her truck. He waited until she was in the truck, the doors locked, and the engine started before he went to his bike and flung his leg over. She watched until she heard his engine roar to life, then pulled out of the parking lot and headed home. 
He'd asked for her number, and she’d given it to him, but she didn’t expect to hear from him again. Why would she? He lived far enough away that he would probably only contact her if he was back in the area, and how often would that happen? Not often, at least in her opinion. Time to move on with her life. Though, dinner had been fun. She couldn’t remember the last time someone had seemed so genuinely interested in what she had to say. In her as a person. She wished she encountered that more often. 
Reaching her apartment building, she parked and sat for a moment in the truck before grabbing her things and heading inside. Not that she had any problems with her apartment, but sometimes, gathering all her shit and carrying it inside was more than she wanted to deal with. Mostly because of the stairs. Her legs and feet almost always ached, at least a little, after a shift, and climbing up four flights of stairs to her third-floor apartment was more than she wanted to deal with. And now that she was here, alone, the ache in her feet seemed to increase. 
She stared at the building in front of her and wished for a moment there was an elevator. Especially for nights like tonight when she came in later than usual and it was dark out. Not that she wasn’t capable, but she hated when it was too dark to see what was around her. She’d already gone to the office and requested more lighting, especially around the stairs, but nothing had changed. 
With a sigh, she picked up her bag, looped it over her shoulders, and pulled her keys out of the ignition. She positioned the kubaton between her fingers before opening her door and getting out. 
She closed the door and thumbed the button on the fob to lock it before going to the stairs and starting up. After a brief pause to check her surroundings at the second floor landing she continued up. 
At her door Madison looked around once more, making sure there was no one lurking around trying to get the drop on her, then she flipped her keys around and unlocked her door. Inside, she closed and locked the door before setting her things down and taking off her shoes. Home and feeling secure, she made her way into the bedroom, stripping it off her clothes as she went. After dropping her clothes in the laundry basket, she continued into the bathroom and started water in the tub. After adjusting the temperature and adding a generous amount of Epsom salts, she left the tub to fill while she fetched her reader. 
If she was going to sit in a tub of hot water for a while, she might as well use her time wisely, by getting another chapter or two read in her book. She wasn’t a fast reader, but she was a determined one. It would take her at least a week, maybe two, to get through her book, but she would keep at it. The more practice she got, the faster she would get, she knew, even if it was frustrating now. 
She found the reader on her nightstand, then went to the kitchen and poured a glass of ice tea, before carrying them both with her into the bathroom where she set them down and climbed in. Madison leaned back and closed her eyes for a moment, letting the warmth from the water seep into her bones and ease the aching in her legs and feet. When the water reached the level she wanted, Madison turned off the spigot, then set her glass on the lip of the tub and leaned back with her reader. 
She barely made it through a dozen pages by the time the water turned cold as she couldn’t keep her mind on the story unfolding on the screen. Instead, her mind kept turning back to Talon and wondering if he’d made it back to the ranch safely. Would he call her? Or was his asking for her number just to make her feel good? There was no way to know. Well, no way other than to wait and see if he reached out. 
“This is pathetic,” she said out loud, despite being the only one in her apartment. Giving up on the bath, she set her reader aside, took a long drink from her glass, draining the last of the tea before setting it too out of the way. She pulled the plug and turned the water back on, using the shower to rinse off and warm back up before stepping out and going about her evening.
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Talon pulled into the yard at the ranch a little after dark, and despite the urge to park his bike outside the barn and put it away tomorrow, he didn’t. He took the time to put it where it belonged, inside the barn with the rest of the club’s bikes. Once he finished, he headed into the bunkhouse to see what was going on.  
“Hey, you made it back,” Watt said as he stepped inside and closed the door behind himself. 
“I did.” 
“Have any trouble?” Steele asked, glancing his way before turning his attention back to the screen where he was driving a car at a breakneck speed through a digital street. 
“A little. But I got it worked out.” 
“What happened?” Colt turned his full attention to Talon. 
“Blew a fuel line.” 
Steel crashed his car on the screen, dropped the remote on the couch beside him and turned his full attention to Talon.  “How’d you get that back on the road? Did you have a spare on you?” 
