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When Griff Ernde makes a late day visit to the cemetery, the gates close with him on the inside. Griff ends up in a cell at the local precinct house charged with trespassing, and with no way to salvage the day. No doubt about, it’s a personal low in his life. Then his luck changed when Kory Watts joined him in the cell. 

Kory Watts has a knack for being at the wrong place at the wrong time. Stood up on a blind date at a local club, Kory gets swept up in a drug raid and lands in a cell with an inebriated stranger. When his drug test comes back clean, the duty sergeant offers Kory a deal: if he takes Griff home, they both can go with no charges. It’s not a deal Kory will refuse. 

When Kory and Griff meet again, they agree to have a drink - of ice water. Neither man judges the other and it’s quickly apparent they share an attraction. As their budding relationship heats up, Kory wonders if he’s ready to get serious with a guy he just met no matter how well suited to each other they are. When Griff is suddenly charged with the murder of his father, Kory is ready to move heaven and earth to help prove him innocent, but it might not be enough to save what’s between them.
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4.5 stars at 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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It was not my finest hour. 

I looked at the officer and nodded. “Yes, sir. I would like to make a phone call.”

He motioned for me to lift my arms, and then he removed the handcuffs I’d worn for the last hour. “Follow me.”

I dutifully trudged along behind him, dreading the conversation I was about to have with my father. I’d never live this one down. The officer almost grinned as I went through my pockets for change. He was grey-haired, with merry blue eyes that gave witness to the fact he’d seen a lot of Saturday night strange across his career. He squeezed my arm. 

“C’mon, son. You can use my desk phone. Where’s your cell phone? Guys your age usually have them strapped on.”

“It’s not a dildo,” I muttered, and then inwardly cringed as I realized he’d heard me.

He raised an eyebrow. “That’s something else guys your age seem to enjoy.”

“Sometimes, sir. Thank you for allowing me to make a call. I don’t have a clue when or where I dropped my phone.”

“I’ll call patrol and see if it was left in the cruiser you were in.”

“Again, thank you, sir.” I picked up the receiver and dialed my dad’s cell phone number. He answered promptly.

“Hey, Dad.”

“Kory! What’s wrong? You’re calling on a Saturday night. Or is it a Sunday morning?”

Dragging out the pain was pointless. “Dad, I need someone to come down to the precinct house and sign me out of custody.”

There was dead silence on the line. I couldn’t even hear him breathing. 

“Dad? Karl? Are you sitting down?”

“Don’t be a smartass, son. What the fuck did you do?”

“Nothing illegal, I swear. I was sitting in this bar and - -”

“Enough!” He sighed. “It was a gay bar, wasn’t it?”

I closed my eyes. It always came back to this. “Yes, it was. I was supposed to meet a date, but he stood me up. Then the cops raided the place. Dad, you know I don’t do drugs. They detained everyone inside first and sorted us out later. I’ve already peed in a cup and taken a Breathalyzer test. I’m over the legal limit to drive so they won’t let me walk out of here alone, or give my car keys to me, but they’ll give them to you.”

He sighed again. “Well, Kory, I’m in New York. I guess you’ll have to sit it out until you pass the test.”

The dull ache in my temples morphed into a full-fledged pounding. Just what I fucking needed. A night in the drunk tank with people who were really inebriated, which I was not. 

“Thanks anyway, Dad. I’ll manage.” I hung up. 

I’d been managing on my own for seventeen years, ever since I graduated high school and came out to my shocked parents. The duty officer motioned for me to follow him again. I truly respected him for being a decent guy. 

“I’m sorry, Kory. Based on the Breathalyzer results, I’ve got to detain you for at least two hours. I’ll come check on you then, and if you pass, we’ll call you a cab. You’ll have to come back for your car keys.”

“I know and I appreciate you treating me decently. Wrong place, wrong time, you know? Although I’m glad you guys netted that heroin dealer. Who the hell knew that was going on in Marionville?” I hadn’t known before tonight our community had so large a problem. 

“We knew, and we’re pretty happy about arresting him, too. We knew when we planned the raid we were going to sweep up some innocent folks, but it can’t be helped. All we can do is sort you guys out as quickly as possible and get you on your way. I’m going to put you in with Mr. Ernde. He doesn’t have any sort of a record, either, but he is drunk.” We’d reached the holding cells and he unlocked a door to a cell with one occupant. “Good luck with him.”

I jumped when the cell door closed behind me, suddenly cold to my bones. Two hours seemed like an eternity. That was thirty minutes for each of the four shots of bourbon I’d consumed tonight. I’d had the first drink almost two hours ago, so I was well on the way to metabolizing off the alcohol. It was the rest of this experience that would stick with me. I couldn’t fathom why anyone would knowingly break the law and risk living in a cage. 

My cellmate reclined on the far bunk, his face to the wall. It was difficult to judge how big a man he was with him curled up the way he was. I hoped he slept. I wasn’t in the mood to talk. I sat on the other bunk and, just my luck, he rolled over and stared at me with bloodshot blue eyes. “Stay away from me, okay? I don’t want any trouble with you.”

His voice was low and rough as if it hurt to talk. I nodded. “Same here. Go back to sleep. You look like you need it.”

Instead of doing that, he sat up. He rubbed his face, scratching at the dark stubble under his chin. “You get swept up when they raided the Underground?”

“Yep. It’s my first - and last - time there. I’ll stick to going to Frolic. I’ll pay the fucking cover charge.”

My companion snorted. “Are you a newbie, or something? When you go to Frolic, tell the guy at the coat check you’re going to the bar. If you’re not going into the dance hall, they won’t charge you.”

I stared at him with my mouth hanging open. Why had no one ever told me that?

