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Welcome to Cook County! 

I wrote the first version of this story way back in 2011. It was a novella comprised of ten short chapters created to launch my Cook County series published by The Wild Rose Press. It wasn’t bad, but it was short. The characters still had distinct personalities and their story was an emotional one... but it was short. 

Kenzie and Chance had so much more to give, and I’m glad I could go back in and give them more scenes, more words, and more time for their journey to unfold before relaunching this series under my Shylyn Ray pen name.

I love this couple, and I hope you do, too.

If you’re new to Cook County, welcome. I hope you have a wonderful time here.

If you’re revisiting, I’m happy to have you back. 

If this is your second visit with this couple, let me assure you, you’re going to find a lot of new moments to enjoy with them, and understand them on a deeper level. Their story just got a whole lot better.

Happy Reading!

Rain

SECOND CHANCE COWBOY

SHYLYN RAY
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CHAPTER ONE
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“Chance Masters, you are all mine.” 

Kenzie Calhoun slowly turned in front of the full-length mirror in her room, checking her reflection from all angles. With her father out running errands, she was free to wear the cutoffs she’d recently made from a pair of old, frayed jeans. The edges just skimmed her bottom, showing plenty of leg. The white ribbed tank-top fit like a glove, showing off her summer tan, and drew attention to the work her new gel-filled bra was doing for her meager chest. She’d even bleached her dishwater blonde hair to a light shade of gold after seeing Chance in town with the blonde and buxom Bonnie Perkins.

Kenzie frowned as she recalled the way the hoochie had slipped her hand into Chance’s back pocket as they’d left Flo’s Fixin’s two weeks earlier. It was a good thing her daddy had been the one driving the truck when she’d seen them—she would’ve run the heifer down for touching her man.

Chance Masters was The One. Her mama had always said she’d recognize The One when she saw him, just like she’d recognized her daddy. Kenzie smiled at the memory of her mother, wishing she’d lived long enough to see her grow up and snag her man, just like she’d said she would.

The bull rider had stolen her heart when she was just ten years old. At seventeen, he’d already started building a name for himself in the sport, but the real money wouldn’t come until he turned eighteen and joined the PBR, so he’d done like most local cowboys and found a ranch to work on. The Calhoun Ranch. He looked gruff and unfriendly, but he’d been nothing but sweet to her as she followed him around, asking a dozen questions at a time. 

Then she’d hit puberty, and as her body began to change, so did his attitude. Kenzie grinned impishly as she ran her brush through her long hair, her green eyes twinkling back at her in the mirror’s reflection. He’d become a sourpuss, but she’d still caught him looking at her plenty of times, especially when she just happened to sunbathe in her teeniest bikini near where he was working. 

He may have dated other women, but he still liked what he saw in her, even if he went out of his way to act as if he didn’t. 

That would all change now. She was officially eighteen years old, and by law that made her an adult. Nobody could say a thing about them being together, not even her daddy. Chance would finally give in to his attraction and they could be happy. They both wanted it. She just knew it.

The sound of Chance’s truck crunching gravel as it pulled up to the house sent Kenzie’s heart into her throat. She quickly checked her makeup, adjusted the tank top to show a little more midriff, and hurried downstairs. She’d complained of a headache in order to stay behind while her father ran errands, offering to give Chance the paycheck he’d be coming to get under the guise of helping her father get his errands out of the way quicker. He’d left Chance’s last paycheck of the season behind, but she couldn’t just hand over the slip of paper and watch Chance walk away so quickly. She didn’t want to wait for him to come off the rodeo circuit again before finally getting her first kiss. She’d waited too long already, and with her eighteenth birthday having just passed, she was taking full advantage of this opportunity.

Her heart fluttered at the sound of a hard rap on the door. 

“Here goes nothing,” she whispered to herself as she smoothed down her hair and opened it.

A fantasy in a black T-shirt stretched across a muscular torso, and tight, worn jeans that looked soft as butter, with black boots below greeted her. His mouth turned down into a frown as he removed the black Stetson on his head, revealing wavy black hair and dark blue eyes that narrowed on her. “Where’s your father?”

“Out running errands,” Kenzie answered, doing her best to get the words out while trying to breathe. The first look at the man was always intense. She stepped back and swept an arm out. “Come on in. Picking up your last paycheck?”

Chance grunted, a sound she took for a yes, and stepped over the threshold, stopping in the middle of the kitchen. “Did he leave my check before he left?”

