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The Back Stairs

Beneath Dark Stars

River Walk

Moon Dances

Fly By Night

The author suggests reading the Sundown Saga in this order.
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A single secret can shift a life. 

Detective Fallon Roxbury has a big problem. A twenty-year old cold case turned hot threatens to expose his secret - shapeshifters exist and they’re living in Montgomery Circle under his protection. Between a new witness and a group of fanatical alien watchers, Fallon’s scrambling to uphold the law and keep his promises intact. He already knows no power on earth can keep his shapeshifter lover from stepping into the mix.  

Sundown has come into his own with his human lover by his side. Fallon is his compass, and shield, as he seeks to keep his Clan united and teach them most humans can be trusted. A catalyst, Sundown is rare among his kind, a descendant of heroes. The status of his Clan rests on him and he’s determined to see his people prosper on this world owned by humans - without the humans knowing shapeshifters walk among them. 

Secrets have a way of being exposed. Fallon’s not the only one who knows about Sundown’s kind. A cop used to right and wrong being black and white, Fallon struggles to learn shades of gray. Their relationship is tested as Fallon and Sundown race against the clock to find a kidnapped shapeshifter before the Clan takes matters into their own hands.  Because if they fail, Fallon knows his lover will be forced to stand with his people and act against him.  
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The Back Stairs

5 Kisses for The Back Stairs...I completely applaud KC Kendricks for coming up with a character twist that kept me guessing till the last page was turned. – Two Lips Reviews

Intriguing and compelling, The Back Stairs makes for some thrilling reading and excitement. The Back Stairs is another electrifying tale from the pen of KC Kendricks. – Sensual Reads Reviews

Beneath Dark Stars

The inexplicable connection between Fallon and Sundown is what sets Beneath Dark Stars apart from other romances.  Their love story is fiercely satisfying. – Joyfully Reviewed

If you like something a little rare in your m/m romance, then this series is for you. With its distinctive characters, amazing world-building and sexually charged love scenes, Beneath Dark Stars is a great read and hopefully we will get more from the author in this universe. – Dark Divas Reviews

River Walk

This fascinating and very enjoyable detective series. – Literary Nymphs Reviews

I completely believe in their connection – no suspension of disbelief required here...I am really looking forward to my next meeting with Fallon and Sundown. – Jessewave Reviews

Moon Dances

This is an intriguing romantic mystery series. The characters are creditable. Fallon is a Special Police Consultant, working cold cases along with his partner Juny. Also key in solving the murder cases is Fallon’s alien lover Sundown, who has the ability to shape shift. KC Kendricks’ Moon Dances is a fascinating as well as a very enjoyable installment to the series. – Literary Nymphs Reviews 
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​​​​​What they said about a few of KC’s other books
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A Hard Habit to Break will tug at your emotions and having you rooting for a happy ending for these two. K.C. Kendricks is one author from whom I will be looking for more. Great job!! – Senual Reads

Double Deuce - I recommend this to those that love hot men, hot sex, mystery, a good storyline and if not a HEA then it still leaves you with a warm feeling. – MM Good Book Review

Seducing Light - The story has a nice pace, a good plot, and erotic scenes that gravitate from teeth rattling intensity to slow sensual lovemaking. Seducing Light was a delightful read and I want to see more from Ms. Kendricks in the near future. – Litary Nymphs

Surrendered Victory is a great story and a terrific beginning to what could be a very loving relationship. – Joyfully Reviewed

Give Me One Night - The romance that ensues between these two great characters will keep you on an emotional rollercoaster-one you won't want to get off of even at the very end. – Fallen Angel Reviews
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​Praise for the writing of KC Kendricks
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KC Kendricks never disappoints!"—Fallen Angel Reviews

"..beautifully moving in all the right places...KC Kendricks gives us a well-crafted tale"- The Romance Studio

