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As the reigning stud of the local gay club scene, every guy in the county knows Travis Templeton, and vies for his attention. Travis wears his crown lightly, careful not to break any hearts. He knows what it’s like to really love someone who doesn’t love you back-at least, not in the way you want.

Heath Kelley made the biggest mistake of his life the night before his best friend Travis left for college. One small action snowballed into years of silent misunderstanding and empty distance. When Heath accepts a transfer that sends him to his hometown, he doesn’t know Travis has moved back home, too. It doesn’t take long for the men to reconnect.

Admitting they never stopped thinking of each other as “best friends” is easy. Forgiveness of past sins is easy, but confessing their secrets comes harder. When Heath discovers the truth about Travis’ private life, the newly repaired bonds of friendship are stretched taut. 

It’s time for Travis to choose – the love of his best friend, or a life of settling for having only second best. 
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"4.25 Stars!...If you’re looking for a story with a lot of emotion, A Hard Habit To Break serves it up, and your heart will break for Travis and Heath who, despite having other lovers, only ever wanted each other...These characters were so emotionally charged I could feel the uncertainty between them, and KC Kendricks did a very good job building the tension....The book was well written and the characters were realistically drawn although I wished that Travis was not so mixed up all the time and emotionally fragile. If you like to read about characters who reunite after a long time apart, who are obviously still very much in love, and who light the pages on fire then you should definitely pick up A Hard Habit To Break."—Wave, Reviews By Jessewave
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“...An amazing read with its strong emotion, pain and finally healing. Heath and Travus had so much emotion pent up in them that they needed to talk and they needed to accept each other for who they are. A story of growing and changing, love and acceptance...will tug at your emotions and having you rooting for a happy ending for these two. KC Kendricks is one author from whom I will be looking for more. Great job!”—Elise Lyn, SensualReads.com
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Sage advice is often time-proven, but there are exceptions. I’d always heard “you can’t go home again.” I think most people understand that’s the condensed version. You can always go home, just be prepared to find “home” changed by distance and time into a place that challenges the heart’s memory. Fearless in the face of those inescapable changes that awaited me, I jumped at the chance to transfer home to Marionville.

My boss, smart lady that she is, recognized that exploiting the connections of a hometown boy would be good for business. I agreed, on the condition I could transfer again in a year, if I so desired. She parlayed me to eighteen months. I almost spit on my palm and made her shake on the deal, but decided the paper contract would be good enough.

I flew east, leaving behind my sunny West Hollywood digs and placing my philodendron vine in the care of a friend. My mother already had a new one potted for me. The plant was a mother-son in-joke. I’d bummed a plant for my college dorm room to combat my roomie’s incessant smoking, and now I got a new cutting every time I moved.

The plane landed at the smallish local airport, and, under the cover of darkness, I took a taxi ride to my new apartment in the Collinwood suburb. My family didn’t expect me until late Saturday. I’d arrived early because I needed a couple of days to settle in without any distractions.

It’s not that I didn’t love my family because I did, but they tended to forget I was thirty-one and all grown up. I was quite capable of choosing a new car and stocking my own refrigerator without anyone holding my hand. I couldn’t imagine what they’d say when they learned I’d rented a furnished apartment via the Internet and a real estate agent I didn’t know.

The taxi dropped me off in front of a six-story brick building with a softly lit walkway lined with blooming flowers. A smooth-running elevator deposited me on the top level, and I unlocked the door to the apartment that occupied the southwest corner of the floor.

Home, sweet rented home.

Several large boxes containing all my personal belongings filled the middle of the living room area. I’d shipped them last week and had been living out of my suitcase the last five days. The real estate agent had been gracious enough to receive the shipment and bring them up for me. Eager to brush the bitter taste of airline coffee off my tongue, I ripped the tape off the largest one, and unpacked the smaller ones inside, taking one to the bathroom. As I pulled the toiletries out and opened individual plastic bags, several foil-wrapped condoms spilled onto the counter.

Home, sweet home, with its bitter, restless memories.

It was only ten o’clock. I could take a quick shower and go find someone to help ease one of those burning memories. I found the box with my linens and made up the queen-size bed, all the while debating if going out was a good idea.

Good, bad, or in between, the idea had taken root, and I knew I’d never sleep unless I burned off a little nervous energy. I tucked a foil packet in my wallet, dug my favorite jeans and polo shirt out of a different box, and hopped in the shower. An hour later, I arrived at the outskirts of the warehouse district and Frolic. I hadn’t been here in almost five years, and winced at the ten-dollar cover charge.