“No,” Kenzie fibbed easily, figuring he’d forgive her once she got him to own up to and act on his attraction to her. She closed the door, using the moment to admire his physique. “You’re welcome to wait.”

His frown deepened into a scowl as he turned to face her. “Isn’t your hair supposed to be brown?”

“Dishwater blonde,” she corrected him as she self-consciously wrapped a tendril around her finger. “I lightened it a little.”

He didn’t say anything to that, but his gaze roamed over her body, his eyes warm with desire. Kenzie quickly rummaged through the come-ons her friend, Stacy, had taught her, and picked out one. “You look hot. Feel free to take whatever you want.”

His gaze snapped up to meet hers so quickly, Kenzie had to clench her teeth for a moment to avoid laughing. “We have sweet tea, juice, soft drinks...” 

He walked over to the refrigerator, his movements stiff, and yanked open the door. He reached in for a bottle of beer, popped the cap off with the bottle opener attached to the refrigerator and chugged half down before the door had fully closed.

Following more of Stacy’s advice, Kenzie slid between him and the refrigerator, leaning against the appliance with her chest jutted out. He raised an eyebrow as she took the bottle from his hand and raised it to her lips. 

“Does your daddy know you drink?”

“My daddy doesn’t need to know everything I do,” she answered in her best sultry voice, and sipped the beer. It tasted horrible, and she gritted her teeth, trying not to let it show in her expression, but knew she’d failed when the corners of Chance’s mouth twitched. 

He took the beer back and turned away, not speaking until he finished it and discarded the bottle. By then, he was standing in front of the sink, looking out the window. There was nothing of interest out there, which only helped solidify Kenzie’s assumption he was avoiding looking at her.

“So, when did you start wearing so much makeup?”

Kenzie frowned. She’d only put on lipstick, a pretty shade of crimson, and a little bit of blush and eye shadow, both in neutral colors. She straightened, touched her fingers to her lips. “I wear the same as any other woman.” 

Chance made a noise in his throat that sounded very much like a scoff. Her temper flared, but she banked it down. Though she knew Chance’s birthday, it was possible he didn’t really remember hers despite them being only a month apart. Men weren’t good with dates. At least, that’s what her daddy said. 

“Would you like some cake leftover from my birthday?” she asked, stepping closer. “There’s a lot left over. I guess Daddy went a little overboard, it being my eighteenth birthday and all.” She’d hoped the not-so-subtle reference to her age would prompt him to turn around and ravish her, delighted that he was now legally allowed to. 

Instead, his shoulders tensed. “No, thank you. When is your dad going to be back?”  

Kenzie’s insecurity flared, but she remembered the times she’d caught him watching her when he didn’t think anyone could see. She raised her chin. “In a hurry?”

He glanced over at her, the look in his eyes more annoyance than lust. “I have things to do.”

Things or blondes? She wanted to ask the question, but feared the answer. Still... “Are you still with Bonnie?”

He laughed, a rough growling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “No one’s with Bonnie for longer than a night or two.”

The statement backed up the rumors that Bonnie was easy. It also confirmed Chance had most definitely slept with her. The thought weakened her stomach. “What is it with men? Don’t you want a woman you know hasn’t been with every other man in the county?”

Chance turned around and leaned back against the counter, his arms crossed. He let out another rough laugh as he shook his head. “There aren’t many women like that in Cook County, not for rodeo cowboys.”

“There are if you’re not blind to what’s standing right in front of you.” The words slipped out easily, having been pent up inside her for eight years. 

Chance’s entire body froze taut. An indentation in his cheek showed he was clenching his jaw tight. Then, as if coming out from under a spell, he sprang into motion, quickly straightened and turned toward the door. “Tell your father to give the check to my brother. He’ll get it to me.”

Kenzie’s heart hammered in her chest as the man she’d loved for so long walked toward the door. She couldn’t allow him to leave so soon, not after telling herself that if it came down to it, she would do anything necessary to keep him there long enough to admit to his feelings.

Kenzie threw herself in front of the door before he reached it and blocked it with her body, forcing him to stop. “I’m eighteen now, Chance. You can admit you like me.”

His nostrils flared. “This little crush was cute when you were ten, Kenzie. Now it’s just something you’re going to regret later.”

