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Keith Mitchell needs a new challenge in his life. When an old friend pitches him a business proposition he agrees to pull up stakes and more to Marionville. Keith decides his new house will be in the style he’s always dreamed of having even if he will live in it alone.  

Realtor Terry Thomas has one goal in mind for his clients: find and sell them the house of their dreams. Recently widowed, Terry’s not in the market for companionship, or so he believes. His latest client is handsome, interesting and his age, but is he really ready to love again? 

Keith becomes an eager suitor, waging a persistent siege until Terry gives into temptation. When Terry finds the right house for him, Keith redoubles his efforts to win Terry’s heart. After all, what good is a the perfect house if the man of your dreams won’t share it with you?
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I noticed one thing – [Dreams to Sell] doesn't feel rushed. It's like time stops when these two are together, and in a way gives the reader enough time to connect emotionally with the characters. – a Goodreads review
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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
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Men of Marionville Series

[image: image]


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 & Blues

Twice Removed From Yesterday

The Men of Marionville is a collection of stories set in the fictional city of Marionville. While each story stands alone, the characters are friends, and many appear in several works. They do not need to be read in a specific order. 
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To Ron, always; to Brenda Williamson with thanks for a great twenty years;

and to the late Christiane France for her unwavering friendship. 
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I remember clearly what he said. It will be fun, he said. We can make some money and do something good, he said.

And since Dylan Donaghy had never steered me wrong, I believed him. I packed a bag, rented an uncomfortable economy car, and drove to Marionville.

It had been a few years since I’d last visited Dylan, and I was amazed at how rapidly the community had changed. I remembered Marionville as a sleepy little borough on the cusp of forever being a small town. People like Dylan had changed that. He’d taken a small electronic shop and turned it into a global manufacturer and the biggest employer in the county.

And as if that wasn’t enough for him, he’d jumped into the restaurant business and purchased a second-rate steak and seafood house and turned it into the go-to spot in Marionville and beyond. Food reviewers from Chicago to New York had come, probably with the hope of finding something amiss, being critics, but had ultimately raved about their trip to The Wharf. The worst any of them could say was it was Where? Marionville? Where the hell is Marionville? I’d thought the same thing thirty-odd years ago when my new college roommate said he hailed from Marionville.

Everything Dylan touched turned to gold, so when he said he had an opportunity for us to partner in a new venture, I knew better than to decline without hearing his sales pitch.

He also told me he had a surprise for me, and I could only assume it was the very attractive blond-haired, brown-eyed stud who opened the door to Dylan’s house when I rang the bell. He grinned as he reached for my suitcase.

“You must be Keith. I’m Cassidy, Dylan’s partner. Come on in. Dee’s on the telephone. I’ll distract him to let him know you’ve arrived.”

Cassidy was hot, but looked quite a bit younger than Dylan and me, and all I could think about that was good for Dylan.

“It’s nice to meet you, Cassidy. Dylan said he had a surprise for me, and you must be it.”

His laughter was full of good humor as he led me into the comfortable family room and motioned at the bar. “Dee mentioned he didn’t tell you about us. Please help yourself to whatever you’d like to drink. There are soft drinks in the mini fridge, as well as a few bottles of water. If you’d rather have coffee, I’ll show you how to work our new toy.”

I spotted the single pod brewer. “I have one of those, too. And I’m sure Dylan has ginger ale.”

“You know he does. He won’t be long once he knows you’re here.”

I liked the way his voice his voice deepened with affection when he spoke of my friend.

With another smile, he set my luggage at the base of the wide mahogany staircase and disappeared around the other side of it, presumably to find Dylan. I speculated privately about what Cassidy did for a living that allowed him to be home on a Wednesday afternoon. It wasn’t kind of me, but I wondered if Dylan was his full-time job. The décor had undergone a few changes since last I was here, and I recognized influences that were not those of my friend.

