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Scott Thomas is tagged to oversee the new commuter rail line from Easton to Marionville, a high profile project that demands his expertise. When a friend invites him on a Mystery Train Dinner Adventure, Scott’s onboard for an evening of fun. He gets more than he bargained for when he meets his ideal tall, dark haired stranger on the train.

Dakota Reece knows the new commuter rail is the opening he’s needed for him and his brother to build their own firm and future. Planning a start-up company while working on the commuter project is hard work. Needing an evening off, Dakota takes a trip to relax on the Mystery Train. When the train stops to serve dinner, Dakota is boldly cruised by a fellow passenger. He has to get to know this smart, sexy man and asks Scott to join him for a drink. 

Scott and Dakota hit it off and a quiet cup of coffee leads to unexpected possibilities - and consequences. Their budding relationship could cause a multi-million-dollar conflict of interest. When Dakota makes a sudden decision to advance his timeline, Scott will do whatever is necessary to keep them together and on track. 

Praise for the writing of KC Kendricks

Author Kendricks creates a wonderful, wisely plotted, and carefully written scenario that helps get [Station to Station] to its destination – 5 stars from an Amazon reader

Scott and Dakota romance was interesting and pulling. Their romance is realistic both emotionally and from plotted point. Great work with this story! – Goodreads

I love the men of Marionville. They're successful, strong, passionate, attractive and for me they're like comfort food. Just a fun, quick read, with an easy to follow plot line, some steamy sex scenes and a HEA or at least a HFN. - Goodreads

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 as long as I can remember, I’ve had a passion for trains. As a small child, riding in the car with my parents, every time we came to a train crossing, I’d search up and down the tracks, hoping to see the engine coming. If we were fortunate to “catch” a train, I’d hang out the window and wait for the caboose. Sometimes, if the conductor was on the back platform, I’d wave, and he’d always wave back. It’s the way things worked in those days. I’m sure my excitement amused my parents, but isn’t it a child’s responsibility to entertain his parents?

I must have mentioned my train fascination in some forgotten conversation with my buddy Travis Templeton. When the City of Marionville, my employer, joined with Marionville County and Easton Township to build a commuter rail spur, Travis convinced the town council I was the only person to oversee the job. I was surprised to get the assignment since there were a few guys with more seniority begging for it, but I wasn’t about to complain. The team, which included Travis and me, dug in and buckled down to the necessary months of planning a project of this scope required.

A few days before the City of Marionville was ready to award the winning bids to contractors so the work could begin, Travis stopped by my office and invited me to accompany him on a Mystery Train dinner adventure. I didn’t hesitate to accept that either.

It’s not like it was a date. I knew his partner Heath, who was out of town on business, and it was a simple matter of not wanting the non-refundable ticket to go to waste. I tried to pay Travis for it, but he insisted it was his treat. That’s just Travis. Maybe someday I’d meet a guy like him to call my own.

Arriving at the departure site for our “mystery” evening, I discovered I was part of a larger group that included several of Marionville’s A-List gays. I knew Travis moved in high circles, but I was nonetheless impressed. They greeted me warmly as I took my seat and Travis did introductions.

Business tycoon and restaurateur Dylan Donaghy and his legal eagle partner Cass Barlow, and Donaghy’s right hand man Noel Springs and his partner Tyler Phillips, a big landowner out by Easton, who was also an ace auto mechanic by day. Every gay in Marionville knew these guy’s names, and I was honored to meet them.

I didn’t know a lot about the evening’s entertainment, but it didn’t matter too much. I was out of the house and in fun company. What I did know was there were actors on the train and they put on a traveling mystery production. Act One was played out on the way to an old restored train station boarding house, where the passengers disembarked and enjoyed a fancy dinner, served by the actors. During the meal, the plot would, as they say, thicken, and the mystery would subsequently be solved on the return trip.

The old dining car had been restored and converted for about forty guests, and instead of dinner, cocktails were served on the outbound trip. We had a corner booth that easily accommodated six grown men. Dylan ordered what I considered to be an expensive wine and six glasses. I must’ve had a strange look on my face because he smiled at me and said he had to get the wine or Travis would whine. I laughed along with everyone else and that’s when I saw him.

He was in the opposite corner booth at the far end of the car with four men and one woman, and I knew, while she was seated beside him, she wasn’t with him. My gaydar is that good.

Mr. Gorgeous was maybe six feet tall, or maybe only five-eleven. Height isn’t where the inches count the most with me. He had deep-set arresting silver eyes under slightly bushy dark brows, short black hair, full rosy lips, and a close-cropped beard. He also had a little scar under his right eye that screamed “bad boy” to anyone paying attention. Dressed in stonewashed blue jeans more washed than indigo, a white shirt open at the collar and a navy sport coat, he was the sexiest thing I’d seen in a decade.

And then he winked at me, and I sort of forgot where I was for a moment.

Men like him didn’t wink at guys like me. It’s one of the rules of nature. Beauty attracts beauty and that left me out. I was about as appealing as a fence post—a skinny, unremarkable stick. My hazel eyes were too small for my face, and my brown hair had these weird and unwelcome red glints, not to mention for my forty-first birthday I grew the first of an increasing number of gray hairs. The truly gorgeous men had never looked my way and winked, for God’s sake. I was invisible to them.

It was their loss because I was a great catch, even if I did have to say so myself.

Travis snapped his fingers in front of my face. “Well?”

I blinked. “Well, what?”

They laughed at me. Every last one of them. Dylan stopped first and poured a bit more wine into my glass. “I asked what it is you do for the City of Marionville.”

“Oh. I’m a project manager. It’s a fancy title that means I’m the one who coordinates schedules when the different city departments need to work together as a cohesive unit with an outside contractor. The way the town is growing, I stay pretty busy.”

