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      The dark-haired beauty dancing on stage gives me a wink, her big brown eyes twinkling as she swirls the skimpy bikini top. She prances around the u-shaped stage in her bright pink cowgirl boots and barely-there short shorts that show more skin than her momma would probably allow.

      I tip my hat and give her a friendly smile, but there’s something about that girl that spells trouble with a capital T.

      A slap to the back pulls me to the grinning face of the burly man behind the bar who’s been like a brother to me all my life. I give him a grin. “Good to see you.”

      Kenny grabs a bottle of Jack to pour me a drink. He rubs his bushy beard that’s gotten a few more strands of gray since I saw him last. “You didn’t tell me you were coming home for a visit, or I could have had someone else work the bar tonight for crying out loud.”

      I shift on the bar stool and stretch one of my legs. “It was a last-minute decision. Just landed in Rapid City and drove straight here. Half the crew have the rest of the week off, and I drew the lucky straw. We just came off of a long stretch, so we have a little R and R time before a wedding in Vegas where it’s going to be all-hands-on-deck to guard the family.”

      Kenny leans over the counter and lowers his voice. “That wedding is all over the news and every one of those entertainment magazines that Eileen reads. I wouldn’t mind crashing that party. Those Mafia boys you work for sure know how to throw a helluva party.”

      I grin. “Yeah, they do. I think half the famous people in the world are going to be at this wedding. I don’t think we’ll be the only group of bodyguards in attendance; that’s for damn sure. The Larussios do a lot for many organizations all over the United States and abroad with that money of theirs. Besides, not many people would turn down an invitation from any of them.”

      Kenny slides my drink over and gestures out the window, toward the street with a tip of his chin. “They do a lot here too. I was actually going to call you and talk to you about it later in the week. Word on the street is there’s a war brewing over who’s going to gain majority interest in the land around here. I’m actually really glad you’re here.” He gestures around the restaurant area. “Maybe later tonight? The place will be too busy to stand around shooting the shit with you pretty soon. Besides, I’m supposed to be training.”

      I nod, but my eyes narrow at my old friend, not liking the turn this conversation has taken. The Larussios are great to everyone who works for them, but they have a reputation on the street for a reason. They may treat all of their security guards like they do their own family, but if Kenny’s in trouble with them, it can’t be good. I may stay out of their street business, they have capos and soldiers to take care of that, but I’ve heard the rumors and seen enough to know that you don’t want to mess with them. “You’re not having financial trouble, are you? You know I can help with anything you need?”

      His eyes widen, and he shakes his head, smiling. “No, no, nothing like that. There’s been some pressure lately for a few of us to sell, but I’ll be six feet under before this place changes hands. It’s going to the kids, and their kids after that. The fuckers who want to buy it can go straight to hell if you ask me and anyone in this town. We’re not selling out our legacy.”

      I make a mental note to find out a little bit more about these people pushing to buy his property when I get back to my room.  “They keep pushing and you let me know.”

      Kenny grins. “I can handle myself just fine, thanks. But if I need a badass Mafia connected bodyguard to set them straight, I know just where to find him, Cole. You want the suite upstairs again this visit, or you want to stay with us? Eileen will have my head if she finds out you’re staying at the hotel, and the kids will be disappointed. It’s been a hot minute since they’ve seen you.”

      I spin the glass of beer on the bar in front of me slowly, watching the amber colored beer swirl. “Sorry, Kenny. Like I said, it was a last-minute trip. I thought it would be nice to see the house in person. Not that your updates and the videos the contractors send aren’t good but”—I shrug⁠—

      “I’m anxious to see what they’ve done with the plans we drew up. Besides, you were busy with customers when I got here. The ladies at the front desk gave me the suite upstairs until the end of the week. You didn’t have it saved for someone else, did you?”

      My friend grins. “It’s all yours. And say no more about staying with us. The single bodyguard on vacation doesn’t want to hang out with two old married people and a couple teenagers when he has other things on his mind,” Kenny says, glancing in the direction of the dancing girl on stage and then back at me.

      I stretch my legs. “Wish it were so, my friend. I’m off this week, but I still have some work to do; besides, I keep odd hours. I’d love to come out to your place and visit while I’m in town to see Eileen and the kids, though.” I shrug and give him a grin that feels as forced as it is. “We can’t all be family men, now, can we?”

      Kenny wipes up the counter and tosses the rag in a bin behind him. “We’d love that. I’ll talk to Eileen. We can find a time that works when she and the kids aren’t working or at school, practice, or a football game and you’re available.”

      “Maddie and Colton still have you and Eileen playing chauffer? What happened to Colton’s driving? He just got his car last time I was home.”

      He laughs. “Colton’s been driving on his own for a month and grounded for almost the same amount of time. Next year it’ll be Maddie. Hard to believe they’re almost adults.”

      I shake my head. Time goes faster than it should, but hopefully I can make up for lost time with him and the family soon. “I’m going to drive out to the house and see how it’s coming along tomorrow. The general manager said they should have the shingles on this week.”

      Kenny nods. “It’s looking really good. I drove out there about a week ago, and the walls and roof were done. It looked like they were about ready to get it wrapped up for a rainstorm that was about to move through. All I hear about when I’m helping out at the bar lately is that damn house. You’d think people would have something else to talk about, but I guess it’s not every day a hometown boy builds a multi-million-dollar home on over two hundred acres of prime real estate. It’s all everyone fricken’ talks about anymore around here.”

      I grin at my friend. “It feels good to be building and setting down roots in town. Even if I won’t be here all the time, it will be nice to call Deadwood home again.”

      “I couldn’t agree more, and we’re happy to see it, Cole. Lately the big companies are trying to gobble up as much of the land as they can get their hands on. Greedy bastards.”

      I lean in close. “Not if I can get my hands on it first. Keep it under your hat for now, but I just put an offer in on the land just north of mine too. They’re not taking over this town.”

      Kenny whistles and pours me another drink. “What the hell are you going to do with more land? You plan on moving back and settling down?”

      I tip my drink. “Not yet, but when I do, it will be ready and a great place to visit. Close to you guys. Besides, I don’t want some corporation to come in and buy up all the land. They’ll turn it into something it’s not intended to be. I’ll be damned if that’s going to happen.”

      He grins. “Hell, I don’t really care why. It’s been great to have you back, even if it’s in between assignments. Eileen and the kids love having you visit too. When you first left, you know, after she died, I didn’t think you’d ever come back. Don’t get me wrong, I understood; it was just hard on us all. Hell, what am I talking about: it’s still hard not having my best friend in town.”

      I take a drink of my beer as the cowgirl ends her dance. “It took a minute to get through the crap in my head. She was my first love. I was so close to saving her and then to find her dead; it wasn’t easy to swallow. Still isn’t some days, but as long as I’ve stayed away, this place has always been in my blood. I travel all over the world working for the Larussios, who seem to keep growing in size. It’s exciting work, and they treat us like family, but it’s nice to have a place to call home, and this has always been it for me.”

      Kenny takes a glance down the bar and grimaces. “We hired a new girl a few weeks ago.  I better help her, or she’s liable to quit. Krissy’s still learning what all the regulars like.”

      “Where’s PJ? I haven’t seen her floating around here.”

      She had to take some time off to
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