Well, hell. I snatched a glass off the tray and filled it with ice. I was jealous! That sucked a raw egg. I rarely envied anyone, having been blessed with health and a comfortable wealth, but Dylan had someone in his life, and I did not.

Not that I’d expected to come to Marionville and hop into bed with Dylan. It wasn’t like that between us. We’d met the first day of college when we’d been assigned the same dorm room. Dylan hung with a group of older guys off campus, while I did frat boy nonsense, but we got along pretty well together in a small space and our lasting friendship blossomed. With a smile, I recalled Dylan was celibate in those days, while I tried my level best to wear my appendage down to a nub.

I bet celibate wasn’t even in Dylan’s dictionary with Cassidy in his bed.

Yep. I was fucking jealous. I took my ginger ale to the front window and gazed out at the neat, landscaped yard.

I’d been alone for too long. The last semi-permanent lover I had was five years ago, and it had ended badly. I’d tried to feel something over losing him, but truthfully I think I’d been relieved.

If I won a tennis or racquetball match, he pouted, and if I lost a match, he accused me of patronizing him and losing on purpose. I quit playing golf with him because of the way he behaved. If I got a new car, he got a better car. His competitiveness permeated every part of our relationship and eventually eroded the feelings I had for him. I hoped, for Dylan’s sake, it wasn’t like that between him and Cassidy. I was brooding about my past and didn’t hear Dylan walk in. I spun around when he said my name.

“Keith!”

Before I could speak, he had me in a bear hug. I hugged him back, one armed.

“Great to see you, Dylan. It’s been too long. Careful. I don’t want to spill soda all over your carpet.”

He thumped my back. “It has been a while, but I hope to change that. Don’t worry about the rug, for heaven’s sake. Sorry not to greet you at the door. I was on the phone with my plant manager.”

Dylan hadn’t changed much. He was still drop-dead sexy, and the touches of grey at his temple added to the effect. I’d bypassed those few silver hairs and gone straight to salt and pepper hair a year ago, and I didn’t like it much, especially when I shaved in the morning and stared at the stranger in the mirror. It made me feel older than my fifty-three years.

“How is business these days?”

“Genesis Industries is booming, which is one of the reasons I called you.” He slipped his arm around my waist and steered me toward the kitchen. “But that can wait. Let’s go sit down so you can get to know Cass.”

I laughed. “He’s a looker, Dylan. Is he a keeper?”

Dylan flashed me an ear-to-ear grin. “We’ve talked about getting married. I don’t know if we ever will, but who knows? I like being his partner, and I’m content to leave it at that, but Cass is more political in his thinking.”

“Divorce is an equal opportunity experience these days.”

He raised an eyebrow at me. My comment had sounded more than a little cynical.

“I know. I don’t want people thinking he’s after my money. That’s my stumbling block, Keith, not what I feel for him. C’mon. Cass has a snack for us in the kitchen.”

I followed him from the Berber-carpeted family room through a large dining room with gleaming hardwood floors to an expansive, modern and very masculine kitchen with granite countertops, large windows of gleaming glass, stainless steel appliances, travertine tile and rich mahogany cabinets. The breakfast nook was a modest size, but full of light. The rectangular granite-topped bistro table accommodated six and looked to be custom-made for the space. Cassidy set a bottle of wine on the counter and looked at Dylan.

“You want that open?”

Dylan glanced at me and shook his head as he pulled a chair out for me. “Let’s wait a bit. Keith needs to catch his breath after such a long drive.”

I settled down and made the appropriate appreciative noises at the platter in the center of the table as I picked up a celery stick.

“This is wonderful, Cassidy. It’s just the thing after being in the car for hours.”

He passed me a small plate. “Thanks. We plan to take you to The Wharf for a proper dinner later this evening, but figured you might want something cool and refreshing. If I may be nosey—why didn’t you fly in?”

Dylan snorted. “Keith? On a plane? Never gonna happen, lover.”