Wednesday night, and the club was packed to the rafters. The pounding techno beat of the loud music reverberated at the base of my skull. I wanted to lose myself in the raucous crush of sweaty, undulating male bodies, and maybe get lucky, although separating the wheat from the chaff in this mob wouldn’t be easy. Every horny guy in the building possessing the honed radar of the gay man on the prowl would find me, a.k.a. Fresh Meat, and say hello. I fought my way to the Cancun Bar and ordered a rum and cola with a lime twist. The guy beside me tried to pick up the tab, but I politely refused, at least at first.

“You’re new here, aren’t you?”

I shook my head. “I’m an old returnee. This is the first time I’ve been back in town in a few years. The last trip home, I didn’t have time to come out and play.”

He held out his hand. “I’m John.”

“Of course you are.” I shook his hand, regardless.

“No, no. My name really is John. Would you like to see my driver’s license?”

He seemed sincere, so I smiled for him. “That won’t be necessary. I apologize for my cynical attitude.”

John leaned closer and clinked his glass to mine. “In this town, that’s the last thing I’d be sorry for.”

“Well, then. Hello, John. I’m Heath.”

He turned toward me, his elbow on the bar, and fixed me with the provocative stare of a man interested in sex. “How about it, Heath?”

That was a bit too quick for my liking. For all I knew, John was an undercover cop trying to up his arrest quota.

I took a good-sized swallow of my drink, then set it down, prepared to bolt out the front door. “Depends entirely on what you have in mind.”

“You. Me. A dark corner in the back room.”

I checked my watch. “I need to get home, John. It was nice to meet you.”

He laid his hand on my arm. “You think I’m a vice cop, don’t you?”

I met his worried gaze. “I think it’s very probable.”

John shook his head. “I’m not, but if you aren’t interested, I understand.”

“Tell me something. Why the hurry? I haven’t even finished my drink.”

He looked me up and down, one corner of his mouth bowed in a wry smile. “I don’t get a shot at the upper echelon very often. I don’t want you to get away.”

“Thanks. I think.” I ran my hand up his bare arm to his shoulder. He shivered under my touch. “Okay, John, ground rules. I prefer to keep it very simple. If you want to put your mouth on anything, it will be condom covered.”

He swallowed and nodded.

Twenty minutes later, we reclaimed two seats at the bar. I hoped he wouldn’t take that quick business of trading hands and try to make it into a life commitment. It had been a pleasant interlude, but nothing had sparked between us. It served to ease the physical need, and nothing more. I was loose, relaxed, and I should go to sleep the moment my head hit the pillow.

I bought us fresh drinks, lifting mine to take a sip as soon as the bartender set it in front of me. I yawned under John’s amused gaze.

“I think I’m tired and I need to call it a night.”

My companion wasn’t ready to give up. “Do you need a lift home?”

“No, I’ve got transportation.” I didn’t want him to know where I lived.

John rubbed his shoulder to mine. “You should come to Frolic on Friday night. They have live music in the Cancun Bar, and all the hotties are here. It’s an unwritten rule of the gay scene in Marionville.”

“John, John, John. Are you putting me in that category?”

He laughed. “Yeah, I am. You’ll have your pick of the litter. Why, maybe even Travis Templeton will deign to notice you. He never misses a Friday night at Frolic.”

Ice shards crystallized in my veins, shredding my heart from the inside with each frantic beat. Travis Templeton.

A thousand memories jumbled through my mind. Sunlit summer days, golden autumns, and sparkling clear winter skies that gave way to green spring rain. Damn you, Travis.

“You okay?” John slipped his arm around my waist. I knew he had good intentions, but I didn’t want to talk about Travis.

Ever.

I pushed the old pain away and patted his hand, the one that had held my hard dick half an hour ago. “I think the day just caught up with me. When I got up this morning, I lived in California.”

He hugged me and nodded. “I enjoyed tonight, Heath. I hope the move back to Marionville works out for you.”

I took a closer look at him. He wouldn’t try to get in my pants again. It was a relief he also sensed we didn’t have the magic.

“Thanks, John. And thanks for earlier.” I swilled the rest of my drink and pushed away from the bar. “See ya around.”

I was grateful he didn’t follow. I needed to get home and fall on my face. Luck was with me and there was a taxi outside the club. In minutes, the cabbie delivered me safely to my building. I sighed as I looked up at the security camera while waiting for the elevator. I was getting too old for this cruising shit.