"Good to the last word...."- Sensual Reads

..."Seriously entertaining and totally engaging..."- Joyfully Reviewed

"...solidly written contemporary romance..."-Jessewave
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​For current availability, please visit KC’s bookshelf at

https://kckendricks.blogspot.com/p/bookshelf.html

Ian Coulter’s Amethyst Cove Series

Double Deuce

Deuce of Diamonds

Ace, Deuce, Trey

Circle of Steel

Steel Wheels

The Sundown Saga

The Back Stairs

Beneath Dark Stars

River Walk

Moon Dances

Fly By Night

The Southern Cross Series

Netting Neptune

Taming Triton

Poseidon’s Pleasure

Between The Moon and the Deep Blue Sea

Catching Fireflies

The Men of Marionville Series

A Hard Habit to Break

Open Roads

What You Don’t Confess

Your Whisper in the Dark

A Cat Named Hercules

Leather Jackets

Station to Station

Dreams to Sell

The Right Brew

Where There’s Smoke

Bourbon and Blues

Twice Removed From Yesterday

Centerville Muscle

Bored, Stroked and Blueprinted

Memphis

July Heat

Once in October

Levi & Stacy

Shining Victory

No One But You

By the Month

These stories may also be a part of other collections.

January After Dark (2026)

The First of February

July Heat

Hot August Comes

September Morning

Once in October

December Promise

Single Titles (not part of a series)

A Friendly Neighbor

A Perfect Hire

December Promise

Devilishly Delicious Dane (out of print)

Desert Snow

Doors of Time

Eye of the Beholder

Give Me One Night

Hey, Joe

Highway Nights

Hot August Comes

Kentucky 98 Proof

Lick Me (Must Love Dogs)

Lightning Shifts

Passion’s Victory

Please Use the Door (a ghostly romance)

Ride Your Luck

Riding Against the Wind (sequel to Ride Your Luck)

SABRE

Seducing Light

September Morning

Shine A Light

Sumner’s Garden

Surrendered Victory

Tango in the Night

The First of February

The Ghost at the B & B

The Quest

Undeniable

––––––––
[image: ]


Titles Written as Rayne Forrest

Science Fiction:

A Hero’s Bargain

Across Time

The Curiosity Shoppe

The Skies of Mahdis (out of print)

Science Fiction Series:

The Rea Cheveyo Chronicles: Kiana

The Rea Cheveyo Chronicles: Talyss

The Rea Cheveyo Chronicles: Reza

Futuristic Elements:

After the Sea Sprite Ball

Mischief at Midnight

Money Back Guarantee

Step Into Tomorrow

To Bed a Spy

Paranormal Elements:

Beyond the Night

A Hidden Heaven

Contemporary:

Loving Luke

One Summer

Right From the Start

Table of Contents

River Walk

The Sundown Saga by KC Kendricks

About the Book:

Praise for KC Kendricks’ Sundown Saga

What they said about a few of KC’s other books

Praise for the writing of KC Kendricks

Books by KC Kendricks and Rayne Forrest

Table of Contents

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

EPILOGUE

About the Author

Dear Readers,

Bonus feature...Moon Dances

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 1


[image: ]


Some days, you score. Today was one of those days.

My partner-in-crime-fighting, Frederick Walter Mack, Jr., aka Juny, and I had tripped over an obscure note in the boxes upon boxes of a thirteen-year-old cold case murder the original investigators had...what? Missed entirely? Misunderstood? Ignored? Fucked up?

Yeah, Juny and I went with the “they fucked-up” theory. If truth be told, we’d been biding our time for the Stottlemyer half of the Stottlemyer and Henneberger team to join his partner in retirement. They had the highest cold case percentage in the precinct, and we were curious.

Okay, Juny was all the way to pissed off and suspicious. Me? I’d ached for petty payback on Henneberger ever since the dickwad called me a faggot five years ago. I wanted to smear his face in his failures so bad it wasn’t healthy. I even entertained the idea of allowing my lover to have a little fun at “Hennie’s” expense. Only the fear that the love of my life would get a little carried away and give the old geezer a fatal heart attack prevented me from putting in a request with Sundown. I didn’t want my little shapeshifter to have to live with a stain on his conscience.