Talon shook his head. “I walked to the nearest store, but it was a little department store and didn’t have anything I could make it work. But I found a NAPA, and picked up a hose I could make work.” 
“That’s good. If one blew, then the others are likely in similar condition. Wouldn’t be a bad idea to go through and double check them all, see if there are any others that need to be replaced,” Steele put in.  
Talon nodded. He knew he had some work ahead of him on his bike especially before he took it on a long ride again. The last thing he wanted was to get stranded like that again, but he had to admit, if only to himself, that he was glad he’d met Madison. Thinking of her reminded him he needed to let her know he’d made it home.
“I need to do some work on the bike before I go out for another long ride.” He pulled out his phone and checked his message, but found nothing. He couldn’t help the pang of sadness that she hadn’t messaged him but why would she? 
**Talon: Made it home safe, hope you are having a good evening. Thanks again for the help.
He stuffed his phone back in the pocket inside his kutte and glanced up wondering what they would say about it, but no one seemed to be paying him any attention. 
He rolled his neck, stretching and listening to his neck pop. He glanced around, noting what everyone was doing. Steel and Colt seemed to be taking turns on the video game while Watt sat in the corner with his phone in his hand. Talon didn’t know what he was doing on it and he wasn’t about to ask. He didn’t want to know badly enough to risk what the answer might be. He’d been there, done that, once. And that was enough. When the older man had flat out told him what he’d been watching, down to the kinks of his porn of choice, Talon had decided he would never ask again. There were some things he just didn’t need to know about his brothers. 
Now, since they were all occupied and he had other things on his mind, he headed for his bunk to grab his sweats, he needed a shower. Living in the bunkhouse like this didn’t give a guy much privacy. There had been talk of building a more traditional clubhouse, but nothing had happened yet. 
As it was right now, only the single brothers lived in the bunkhouse. Those that had found old ladies had found other places to stay, whether it was cabins or like Jake, a trailer parked behind the bunkhouse. If they had a more standard clubhouse, they would all have their own rooms and depending on how they did things, those rooms could be more like apartments, and then his brothers wouldn’t be moving out like flies dropping as they found the women they were meant to be with. Maybe he’d bring that up at the next club meeting, see if they could make a little progress on whether or not they were going to build, maybe start the plans. 
He didn’t know what it would take, but he needed some space of his own. Talon carried his things to the bathroom and stripped down, wondering if his brothers had already showered or if one of them might come in for a shower of their own. Sleeping in bunkbeds was less than ideal when it came to getting off, leaving him with the options of the shower, if he was alone or finding some out of the way place to jack off. Unless he was willing to have an audience. While he wasn’t above a little sharing once in a while, if everyone was into it, he was not into jacking off with an audience. 
The mental image of Madison sitting across the table at the restaurant flashed in his mind. Well, maybe a certain audience, if she was into it, but not his brothers. Doing that kind of thing in front of his brothers was not the turn on it was when he thought of jerking off in front of Madison. Of course, along with that thought came the mental image of her playing with herself. 
He stripped out of his clothes, dumping them into one of the many baskets on one wall, and palming his already hard cock as he stepped into the communal shower area and turned on the water. After adjusting the temperature, he stepped under the spray, still unable to push the image of Madison, spread open and toying with her clit, her eyes watching him for his every reaction, from his mind. 
He took care of business first, scrubbing down, washing his hair, that kind of thing, then still unable to keep the image of Madison out of his head, and having tried and been unsuccessful at getting his cock to calm down, he took the matter into hand. He added a little shampoo to his palm then worked his hand up and down the length, squeezing a little at the tip. He pictured Madison in front of him, her fingers working back and forth over her clit, the other hand squeezing and kneading one tit. It didn’t take long for him to feel the fire starting at the base of his spine. He continued working his hand up and down his length and before long the fire shot up his spine, he bit his lip to keep from crying out as he found himself erupting all over his hand. 
He stood under the spray, letting the water wash away the mess he’d made as he took a moment to come back to himself then finished his shower.
Later, as he lay in bed, he wished again he had some space of his own as he found it difficult to keep Madison off his mind. It wasn’t easy to fall asleep with a hard on.
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