The apartment welcomed me with cold silence. In that sterile stillness, all those things I didn’t want to remember about the man who used to be my best friend sucker punched me in the gut. I stripped, letting my clothes lay where they fell. The hot water of the shower washed away the lonely memory of a stranger’s hands, and my hotter tears.

*          *          *
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My head ached like a son-of-a-bitch the next morning, and not from two small drinks. The tension squeezed my neck relentlessly.

Home, sweet fucking home.

I’d not known Travis was here in Marionville. The last time I heard his name was when my mother told me how upset his mother had been when he came out and told Mrs. Templeton he was gay.

I couldn’t let on how unnerved I was to receive that news bulletin.

Travis dropped his bombshell, then accepted a job in Boston. That knowledge sent me to the other coast a year later when I graduated from college.

Now we were both back in town. No way in hell could I hope that we’d not run into each other because our parents were still next-door-neighbors. My face heated as my heart fractured again.

Travis.

We’d been best friends from the moment his family moved in beside mine. He was a year older than I was, but that never mattered. We were both only children and we bonded immediately.

Travis was a year ahead of me, so school separated us during the days, but the evenings and weekends were ours. Homework was finished in record time so we could hop on our bicycles and ride. We must have pedaled thousands of miles during those years before Travis got his driver’s license. Once he had wheels, we burned a lot of gasoline going in circles around town.

Those glory days burned to ash the night before he left for college. We hadn’t spoken since, and it was my fault.

I had work to do, so it was time to pull myself together and get to it. I needed to find a decent used car, and go meet my new administrative assistant. If my books and hard files hadn’t arrived, she could track them for me. After that, I had to call my mother and tell her I was already here. I needed to have myself under control by then. I didn’t want Ma Kelley to know her favorite son was anything but well adjusted and happy.

And I needed something to eat. I’d spotted a corner deli last night, so stopped to check it out on my way to buy a car. My mouth watered the moment I stepped through the door of the little coffee shop. A glass case was loaded with a huge assortment of baked goods. I planned to walk to the car dealership, so I could indulge in something sweet and gooey. I took my java and trail mix bar to a table by the window. It didn’t take long for the pretty waitress to stop at the table and offer me a free coffee refill. I was her only customer at the moment, so she stayed to chat. I introduced myself, and she smiled at me.

“I’m Margie. Pleased to meet you. Are you new in town?”

“To Collinwood, yes. To greater Marionville, no. I grew up here and just moved back.”

She smiled and nodded. “The city has really changed in the last few years. There’s lots to do these days.”

And if I had a date on Friday night, I wouldn’t be tempted to court disaster and go to Frolic. I smiled up at Margie. I hadn’t taken a girl out in a while.

I liked women and responded to them. But I liked men a whole lot more. It wasn’t something I told many people because few understood. Hell, I wasn’t sure I understood it fully, but that’s the way things were for me.

Damn you, Travis, for not being honest with me.

“What time do you get off work on Friday, Margie? Maybe you could show me some of the new places, then I can take you out to dinner. No strings or anything, though. Just making friends in the new neighborhood.”

She blushed, her cheeks turning a petal pink. “I’m flattered, but I can’t. I do volunteer work with City Greens. We have a project on Saturday, and I’ve got some last-minute coordinating to do.”

“What’s City Greens?”

Eyes alight with passion, Margie slid onto the chair across from me. “We’re a group modeled on what the New York Restoration project has done in New York City. When there’s an old or condemned building in a prime location, we petition the city to turn the property into a neighborhood park or green space.”

I saw the value to communities in that. Places for neighbors to meet, and for kids to play safely, had a far-reaching positive impact. I also immediately saw the potential, both for solar collectors and for networking, but remained silent as she continued.

“We have a property two blocks over from Concord and Main Streets, in the area that’s going to see a lot of expansion when the zoning changes from residential to multi-use at the beginning of the next fiscal year. Saturday morning, we’re cleaning up the lot. We have a city architect on board and he’ll be there with a couple of designs for the park the town council has approved for us to vote on. If we get finished with some of the cleanup, the grounds crew may start to work, if the weather is good.”

“Could you use a new volunteer? I’m an energy engineer, specializing in solar installations. Maybe I can get my company to donate a few collectors to offset the cost of lighting the park at night. It would be great for the park and for my company.”

Her smile widened. “That would be so cool! I know the city will agree.”

I laughed. “I know they will, too. They invited my company to set up shop here. I’m designing over one hundred installations all over Marionville.”

She held out her hand. “Okay, Heath, you’re on the team. Be here at six o’clock, Saturday morning.”

Jee-sus. Was it even daylight at that hour?
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