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Even though it was an incredibly busy night at the bar, even though he could barely hear the newest order over the din of loud conversation, music, and laughter, he heard her.  Her every thought.  Chase watched her, saw that her mouth wasn’t moving, that she wasn’t actually talking but he could still listen to her.


She was on the other side of the bar, standing by a group of Halloween decorations that his sister-in-law had designed out of a bunch of pumpkins he and his brothers had carved.  The haystack and jack-o’-lanterns were festive and provided an amusing backdrop to the serious expression on Allison Barrow’s face.  He’d known her several months now, ever since his brother had married her best friend and boss, but he’d never before noticed how cute her round, wire-framed glasses looked on her small nose or the fact that she had a tendency to straighten them needlessly.


He noticed now.  But why?


His youngest brother, Mack, bumped into him.  “Hey, Chase, orders are piling up here.  You want to stop daydreaming and help me out?”


Chase gave Mack a distracted glance.  “Come here a minute, will you?”


Mack paused.  “What?”


“Over here.  Come on.  Now stop right there.”  Chase positioned him exactly where he’d been standing.  Mack was in his last year of college, still studious and alert.  Surely he’d pick up something.  “Now, look over there at Allison.  See her, right past the redhead with the skinny guy in a suit?  By that Halloween display?”


“Yeah, so?”


“What’s she saying?”


Mack turned to stare at Chase in disbelief.  “What’s she saying?  How the hell should I know?  I can barely hear you, and you’re only  two inches away from me.”


Frustrated, unable to really explain, Chase said, “Well, look at her, dammit, and try.”


With a sound of disgust, Mack again stared toward Allison.  Chase saw his gaze warm a little, then go over her from head to toe, and for some reason, that annoyed him.  Now that he’d really noticed Allison, he didn’t particularly want Mack doing the same.  He’d always thought Allison was cute, in an understated, sort of just-there way, but suddenly she looked very sexy to him.  She was twenty-five, on the short side, dark blue eyes, medium blonde hair.  Nothing special.  Certainly not the type of woman to appeal to his baser side.  But tonight he couldn’t pull his attention away from her.  He suddenly heard her every thought when he’d sure as hell never been a mind reader before.  And he only heard Allison, no one else.  There was something going on between them, and it didn’t make any sense. 

“Well?”  Chase prompted.


“She looks different, doesn’t she?”


“It’s the clothes,” Chase explained, having noted the difference himself.  It had taken him several minutes to finally pinpoint what made her looks so unusual tonight, so…sensual.  “She’s wearing some sort of old-fashioned, vintage dress.”


In truth, she looked like a woman straight out of film noir.  The dress was a deep purple gray, and even from a distance, Chase could see that the color did things for her eyes.  Or were her eyes just brighter tonight, more alert?


There was subtle black beading on the top of the dress that caught the bar lights and drew his attention repeatedly to her less-than-outstanding bust line.  At least, he’d never thought it outstanding before.  But now…Now he was imagining her naked and almost going crazy because of it. 


The waistline was tight, showing off her trim build, and when she turned, Chase not only saw that she had seamed stockings but also that the damn dress had a flat bustle of sorts, a little layering of soft material that draped real nice over her pert behind, a behind that would feel just right against his pelvis if he took her from the back…


“It looks…I dunno, kind of sexy on her, doesn’t it?”


“Mack.”  Pulled from his erotic thoughts, Chase said it as a warning, surprising himself and his brother.  His tone had smacked of possessiveness, and he didn’t like it, but also didn’t like another man, not even his brother, thinking Allison was sexy.  He wasn’t quite used to himself thinking it yet.  “Pay attention.”

“To what?  From what I can tell, she’s not saying anything.  She’s just standing there all by herself, looking sweet.  In fact, she looks a little lost.”


Chase rubbed his face.  “So you don’t hear anything?”


With a strange look, Mack asked, “What exactly am I supposed to be hearing?”


Damn.  There was no way Chase could repeat the thoughts he’d picked up on so clearly.  They were fairly…intimate.  Explicit thoughts.  Sexual thoughts.  About him.  He almost groaned.  “Never mind.  Forget I said anything.”

Mack frowned at him.  “Hey, you okay?”


“Yeah, fine.  Go on before we get mobbed by disgruntled customers.  You take that end of the bar, and I’ll handle this end.”


With one last curious look at his brother, Mack sauntered off.  The bar, owned by the brothers, was especially packed tonight.  It had gone from being a popular watering hole to a regular hangout.  People not only drank there, they danced and played billiards and pinball.  Cole, the oldest brother and recently married, was thinking of expanding into the empty building next door.  He’d discussed his plans with Chase just the other day, and Chase was all for it, especially if it meant they’d hire in some help.  The bar was plenty prosperous enough now to support several additional employees, and with Zane, the third brother, getting his own computer business off the ground, and Mack finishing up college, it was certain the two younger brothers would likely work less at the bar.


Cole had originally bought it to support the family after their parents had died.  He’d worked damned hard, making ends meet and taking care of three much younger brothers.  Chase, as the second oldest at twenty-seven, was still nine years younger than Cole, with Zane twenty-four and Mack just turned twenty-two.  Chase had always tried to help out as much as possible, and he and Cole were friends, as well as being as close as brothers could be, but none of them had expected the bar to eventually be so popular.  It had given them a great start in life and had guaranteed employment for the younger brothers, but it had served its purpose and it was time to think of the future. 