I maintained my composure—barely—as we sorted through the evidence and discovered a hole in their investigation big enough for a semi-truck to drive through.

Juny and I re-catalogued with meticulous precision. Monte, our guy Friday inside the precinct house, scoured the Internet for media reports on the case, and we tracked down every lead the previous team had ignored. Juny and I re-interviewed everyone living named in the case files. Then we found the note tucked inside the manila folder containing copies of the memos Stottlemyer and Henneberger sent to the captain, and the replies.

Mother. Lode.

The note was from a neighbor across the street from the crime scene, begging the investigators to visit her. She was a paraplegic, housebound for the most part, and she’d seen “something bad” happen. There was no record she’d ever been contacted. It was a miracle the note hadn’t been destroyed, but we figured they’d forgotten. Bad for them and good for us.

To say Juny, Monte and I were all a-quiver with barely suppressed excitement would be an understatement. Monte did some search engine magic and located Ms. Melanie Mellott, now residing in a very nice care facility on the edge of town.

We took her flowers, took her statement, and subsequently asked our captain to join us in the chief’s office to present the rebuilt case. It didn’t take Juny long to grab a uniform and execute the arrest warrant. A few hours ago, the grand jury had handed down an indictment.

Some days you mother-fucking kicked ass and scored!

I opened my car door and my afternoon got even better. The earthy scent of sandalwood wafted up to me as I plucked the sticky note off the steering wheel. To anyone else, the little glyphs looked like someone was having fun with a wingdings font, but I’d recently had some instruction in reading the written Chal language. I knew what it said, and so did my swelling penis.

Take the back stairs. You’ll find what you need there.

“Down, boy,” I muttered at my dick as I reached into my pocket and arranged everything into a more comfortable position.

My lover awaited my arrival, but I needed to go home and wash the smell of the day off first. I wanted a shower and clean clothes before I joined him in our rooftop aerie. It was time I seriously considered keeping a couple of shirts in his closet. I hated to leave him in the mornings and if I had a change of clothes at his place, it would give us another forty-five minutes to enjoy each other’s company.

The early afternoon traffic was brutal. Something had it snarled, but I resisted the urge to contact Dispatch and ask what. They might think me willing to lend a hand, and today was one of those days the boys on the street would have to muddle through without me. I crammed my wireless earpiece into my good ear and sounds of the city disappeared. I cleared my throat and spoke as clearly as possible.

“Call Sundown.” Modern technology. God only knew who would answer.

“Yes, Fallon. Why are you not here enjoying my bed?” It was a miracle. My lover’s voice purred in my ear. As for his bed, I was headed there with all due haste.

“You actually answered your phone. I’m impressed,” I replied, teasing him. Sometimes he’d play along, and sometimes it went over his head. Today, he gave it back to me.

He treated me to his best exasperated sigh. “Did we not compromise on me having this irritating electronic met-di-tau attached to my person? It is not like you to forget, Fallon. Is this the onset of the human frailty called dementia?”

I grinned. Piece of excrement, indeed. Sundown didn’t like having a cell phone one iota. Wearing jeans with pockets all the time put a crimp in his shapeshifter’s style, but he was pretty good about it. Generally, the only time I couldn’t reach him was when he was with the Elders. I agreed it would be the height of rudeness not to give them one hundred percent of his attention when in their chambers. A hole opened in the lane I needed to be in and I eased the car into it.

“Yes, we made a deal on the cell phone, and my memory of the conversation is fine. You’ll answer it if you have hands when it rings. I’m going home for a quick shower. Traffic is all fucked up.”

There was silence on his end.

“Sundown?”

“Perhaps you should bring clothes for the morning. Would this not be reasonable?”

I made the turn into my apartment complex. “Are you reading my mind again?”

“Fallon, do you truly remember the things I say to you? I think you must not.”

My reply was laughter.