Why had I never thought to ask? 

“Thanks for the tip. I’m Kory, by the way. Kory Watts.”

“Griff Ernde.” He ran his fingers through his short dark hair, raising spikes. Then he put his elbows on his knees and rested his forehead in his hands. He visibly shook. 

Just fucking wonderful. I hoped he didn’t get sick all over the floor. “Man, lie down and cover up if you’re cold.” 

He sniffled and stood to stagger over to the dirty toilet. He pulled off a length of toilet tissue and blew his nose. When he turned, his face was wet with tears, and I caught the scent of whiskey oozing out his pores. 

How the hell did one cope with a sobbing drunk? I didn’t have a clue what to say or do to keep him on his side of the cell. 

“I’m sorry. I’m not usually such a mess. My father was buried today.”

Whoa. That was enough to send any guy off the deep end. This man was having a really bad day, worse than mine.

“That’s rough. Listen, why don’t you stretch out and try to sleep. It’ll help. Do you want the blanket from this bunk, too?”

Griff shook his head. “Nothing will help. I was drunk and I missed my father’s memorial service. So I kept right on drinking.”

He was right. I didn’t know anything that could make a person feel better about that. He looked at me. Another tear overflowed and ran down his cheek. “My father hated me, but I couldn’t hate him. Now I’ll never get the chance to mend fences with the old bastard.”

I was curious in spite of my intention to not engage him in a heart-to-heart conversation. “He was your father. Are you sure he hated you?”

“I’m gay. He hates gays. Ergo, he hates - hated - me.”

Jesus. What the hell was I supposed to say? My first thought was how in the hell had I ended up in a cell with another gay man who hadn’t been caught in the raid? My next thoughts were more charitable. I wasn’t seeing this guy at his best. Everyone grapples with the fear people secretly hate them, and all fear tended to surface when a person was under the influence. I needed to act like a human being. 

“My father has a difficult time accepting I’m gay, too. It’s so strange. I think he really disapproves, but I’m his son. I’ve done everything he expected his son to do - school, college, started my own business. But I won’t give him a grandson to carry on the family name.”

Griff pressed his hands to his temples. “Not me. I went rogue on the old man. I didn’t blindly walk the path he’d laid down for me. I think he wanted to blame me. Like I’d caused him so much stress it was my fault his heart was giving out.”

“That wasn’t fair of him, Griff. Children aren’t responsible for making their parents happy. We have a right to live our own life.”

“Not according to him.” Griff finally stretched out on the cot and rolled to face the wall. 

I leaned back and rubbed my eyes. He hurt, but I couldn’t fix it for him. Fathers and sons. Sons and fathers. I had my own problems in that department. Thankfully my dad was still with me. There was always hope we’d one day be close again. 

I straightened as the duty officer walked down the corridor and opened the cell door. 

“Someone’s here for you, Watts. Come with me.”

I stood and looked over my shoulder at Griff. He hadn’t moved. There wasn’t anything to say to him except “goodbye” but I didn’t want to disturb him in case he had fallen asleep. I followed the officer into the lobby and almost wished I hadn’t. 

Dylan Donaghy, my father’s employer, stood at the counter. 

Just shoot me now. 

“Mr. Donaghy.”

I couldn’t read his expression when he looked up. He was an attractive man, with stunning blue eyes, and he could be laughing his ass off inside for all I knew. He watched as they gave me another Breathalyzer test and said I still shouldn’t drive. 

Dylan nodded to me. “Kory. Your father called and asked me if I could ‘spring’ you from jail.”

“I’m sorry he bothered you. This has already worked itself out. I submitted to a drug test and it was clean. I don’t do drugs.”

He drilled me with a blue stare. “But you drink a bit too much, eh?”

“It’s Saturday night. I had a few shots.”

Dylan accepted my keys from the duty officer. “Cass is waiting. Let’s get you home.”

We stepped outside and walked down the shadowed path. “I can take a cab home and get my car in the morning. You’ve already been inconvenienced enough.”

“Kory, Cassidy and I are here to take you home. Your car is in the impound lot and you can’t get it until noon tomorrow. There’s no reason to waste your money on a cab.”

I knew he was correct, but I’d had all I could take for one night. I didn’t want to listen to a lecture, even from the guy sitting at the top of Marionville’s gay A-list. 

“I need some space, Mr. Donaghy. I’m beyond grateful to you for coming down here in the middle of the night and signing for me, but I’m not at a place where I want conversation.”

He stopped walking. With the light behind him, I couldn’t see his face but he could see mine and I knew he studied me. I refused to twitch. After the longest ten seconds of my life, he nodded. 

“Alright, Kory. I promised your father I’d see you home, but you’re a man. You make your own decisions.” 

With that, he handed me my keys and walked away. I had the sinking feeling I’d just fucked up, big time. Donaghy wasn’t a man anyone should piss off. He was connected, and mentoring younger gay men, ensuring they succeeded in college and business, was one of his passions. And what do I do? 

Nice way to cap off my evening. 

Well, fuck me. My cell phone was still missing. I had to go back inside and beg the duty officer to call me a cab. At this rate, I’d get used to the taste of crow. I was eating enough of it tonight. 

I walked back inside and found Griff leaning against the counter, looking that peculiar shade of green drunk’s get. I backed up a step. The duty officer glanced from me to him and barked an order at me as he pointed to my left. 

“Trash can! Now!”

I snatched the can and set it down beside Griff. He curled his lip at me and slowly slithered to the floor. 

I looked at the duty officer. “And you’re sending him home.”

“I want him out of here before he pukes, yes. What do you














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
/%~ KCKENDRICKS

. 'x' Y )

. . , 3 . :
_ThexMen of Marionville





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