Their clientele was as much female as otherwise, being that until Cole’s recent marriage, they’d all been bachelors - according to the local papers, the most popular bachelors Thomasville, Kentucky, had to offer.  A lot of women lamented Cole’s altered state, which sent an over-flow of attention to the remaining brothers.  Chase smiled.  He wasn’t all that interested, being something of a recluse and extremely particular in his sexual appetites, but Zane and Mack sure appreciated all the female adoration.


The six to eight o’clock rush was finally starting to wind down when Chase was hit with another of Allison’s vivid internal dialogues.  He’d been fending off the stray thoughts, doing his best to ignore them, but there was no way to keep this one out.  A tray in his hands, a dishrag over his shoulder, he paused on his way to the sink, like someone had frozen him in mid-step.


Such nice shoulders.  So sexy.  Probably hard and smooth to the touch.  And hot.  They’d move when he thrust, the muscles shifting…

And then a visual image joined the words, an erotic picture of him making love to Allison.  It was carnal, sensual, and showed him exactly what she’d look like naked, laid out beneath him, straining against him while he drove into her.  Her small breasts were flushed, her pale pink nipples were puckered tight.  Her eyes were closed , her blonde hair fanned out on a pillow, her hands desperately clutching his shoulders…


The tray almost slipped out of his hands, and he barely managed to catch it.  He shook his head, trying to clear it, totally overwhelmed by a wave of raging lust and heated need.  He turned to stare at her.


She was looking at him, and as he stared, gaze intent, her face turned pink and she ducked her head.  Like a sleepwalker, Chase plunked the tray on the bar, threw the dishrag to the side, and started toward her.


She looked up at him, her eyes now rounding with alarm, and she took a hasty step back, but the haystack and pumpkins were there, crowded into the corner, making it impossible for her to flee.  Which was just as well, because if she’d run, he’d have simply chased her down.  All he could think of was getting his hands on her.


Chase stalked her, keeping her in sight, stepping around those people loitering or dancing in the middle of the floor, dodging tables and ignoring greetings.  He didn’t like being played with, and while he didn’t know how she did it, he knew Allison was in some way responsible.


He stopped right in front of her and she looked up at him, one hand pressed wide over her heart as if to keep it contained in her chest.  He started to question her, but then he noticed her lips, soft, pink, parted slightly, and he wanted so badly to kiss her he couldn’t think straight.  He could almost taste her on his tongue, hot and wet and woman sweet.  His hands shook - hell, his whole body shook.  


Like a wild animal scenting a female in heat, it took all his concentration to control his basic urges. He’d never felt this way before, not even with the most accommodating women, and they were rare indeed.  His desires were usually specific, a little risqué to the average woman, something that needed to be catered to in order to achieve mind-blowing  pleasure.  He simply didn’t get overwhelmed with lust at the mere sight of a woman.


Anger washed over him, making him tremble.  He didn’t want to notice her, dammit.  She’d never affected him this way before, so why now?  How did she do it?  He stared down at her, at that tempting mouth, and every muscle in his body tensed.  He cursed softly.


Oh, God.  Maybe I should have chosen Zane.  He’d have been willing at least, and so much easier.  He wouldn’t question what was happening…

“Like hell!”  Chase took her shoulders and shook her slightly.  Through clenched teeth, he growled, “You’re right, Zach wouldn’t hesitate; he’d probably already have you in the back room with your little bustle in the air.  But I’m not Zane, and I didn’t start this, you did.”


She stared at him, her shock apparent, her face draining of color.


Jealously mad him a little rougher, a little less discreet than he’d normally be.  He took care to keep his private life private.  Not that he was a monk, but he sure as hell wasn’t the outgoing, obvious ladies’ man that his younger brother Zane was.  His hands tightened on her narrow shoulders and he leaned low to say, “You can just get thoughts of Zane right out of your head.”


She blinked up at him, the pulse in her throat going wild.  “What…what are you talking about?”


They were so close, her glasses fogged just a little, then slipped down the bridge of her nose.  Chase could see the small flecks of gold in her deep blue eyes, like little explosions of heat.  His jaw worked for a moment, then he said with just a touch more calm, “How dare you even consider my brother?”


She gasped, putting both her palms on his chest.  The touch burned him, making the lust that much worse.  He wanted to howl.  He had never in his adult life had this happen, had lust rage over him so suddenly, so uncontrollably.  Hell, of the four brothers, he was the quietest, the most discriminating in outward appearances.  And control, especially with a woman, was something he insisted on.


She glanced around, her movements nervous, then whispered in a rush, “Chase, what in the world is wrong with you?”  Her face was flushed, her eyes round, and she looked embarrassed and alarmed and very worried.

Chase, too, glanced around.  Several people were looking at him, including his damned brothers.  They must have radar, he thought, wondering how all three of them had known he was going to make a fool of himself.  But the fact that he had, that it was over a woman, was rare enough that he knew they wouldn’t ignore it or let him forget it.  He simply didn’t cause scenes, ever, but especially over women.


Turning back to Allison, striving for a pleasant look rather than that of a crazy man, he said, “I’d like to talk to you.  In private.”  The words slipped out through his teeth and the parody of a smile he’d forced to his mouth.


She rolled her lips in and bit them, her gaze  still wary, then nodded.  But she looked far from willing.  She looked nervous as hell.  He could feel her nervousness, damn her, just like he’d felt everything else.