I pictured the look on his handsome face. Those berry-colored lips would press together into a thin line. His dark eyebrows would come together in a vee over his gleaming green eyes. He’d run his long, strong fingers through his dark, wavy hair.

Five...four...three...two...

“You would laugh at me? For this you will answer, my lover. I have embraced this thing called spanking, and to hear the wails of the younglings, I am quite good at it.”

I grinned like a fool. I knew better. The Chal younglings were precious—and coddled.

“Oh, I’m not afraid of you, Czun Dun Nhunfi.” I put my old car in park, switched off the engine, and climbed out into the late September heat wave. Lord, I hoped the elevator in my building wasn’t throwing a hissy fit. “And when have you ever spanked one of the younglings, hmm?”

Sundown’s low, breathy sigh sounded in my earpiece again. “Only once has such correction been necessary, but I dream of it every day, Fallon.” He sighed a third time, tiredly. “Every day.”

I laughed again, sure that he did. The newly... What were they? Born? I wasn’t too clear on how to refer to the creation of a new Chal. I only knew Sundown fascinated the “kids” into silence, so the nurturing Chal frequently enlisted his assistance. I wondered, as Sundown was the clan catalyst, if the younglings sensed he was somehow different from them.

“I’m glad they keep you amused while I’m at work. I’m getting on the elevator. I’ll bring clothes for tomorrow. Anything I can stop and get for you?”

“No. All is prepared for us. We will celebrate your victory today.”

I froze, one finger touching the button for my floor. “How do you know we won?”

“I am Chal.”

Yes, he certainly was. I punched the button and the elevator door closed, severing our connection.

*          *          *
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I’d no sooner stepped out of the shower and poured a can of soda over ice when Juny Mack blew through my door like a category three hurricane. He looked me up and down, shaking his head and rolling his eyes at my dangling bits.

“Christ, why can’t you keep your pants on? We’ve got a problem.”

I glared at him. “Not right now we don’t. I have a little rendezvous this evening and I plan to be on time.”

“Didn’t you fuck him last night? Can’t you take a night off?” Juny slipped out of his sport coat and hung it over a chair. I handed him the cola I’d just poured.

“I fucked him twice last night in case you’re counting.” I got another clean glass out of the cupboard. “What’s our problem?”

“You’re gonna love this! I’ll wait until you sit.” He took a seat at my dining room table and inhaled half the contents of his glass. I finished pouring—again—and sat across from him.

“Okay, Junior, what gives?”

“Stottlemyer and Henneberger screwed the pooch again.”

I took a drink of the cold fizzy liquid and cleared my throat. “Pray tell, how?”

“Right after you left, the front desk brought up the mail, and in it was a letter addressed to Detectives Mack and Roxbury. That’s us, you know.”

We were sergeant and lieutenant respectively, but I let it slide for the greater good. We didn’t quibble over the usage of correct rank, especially from a civilian. Besides, detective work is what we did. It’s who we were.

“Us? Really? Cut to the chase. What did it say?”

“It’s from a man who says he knows details about a twenty-year-old murder.” Juny held up his hand to keep me silent. His dark gaze bored into mine. “I know. It could be a crank, but I pulled the cold case list, and there’s a file.”

The hair on my arms rose at the force of his stare. Juny Mack was my partner and my friend, and I knew the intense look on his face well. The man was gifted with astonishing powers of discernment. Something in the letter had pinged his radar as truth.

“And you made a phone call?”

He shook his head. “No. I came here.” He grabbed my wrist. “I thought it best we talk away from the precinct house.”

An eerie, distant panic fluttered inside my chest, growing stronger as I realized it was not coming from within myself, but from an outside source. My lover was to some degree telepathic, but could he see things through my eyes? And at this distance? He’d known we’d won a victory in court this morning. I concentrated on reaching out to him. ::Sundown?::

::Do not speak, Fallon!::

I jerked away from Juny, surprised at the strength of Sundown’s voice reverberating inside my skull. I struggled to focus on the room around me. I didn’t have time to stop and figure it out, not right now. Juny blinked and slowly covered my hand with his.