“My only regret is that you lie to me and yourself.” She stepped away from the door, closer to Chance, and backed him farther into the kitchen. “Do you really think I don’t feel your eyes burning me while you watch me sunbathe? Do you think I can’t feel your gaze on me when I walk out to the barn?” She rested a hand on his chest before using the other to remove the Stetson from his grip. Tossing it onto the counter, she looked deep into his eyes. “Do you think I’ve forgotten you coming to my rescue when Billy Cross got a little too friendly with me at the fair?”

His eyes showed a hint of fear before he blinked, evaporating the emotion. “That didn’t mean anything. I was protecting the daughter of my boss, a man I respect.”  

“Billy wasn’t hurting me, Chance. I saw the fury in your eyes when he grabbed my ass.” She backed him up against the counter and allowed her other hand to rest along his chest. His heart beat as fast as hers. “My body is reserved for you. It always has been and we both know it. You saw him touch me and didn’t like it one bit. I’m old enough now... and I’m all yours.” Despite her quivering nerves, Kenzie followed one more bit of advice from Stacy and leaned in closer so she could whisper into his ear while she grabbed his belt buckle. “Make me yours.”

“Damn you, Kenzie.” His hands gripped her hips and his mouth met hers, his lips briefly pressing against her own before he parted them with his tongue and shoved it deep inside her mouth.

Kenzie gave herself over to the sensations flooding through her body as he ran his hands over it, touching places forbidden to anyone else. Their tongues dueled as he turned her so that she was now the one pinned against the counter. His hands slid down the back of her cutoffs as his lips left her mouth to travel down her throat, his breath heavy and beautiful in her ear. 

He pulled her tight against his groin, and she felt the evidence of his arousal. Fear briefly seized her before she reassured herself she’d be fine. Chance could come off rough to other people, but she knew him better than most. She knew how sweet he could be, and that he’d be gentle with her. “I love you,” she gasped without thinking.

He froze instantly.

Chance quickly released her and backed away, growling out a curse. “What the hell is wrong with me? You’re just a damn kid.”

Kenzie’s mouth fell open as she watched him scoop up his hat and once more turn for the door. Her shock turned into anger as she realized he had no intention of finishing what he’d started. “I am not a kid!” There was no denying he wanted her now, not after that kiss, but he still refused because of her age. 

He stopped and looked at her over his shoulder. “You may not be jailbait anymore, but you’re still too young.”

“It didn’t feel like I was too young a minute ago,” she countered, stepping in front of him, placing herself between him and the door. 

“I’m a twenty-five-year-old bull rider,” he said, eyes cold but still hungry. “I’m not this knight in shining armor you’ve made me out to be in your head.”

“I know who you are, Chance. I have no illusions.” She risked holding his face in her hands, and was overjoyed when he didn’t back away. “I love you exactly the way you are, and I’m woman enough to show you in whatever way you want me to.”

His nostrils flared, eyes darkening as he shook his head and backed away from her touch. “You’d better be careful playing with grown men, little girl, before you find one that’ll hurt your little hot ass.”

Kenzie swallowed hard to keep her knee-jerk response—which would have undoubtedly come off childish—from spewing forth. She knew him well enough to know he’d never say something so crass to her and mean it. He was trying to get a rise out of her, to make her have a fit so he could prove her too immature for a serious relationship with him. She narrowed her eyes, but spoke calmly, refusing to take the bait. “I’m only hot for you, Chance, and I haven’t been a little girl for a long time. I have the body to prove it, and don’t pretend you haven’t noticed.”

He grabbed her upper arm in a tight grip, pulled her close, and lowered his face to hers. “You have no idea what you’re—”

“Then why don’t you show me?” She raised her chin defiantly. “I’m a fast learner.”

He opened his mouth, and she felt a refusal coming, but then his eyes changed. They narrowed in thought before he nodded and released her arm. “Good idea. Why don’t I show you?” 

He set his Stetson on the kitchen table and pulled out a chair, turning it around. She watched as he quickly unfastened his belt and jeans, sliding them down his thighs enough to expose himself before sitting in the chair. “Mount up.” 

Kenzie gasped in surprise as her gaze shifted between his erect penis and his impassive face, clueless why Chance was behaving so crudely. He was supposed to carry her to her bed, undress her slowly and calm her fears the first time they made love, not... whatever this was. 

He leaned back with his arms crossed casually behind his head, though every muscle in his body strained with angry tension. “Problem? Thought you were a big girl who knew what a man needed.”