I looked at Dylan, then let my gaze slide beyond him to the other man. He was drinking beer from a longneck brown bottle, his long fingers firm on the dark glass. My insides started to dissolve. Travis nudged me.

“Earth to Scott. Earth to Scott. Come in, Major Thomas.”

“Funny, ground control. I’m sorry, Dylan. I don’t mean to be inattentive, but my mind did stray.”

Travis snorted. “Just whip out your phone and take a picture of the guy, okay?”

Heat spread across my cheeks. “I think you should do it. You have a better angle.”

My buddy showed his big heart and told secrets on me to the guys around the table. “Scott manages to keep it polite in public, but he’s a real horn dog in private.”

They laughed and lifted their glasses to me when I glared at Travis.

The gaiety stopped as a man dressed right out of a 1940s’ movie in a pinstripe suit and vest with a conductor’s hat and the prerequisite gold pocket watch entered the car to signal the beginning of the evening’s show. We quieted to catch every nuance of his actions.

He moved along the booths, checking tickets, until he reached the woman sitting alone at small single unit beside us. When he asked for her ticket, her hands fluttered at her throat, and she apologized saying that she couldn’t seem to find it, and that perhaps she had left it in her compartment. The conductor escorted her out, and the buzz started among the riders.

The door had barely closed when a shady-looking character entered the other end of the car and it got so quiet the only sound was the clackety-clack of the steel wheels on the rails. The man started to ask questions about the woman. Some guests denied she’d been in the car, but others said she’d left via the rear exit. One rider demanded to see the man’s papers, and he flashed a badge and said he was a Pinkerton. He strolled out the back door and the man who’d discovered his identity fled out the front door. In minutes, the train slowed and pulled in at the renovated station and we disembarked for dinner.

As luck would have it, at dinner, Mr. Gorgeous was seated directly behind me, back to back. I’d hoped to enjoy the eye candy, but I’d survive it.

Maybe. I could hear his low, sultry baritone as he joined in the conversation with his friends, and it drove me nuts. I couldn’t distinguish most of the words, which was fine because I didn’t want to eavesdrop, but I did enjoy the private stimulation.

And then there was the heat coming off the man. The only time my back had been warmer was when I sat in the sunshine without a shirt.

I needed to get laid and I had no prospects on the horizon.

Dinner was an extravagant affair with crab-stuffed mushrooms caps followed by a “surf and turf” of shrimp scampi and rib-eye steak, and topped off with a scrumptious lemony cheesecake. There was no lack of wine and conversation as we ate. These guys were all very civic minded and genuinely interested in the proposed commuter rail and the ways it would benefit the communities of Marionville and Easton.

Travis and I were each heavily involved in the project, and we both believed it would be a boon for people who lived beyond Easton and worked in Marionville. The bids on the work were to be awarded next Monday, and we would be there. The curiosity was driving us crazy.

The guy behind me slid his chair back, bumping into me as he stood. He was fast to put a hand on my shoulder.

“Excuse me. I didn’t realize the chairs were so close together.”

I smiled into his unusual silver eyes. The black ring around his iris was fascinating.

“No problem. The seating is pretty close.”

He smiled, nodded, and walked away, but not before I caught the quick glint of interest in his eyes. He’d slipped out a door marked “Patio.” Maybe some fresh air would do me some good, too, after I made a pit stop. I excused myself and headed to the men’s room.

Mission accomplished, instead of going back to rejoin the guys, I slipped out the patio door. The object of my interest was perched on the deck railing, smoking a cigarette. His gaze locked with mine, bright with the witchy curiosity a gay man has in another. I walked up to him and boldly lifted the fag from his fingers, took a drag, and exhaled to form a smoke ring.

Huh. I didn’t think I could still make them. I handed the cig back to him.

“Nasty habit. I took it up in my teens and quit when I was twenty-five.”

He took a deep drag and exhaled. “I get up every morning and say I’m gonna stop, but I don’t. How’d you do it?”

“A bad case of tonsillitis. But every once in a great while, I still want to get a taste. It convinces me I don’t need them.”

He grinned and flicked the butt into a sand bucket placed for that purpose. “You’re lucky if you can just taste and still keep away.” He held out his hand. “Dakota Reece.”

I pressed my hand to his warm, warm palm and dared the gods to zap me with a lightning bolt. “Scott Thomas.”

Dakota’s strong fingers closed around mine and I realized the extent of my foolishness. If I let this man get too close, he’d rip out my heart and hand it back to me, bloody and lifeless.

Hell, it’d happened before and I’d lived through it. He fixed me with a ruttish stare. “You’re not ‘with’ the guy you’re with, are you?”

I swear I saw an electric blue aura form around him. It flickered and danced over his shoulders, wild with tangible temptation and the promise to burn me to ash.

“Nope. He’s a good friend.”

He ran his thumb over my knuckles. “Good. When we get back to Marionville, I’ll buy you a drink. Where would you like to go? Frolic? Or someplace quieter?”

This gorgeous creature wanted to have a drink with me? I knew when to throw caution to the four winds...and the time was now.

I pulled him off the rail and slipped my free hand around his waist. Raw awareness crackled between us, man to man, laden with male pheromones and a shared knowledge we innately knew how to make the other moan with pleasure. I wanted to be sure, and kissing him was the most expedient way to strike a spark—or not.

My guess about his height had been right on, and he was just a tick shorter than me. It made kissing him easy. I pressed my lips to his, just a quick, soft touch that turned clingy when neither of us seemed to want to back off. He met me with an open eagerness that threatened to buckle my knees, and we never parted our lips. My body responded and then the sudden aching pooling of blood in my groin convinced me I needed to pull away before I got completely stupid with this guy in plain view of anyone who walked out the door.

Okay, so I kissed him. Okay, so we’d
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