“Fallon, tell me what the fuck is going on with you. And don’t sit there and lie to me by saying ‘nothing.’ I know differently.”

“I can’t, Juny. I wish I could, but I swear it will never hurt you or me or anyone else.”

He squeezed my hand. “Sometimes, partner, I wonder if you’ve got...” Juny paused and took a deep breath. “Do you have it, Fallon? The disease?”

“What? HIV?”

Juny nodded, never breaking eye contact with me. I flipped my hand over beneath his and held on to him. The tightness in my chest didn’t ease. I couldn’t tell him the real secret—my silence protected a clan of shapeshifters.

“No, Juny. I don’t, and neither does Sundown. You don’t have to worry about me because he and I do not screw around on each other. I promise I’m telling you the truth.”

“Then why so many secrets, Fallon? Let me help you if you’re in trouble.”

I relaxed, but not fully. I didn’t doubt Juny was concerned, but he was also on one big fishing expedition. I slid my hand out from under his, aware the strange, foreign panic was fading, but my own took its place. Inside my mind, a numbing blackness formed. All sense of my lover had fled. I couldn’t allow Juny to see any outward reaction and forced myself to remain still and calm on the surface.

“I’m not in any trouble. I’m sorry I’m not spending time with you the way we used to. I thought Candice was keeping you well occupied.”

“She is. We’re taking it slow and it might actually work out, but you’re trying to change the subject. I have to know a few things, Lieutenant.”

He paused and took a deep breath. I saw the questions swirling behind Juny’s level stare.

“This cold case. This murder. The witness saw it happen, but they never found a body. He says he knows what happened to it.”
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Goosebumps spread across my skin. What was wrong with Sundown?

I registered Juny’s unease, but I couldn’t focus on it. A cold case was usually just that—cold. I hated to sound heartless because each and every victim deserved justice, but this could wait until morning. Witnesses were frequently mistaken about what they’d seen, especially after a number of years had passed. Without a body, had it actually been a murder? People came out of the woodwork all the time saying they knew this, that or something, and usually it didn’t pan out. I had to keep my voice normal.

“Juny, can we talk about this tomorrow? I need to dress and get going.”

He pulled back and scratched his head. “This thing with the hooker is out of hand, Fallon.”

“I’ve told you over and over, Sundown is not a hooker. I made a mistake and I’m fucking sorry for it. Now don’t say it again.”

Juny studied me, his dark gaze troubled. “I have a lot of questions about him, Lieutenant.”

I had no doubt he did and nodded. “I know you do, but I’d rather he tell you, Juny. If you give him time, he will.”

“Fallon, we need to follow up on this case, and it’s best we don’t work from headquarters. You won’t want Monte digging around in parts of this.”

Whatever had Juny spooked was serious, but so was my need to find my lover. I had to satisfy Juny first. I owed him that much and more.

“All right. I hear you.” I held out my hand. “Gimme the letter. I’ll read it right now.”

He shook his head. “It’s locked in my desk. I didn’t know if I’d be able to find you this afternoon.”

What he didn’t say was he had no intention of ever going to Sundown’s apartment. I thought it best he stand by his decision. I clasped his shoulder.

“Juny, whatever’s got you upset, I swear we’ll talk in morning. I swear.”

For a moment I thought he’d argue, then he squeezed my shoulder, echoing my hold on him.

“Fallon, I know something hinky is going on. You’ll answer me tomorrow or you’ll have to find another partner.”

I felt the blow in my gut, but I had no choice but to agree.

“I hear you, Junior. I get it. I’ll tell you what I can. If you can’t trust me, the rest of it isn’t of any concern to you, and you’ll do better with a new partner.”

Juny drew back. He’d not expected my reply, but I meant every word. It would tear me up inside to lose him, and I might. He rolled to his feet and moved toward the door. I followed him to lock the deadbolt behind him.

“Meet me at the coffee shop at Kingston
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