Kenzie blinked to clear her head, but the scene that made no sense was still there in front of her. He looked so... so uncaring. Didn’t he know how special this moment was for her? How could the man who’d held her until she’d cried herself to sleep the night of her mother’s funeral be this way now? She gulped as she dropped her gaze back down to his lap. She’d never actually seen a penis up close in the real world before, so she didn’t have anyone to compare him to, but he was huge. There was no doubt her first time was going to be very painful as it was, but what exactly did he expect her to do now? 

“Come on, big girl. It’s not that complicated. You either suck it or ride it.”

Her mouth fell open at his vulgarity, but all he did was stare back at her, a cruel taunt in his eyes. Tears burned behind Kenzie’s as she looked at the man she’d loved for so many years, the man she’d saved herself for, and realized how cruel he was. She’d offered him a very special gift, and in return, he’d teased her for his sick amusement. 

She took a deep breath and tightened her hands into fists, willing herself not to cry. “I’ll get your last paycheck. You can get dressed and get out of my house.”

Her head felt light as she entered her father’s office and picked up the check he had left on his desk. The scene replayed in her mind, making her throat burn even more. By the time she returned to the kitchen, her cheeks were wet. Chance stood by the table, fastening his belt. 

“Here.” Kenzie flung the check she’d crumpled in her hand at him, and he grabbed it before it could fall to the floor. She picked up his Stetson and shoved it against his chest. “That’s your last paycheck. Now go.”

He took his hat and turned for the door. Kenzie followed, her heart steadily cracking as they neared it. Even with her face heated with embarrassment, a part of her still wanted him to stay, to prove she hadn’t been wrong about him. All he had to do was turn around and say he was sorry. She would forgive him in a heartbeat. 

Chance didn’t say anything until he stepped out onto the porch, when he turned and looked at her with a soft gaze that hinted of apology, but those weren’t the words he chose. 

“Tell your dad I enjoyed working for him.” He placed the Stetson on his head and held Kenzie’s gaze for a brief moment. “I won’t be coming back.”

She watched him drive away, dirt kicking up in his wake, before she closed the door. It not only closed on him, but on the dreams she’d had of them together. The door slammed shut on all her hopes and fantasies, and left her with a void deep inside. All she’d ever wanted was to grow up to become Mrs. Chance Masters. 

Tears flowed freely as she ran to her bedroom and removed the shoebox from beneath her bed. Inside, she found the pictures she’d taken of Chance over the years, and one by one she ripped them apart, watching the shards fall to the floor like her dreams. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
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Chance opened the door to Hell’s Belle and stepped inside the darkened interior of the bar. Like most drinking establishments, it didn’t start getting crowded until sundown, but opened early for those who needed a jumpstart on drinking away their troubles. He’d spent a lot of time within its walls a decade earlier when he’d been a resident of Cook County, Colorado.

“Well, I’ll be damned. The sexiest Masters done returned home,” a gray-streaked brunette around her late fifties announced loudly from behind the counter. She poured whiskey into a shot glass. “And it only took him ten years. Come here, hot stuff, and let me get a good ogle at ya.”

Chance squinted as he neared and recognized the bartender. “Rhoda?” He tried not to let his surprise slip through in his voice.

“Yep. I know, I put on some weight.” She cupped the ample breasts currently straining against a tight red T-shirt. “Most of it’s still in the right places, though. Want a look-see?”

Chance grinned at the older woman’s antics. Some things still hadn’t changed. “You know my rules, Rho.”

“Yeah, I know. You don’t do women old enough to be your mama or young enough to be your kid.” She shook her head as she checked him over. “Damn shame. So... anyway, does your stuff still work after the accident?”

“I was gored in the abdomen, Rho. I might never ride a bull again, but I can still ride.”

Her rouge-stained mouth split into a toothy smile. “I just bet you can.” 

Done with the chit-chat, Chance glanced around the bar, noting a few older men who appeared to ponder deep thoughts over their drinks. None were tall, rangy blonds. “My brother said he’d be here. Have you seen Lucky?”

Rhoda’s mouth turned down at the corners. “Yeah, I saw him go back toward the poolroom a while ago. He’s probably passed out on one of my tables again.”

“I did no such thing,” a gruff drawl called out from down the hall leading out from the poolroom. A moment later, Lucky stepped into view. He swayed a little as he walked, and his blue and black western style shirt was half-in and half-out of his jeans. “Can’t a man take a piss?” he asked indignantly as he made his way over to a small table along the far wall where his battered Stetson rested. He plopped down into a chair. “And for your information, Rho, the sexiest Masters has been right here for the past ten years.”