I lifted my glass of ginger ale in a salute to him. “You got that shit right. So don’t keep me in suspense any longer, Dylan. What’s this opportunity?”

Dylan launched into the reason he’d asked me to come to Marionville. The man was no bullshit from his head to his toes, and I liked that about him.

“We have a friend who works for a company called Solaray. Solar energy. Solar panels. Installations. The whole package. It’s headquartered in California with a satellite plant here. The company is for sale.”

I was immediately skeptical. “Dylan, I read the news. The promise of solar energy is fading in this economy. Consumers can’t afford it right now. Not to mention the shock of having to pay income taxes on the amount the utilities pay you for feeding the grid.”

Cass nodded. “I’m working on that, trust me. The state legislature is getting tired of seeing me on televi— What?”

Dylan made a zipping motion across his lips that Cass reluctantly echoed. I took it to mean Dylan had backed Cass off a soapbox. Dylan continued to speak.

“We know. I think we can streamline the company, take advantage of some innovative ways to produce the components right here in Marionville, lower installation costs in new construction, and lobby the state legislature to extend tax breaks to give additional credits to homeowners feeding the grid. And yes, it would benefit Genesis Industries. By having GenIn make components, we can reduce manufacturing costs.”

I took a deep breath as a long-forgotten shiver of excitement prickled my skin. I knew Dylan. The man was intelligent and cautious. He’d thought it through from a lot of different angles. I’d grown complacent in my day-to-day life, even bored. Was this what I needed to break out of my rut?

Dylan leaned back in his chair. “I know you have to think about it, so Cass prepared an informational packet for you.”

I glanced at Cass and seized the opportunity to find out a bit more about him. “What is it that you do, Cass?”

“I’m an investment attorney, as well as a licensed stockbroker.” He grinned at me. “I’m kind of handy to have around when large sums of money are involved.”

“I can see why. Speaking of money, just how much are we talking about here?”

Dylan and Cass looked at each other before Dylan spoke up. “Cash up front, five million a piece from you and Cass, and fifteen million dollars from me. My holding company for GenIn will incur the debt for the remaining twenty-five million dollars.”

I snorted. It was typical Dylan to hold the controlling interest in a venture, but the truth was, majority stockholder was a mantle he wore well. Cass pointed at the ceiling.

“I put the paperwork in your room so you could look it over in private.”

I started to fix a small plate of the crunchy veggies. “So why is the company up for sale?”

Dylan leaned forward. “Our friend who works for Solaray says the owner has developed a serious health issue. Running the company creates too much stress, and his children have no interest in managing the business. News of this hasn’t hit the financial pages, so if we can make the deal quickly, it would be to our advantage.”

I took a deep breath. “California is a long way off.”

Dylan nodded. “It is, but I plan to move the operation to Marionville. That’s why I need you here now. Until everything is transferred locally, I can fly back and forth as needed. I plan to invite everyone in corporate to move here.” He took a bite off the end of a celery stick, then waved it at me. “Our friend Heath has quietly polled some of the essential personnel and most of them think the move to a smaller community would be good for their families so they’re willing to relocate.”

I agreed keeping the same employees was a good idea. I had additional questions.

“What’s the debt load to asset ratio?”

Cass leaned forward. “Twenty-five percent if you include the construction mortgage taken to build the Solaray plant in Marionville two years ago. Twelve percent without that. Outstanding receivables also twelve percent.”

I froze and looked at Cass. “Seriously? That’s all?” Solaray was a well-run company if those numbers proved correct. “We’ll keep the on-the-ground workforce here in place?”

Dylan nodded. “Absolutely. It would be foolish not to.”

I certainly agreed. “So let’s cut to the chase. Why do you need me to come onboard? I know it’s not just to help with funding the purchase.”

They looked at each other. Cass licked his lips. “When the plant was built here, corporate sent a man with lots of management experience to oversee regional operations. He’s let it be known he’s retiring
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