“I’ll believe that when you let me see it,” the horny woman muttered. She leaned towards Chance and whispered, “See if you can’t get his keys. He’s learned all my tricks.”

“Why didn’t you quit serving him?” Chance asked, irritated that Rhoda would let his brother get so drunk before sundown in an almost empty bar. Hell, what did she allow at night when the bar was packed and the drinks were flowing? 

“Honey, before you blame me for your brother’s state, check his pockets.” She scowled in Lucky’s direction. “I’m sure he came in with a drink or two already on him.”

Chance let out a frustrated breath as he crossed the bar to reach his brother, noticing the jacket hanging over the back of the younger man’s chair. It definitely wasn’t cool enough for a jacket at the moment, and having worn that old jacket a time or two himself in the past, he knew the thing contained enough inner pockets for a flask or two.  

This wasn’t the homecoming he’d expected. From his mother, maybe, had she still been alive, but not from his little brother.

“Hey, Luck,” he murmured as he took the seat across from him, and wrinkled his nose at the pungent smell that greeted him. “Damn, man, did you bathe in beer?”

“That’s all you got to say after finally dragging your ass home?” Lucky snorted. “Glad to know we were missed.”

“It’s not like I haven’t seen you,” he reminded him. “We’ve been competing in the same rodeos for the past ten years.”

“Some of them.” Lucky picked up the empty bottle on the table before him and turned it in his hand. “Would have been nice to have seen you on the holidays.”

“Yeah.” 

There wasn’t much Chance could say to that. He’d spent the past ten Christmases alone, holed up in some motel somewhere drinking himself through the event rather than allow himself a clear enough mind to think. If he thought, he’d think about the home he’d left in his rearview mirror, and he couldn’t think about rearview mirrors without remembering the look on Kenzie Calhoun’s face as she’d faded out of view in his. Then he’d wonder about her, and what she was doing. Worse, he’d wonder who she was doing it with. He’d spent a lot of time over the past ten years praying he hadn’t done irreparable damage to that girl. 

He closed his eyes and pushed her image out of his mind, or as far as it would go, anyway. It never completely left him. Neither did the shame he felt whenever he allowed himself to recall their last encounter. 

“I’m here now,” he finally said.

“Yeah, until we get Mom put in the ground. Then you’ll be out of here lightning-fast before you run into that girl who chased you away in the first place.”

Chance glared at his brother. “No one chased me away.”

“Yeah, right.” Lucky laughed. “The whole damn town knew that girl thought you pissed gold. You went over there to pick up a check and ran like hell out of town right after, never to come back.”

“We’ve had this discussion.”

“And we’re going to keep having it for as many more decades as it takes for you to tell me what the hell happened.” Lucky leaned back in his seat and stretched out his legs before letting out a sour smelling belch. “What happened over there that day?”

Chance closed his eyes and took a deep breath, wishing for just once his brother would lay off the questions. How could he explain himself? Kenzie had wiggled her ass under his nose for three years straight before pulling that stunt on him in the kitchen. He’d known from the moment she opened the door in that tight top and those little, panty-sized shorts she was up to no good. He shouldn’t have crossed the threshold, but he had. And he’d regretted it ever since.

He was only a man. He’d managed not to take advantage of the girl in all the years she’d all but begged him to. He couldn’t count how many cold showers he’d taken during those summers at her father’s ranch. It was no coincidence she liked to sunbathe at times that coincided perfectly with his work schedule, nor was it coincidence how many times she “accidentally” rubbed up against him while her daddy wasn’t looking. What else could he have done after she’d turned eighteen, giving him the green light, and threw herself at him so blatantly? He wasn’t made of steel.

Then he’d been hit with the mother of all bad ideas. All he’d intended to do was teach her a lesson about what happened to naïve little girls who acted grown beyond their years, and at the same time, anger her enough to get himself kicked out the door before he could do something unforgiveable—like take her virginity, shattering her sweet innocence. He’d expected the anger, and definitely the embarrassment, thinking she’d get over it with time, but the pain he’d seen in her eyes would haunt him until the day he died. He’d hurt her deeply, shattered a young girl’s dream. It had seemed the best thing to do at the moment, but if he could have that moment in time back... hell, he didn’t know what he could have done at that point without walking out feeling like a louse. He should have never walked in, period.

“One of these days I’m going to get the story,” Lucky declared, pulling him back from memory lane. “It’s just going to take the right combination of liquor and questions.”

“Yeah, you’ve tried that more than once a few of the times we’ve met up on the circuit.”

“True,” Lucky conceded. “I could try a new tactic though and seduce the goods out of Kenzie.”

“Try it and I’ll rip your ass apart.” The threat slipped out before Chance realized his brother had made the comment to goad him.

Lucky laughed. “Yeah, man. She was just some silly girl with a crush. Didn’t care about her at all, now did ya?”

“Sarcasm is ugly on you,” Chance growled.

“Yeah, but with these dimples, I can still pull it off.” 

“I’m tired. You’re drunk. Let’s go.” Chance shook his head. He’d driven for eight hours straight and couldn’t take much more of his brother’s drunken wit before snapping. 

“Where? I’m surprised you could even remember where Hell’s Belle was.” Lucky’s mouth spread into a sloppy grin. “Then again, you did spend a lot of time in here drinking Kenzie off your mind.”

“Cram it up your ass, Luck.” He looked toward the heavens for divine assistance as his brother erupted into a fit of laughter. “Come on. Don’t we have to speak to someone at the cemetery or something?”

Lucky’s eyes drifted closed as his head lulled forward, then quickly snapped back up. Eyes wide open, he reached across the table and grabbed Chance’s forearm. “Seriously, bro, all shit aside... you should help her.”

Chance removed his brother’s hand from his arm, repulsed by the clamminess of it. “Mom’s dead, Luck. We tried to help her all we could. Now all we can do is bury her.”

“Not her.” Lucky waved a hand dismissively in a drunken arc, and if not for the current bender indicating otherwise, Chance would think his brother didn’t care that their mother had just died. “Kenzie. You should help her.”

“Help her what?” He prayed he wouldn’t regret asking the question. 

“She’s going to lose the whole damn ranch, man. Her daddy died, and it’s all gone to—”

“Mark Calhoun died?” Chance cut off his brother’s rambling, which was growing more slurred by the minute. “When?”

“Like two years ago, or five.” Lucky’s brow furrowed as he scratched his head. “One of those numbers. You ever notice how a five looks like a two that just fell on its ass and rolled?” His frown deepened. “Or would it have spun?”

Chance expelled a breath and prayed for patience. “You never thought to tell me that Mark Calhoun died in all the times I’ve seen you within the last five years?”

“Two years!” Lucky slapped his palm against the table before pointing at Chance. “Because if I’d seen you in the last two years, I would have mentioned it. There. Cleared that up. He died within the last two years.”

“We’ve spoken on the phone within the last two years,” Chance reminded him. 

“Oh, well, obviously I just suck.” He chuckled. “Mr. Calhoun had a heart attack.” Lucky frowned. “Why are we talking about him, anyway?”

Oh, for Pete’s sake. “You said Kenzie needed help.”

“Oh, that’s right. Her daddy died and...” Lucky’s head swayed back, his mouth hung open.

“Hey! Focus.” Chance kicked his younger brother’s shin and received a much harder kick back. “Ouch, you son of a—”

“Oh crap, I’m sorry, man.” Lucky’s eyes grew round, his voice panicked. “I forgot you’re a cripple now.”

“I’m not a cripple,” Chance growled as he rubbed his shin. “I got gored in the abdomen; I didn’t lose a limb, and the proper term is disabled, anyway.”

“Yeah, that’s right.” Lucky raised his bottle to his lips, realized it was empty, and returned it to the table. “Now, if you’d been gored in the jewels, you’d be a cripple. There’s no politically correct word for losing your balls to a bull’s horn.” He started laughing at the thought.

“That’s it.” Chance stood and hauled his brother up by the elbow. “I’m driving you home so you can sleep this off. I’ll work out the details on Mom’s burial myself.” Hell, he was used to being the family caretaker.

“Wait a minute.” Lucky yanked his arm back and nearly fell, but righted himself in time. “You gotta help Kenzie. She’s....” Lucky’s eyes glazed over as his voice trailed off.

“Oh for chrissakes, just spit it out!”

Lucky bent at the waist as vomit exploded from his mouth. Chance jumped back, but not quick enough to avoid getting the sour-smelling gunk all over his boots. “Dammit to hell, Luck!” he snapped as the drunken man fell back into the chair. “Dammit to fucking hell!”

“Well, you told him
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